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CHILDREN OF PARADISE / 1 
CHILDREN OF PARADISE 

PROLOGUE 

"Lo thar, pardners, mio dolce vinci! Sweet sprites! Robbie and Vadriel, Donough and Armand, ausi! 
‘You believe in Evil? If not, guys, my story aint no serial for you. Or for our mensch Deronda, om atthe 
pictures if 1 keep mum as the visiting moon. E vero. Muzzled like Tamino, mewed I throne in Pluto's: 
Paradise--Yoshiwara reborn! Me, a Horatio Alger hero in a fanzine dream-scape. Me, adored like 
Christ Himself: (Another hot property Ucar on the grapevine.) Numi, pieta! Shameless is Fate! 
Anaxagoras sells Life as a journey but the way | live now a desiruitori de vite press agent peddling 
tripe has me lackeying the varying tide. He fools my popolani black and blue and shits on my soul, 
Luck and pluck (and sex) (and talent, 00) have all do with me, Me and Horatio long for fights of 
angels. Not to sng you to you rest but t wing you to Gaywyck West! felingly speak now. Lam in 
‘no holiday humor, [ean only dream of Gaywyck East, ameno ragazit The ogling world has 0 
keyhole shot! With bolts of limelight, the word-smith getters halo or torch us Sta Players. Us spawns 
of light. Us phenomenons of irradiation. Us key-tit stand-ins for Venus on our transit across the silvery 
screen aglow like her blazing sun, 90? Capiche? No god me for sure. In this 10, too (in my history) 
sullied flesh, a light-weight pal awaits you, not the magic-lanter show touted as deflowering Americal 
Oimé! Born | was in the velvet glance of Fortune where | will die, Yet okhrana Naumky, king of us 
shadows, devotee of shunga and central to our play, armed with weapons worse than Death follows me 
check by jow! living jealousy’ forgeries in his grove. No mauwais honte for him, becco fortut! I desire 
‘we may be better strangers. avouched ito his head and was translated into an ass. My remembering 
will not be erased by the River of Time! Give my regards to Broadway! Out Here on the Other Coast in 
‘endless goodly weather every on-the-take Joc knows who summoned Death with that .38. A coup de 
‘foudre, yes? Si? The Truth bankroll printed Lies by turning mail black. Bu I see them through. They 


are erystal clear, They make my blood change to snow-broth. I speak in sober meanings. Oh! Merry 
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‘Xmas 1918 from fluorescent Hollywood, Dream Dump, USA. Ovethead isthe real Milky Way? The 
address of the has-been gods released from morals clauses they would have flunked? Or is ita Rose 
‘Studio cloud of steam lit by mercury vapor lamps? All will be well, no? Happy endings and hasty 
kisses all around, no? Fred and Hamlet say murder will out. I say only in my Hollywood versions of 


Life these days. No whirligig of i 


‘Out Here to bring in his revenges, Gustav's creator spiritus need 


‘not apply. This is how the world wags. 


1 am boiled to death with melancholy. Imprisoned like 
Richard Il. Ever, my self-being is a pastor frso and an Epicuran like Jefferson, and marry, Iam still 
love-shaked. Oxgi. sempre, amore. 

Your Carmine, valent/huomo, a comrade Soul in Paradise. I dream of being cast in Correggio's buttery 
Assumption a the ascending one throwing the world a furry, cratered moon in Parma’s Duomo! Fred is 
‘writing the photoplay special for me. We are like Juno's swans, coupled and inseparable 

(CHAPTER ONE 

Much tothe tearful Stefano Gruppo relief, the blowtorch effect of Sicily’s midsummer dusty breeze 
Finally gagged his family of grousing thearicals. A major part of their job description-traveling like 
gypsies-was no longer fun. It was a curse for two enervating days now, ever since the sun started 
bbchaving like the lit end ofa cigarette buming through a shect of azure-painted backdrop in pursuit of 
them. Their crawling shadows appeared scorched into the surface ofthe ruted, yellow, dirt road, 


crossing an endless, white-granite, mountainous terrain cluttered with ravine-scarred slopes. 


In thirty-year-old Stefano's chronic optimism, the sizzling earth suddenly resembled a dolce di 


‘farina gialla, his favorite Sicilian commeal cake. It was baking with him in God's oven. Immense, 
chipped white almonds had replaced the delectable honey-colored walnuts. Almonds and walnuts 
convened pistachios and Gelato Siciliano made in sea-breezed Palermo with the icy crystals of the 


‘year-round snow on the peak of Mt. Etna. Craving the favorite ice cream, his mouth watered, It made a 
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tice change from the parched desperation accompanying him on this pitiless desert set 


"For such 


iny thing on the maps,” he thought, "Sicily sure takes up a lot of space!” 

In pite of their communal misery, all were unwilling to overburden their beloved, unflappable 
‘mule Baltasar, looking jaunty in a yellow straw hat. He was a handsome, brawny, black fellow with a 
high-gloss rump, bunchy muscles, a bristling mane, and brown eyes bright with cognition buried deep 
in the sleepy-watchful gaze ofa bank guard. Pastered with golden dust, all five disgruntid players 
trudged in wellrehearsed attitudes of despair beside their large, newly restored, brightly colored 
caravan, which he pulled effortlessly. It housed the scene drops and costumes for the Teatro Gruppo, its 


‘musical instruments, 


ts professional and personal necessities, and its makeshift stage, In fact, Baltasaro 


‘ould stroll along without complaint carrying 300 pounds, seven hours a day, twenty days straight, 


it 
his charge were a bag of wigs. He seemed oblivious to the dull, deadly rays of the Sicilian sun. 


In silence the actors projected a shattered condition serunc 


across drought-dry, feudal Sicily 
‘ith its interminable undulations overheated as their sighs. Squinting, they loathed the landscape 
reduced by glare to the two-dimensions of a sad and lifeless, repetitious and monochromatic stage 
cyclorama bought on the cheap: a barren sketch with nevera tree to shade them, never a drop of water 
to reftesh them, always and forever a place where identical hillocks mixed with upstart rocky heaps of 
sharp, finty peaks inhabited by cave dwellers. Some windows in those lofty, cool homes had panes of 
littering glass recalling flickering overhead stage lamps warning of electrical shorts capable of 
{izing the actors into handfuls of yet more suffocating dust. 

(On and on, along the billowy track, the physically-fit players slogged oblivious to Sicily’s 


radiant, natural beauty 


1g only to see the cinder-red setting sun, The illiterate, susp 


cceupants ofthe las village they grumbled through with its foul open drains and pigs walking the 
strets had begrudgingly pointed the actors straight ahead tothe summer palazzo of the Prince of| 


Rusuttano somewhere beyond the horizon where the overeager, unwelcome sun would accompany 
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them for several hours more. 

Exact distance could not be ascertained from the naturally seeretive peasants; and the local 
dialect added an additional barrier though Stefano reckoned they were nearly there. He was convinced 
by cursive nods and jerked thumbs: this was the route the royal family had recently used in a convoy of 
carriages for its yearly three-month sojoum in the Villa Betice outside Rusuttano, Their permanent 
‘home, the Villa Rusuttano, was just outside the city of Palermo, and their town palazzo was on the 
Piazza Marina among the other members ofthe Palermitan aristocracy living in thrall ofthe cosca, the 
‘Mafia’s basic unit composed of blood relatives. There were three other residences abandoned on the 


island due to financial constrair 


Palermo, Stefano recalled gratefully, 


nits exotic, semi-oriental character, still appealed 10 
the royal families and industrial dynasties of northem Europe. They lived on palatial yachts even 
though a mere 20 of the 200 baroque palazzi were occupied, a dazen by impoverished Sicitian 


aristocrats ofthe ancien regime, 


including Don Pietro Salina, the current Prince of Rusuttano, The 
‘others were inhabited by wealthy foreigners or bourgeois Sicilians recently titled for monetary service 
to their king of self-titled by claiming genealogical links with aristocrats long dead. The most respected 


ofthe former ilk was the shipping magnate and casea Don" in charge of all new Sicilian 


‘construction!"-~"Count” Giuseppe Florio of Palermo; he financed the town's fashionable events, such 


as the drama festival, as well as Don Pietro’s circumscribed life. 
‘The vacant palazzi were crumbling. The port city went downhill after the 1908 Messina 
earthquake killed 77,000 people and planted fear of the legendary vengeful Sicilian deities even in the 
‘profane. But happily for the Teatro Gruppo, Palermo’s annual theater festival was sill a big draw 
among the moneyed classes always drawn to titled people with or without their bills paid. 
‘Don Pietro’s majordomo had given basic directions to the Prince's summer residence, and 


though Stefano thought only in Upstage and Down, Stage Right, Stage Left—north, south, east, west 


CHILDREN OF PARADISE/ 5 
‘meant nothing to him--his visual memory seemed in igh gear during the briefing. However, his 
‘memory stalled wen the troupe found itself unexpectedly alone outside Palermo's Porta Maquoda 
stating atthe open road. Al he remembered was they were dein Santa Margherita di Belice, seventy- 
five miles (or 0) southwest ofPalermo- thre dy trip for Baltasar. 

‘This was day five. Thanks to wrong directions from the police guard at the city gate, the first 
‘wo days were spent ona “detour” They passed as days onthe road usualy did: without incident, The 
‘weather was warm and balmy. The players camped by steams and bathed under a waterfall They 
‘caught fresh fish, ate heaps of local vegetables and drank delicious local red wines bought for pennies. 


‘They gave an impromptu show in a crossroads town on market day, both earning enough money to 


continue feeding themselves until their oumey’s end, and uncovering the ignorance of the guard, 

‘The fun ended with the onset of withering weather and the surprising expanse ofthat planetary 
dolce di farina gialla, "This bitch of a sun is hotter than a hostile audience," was the consensus until 
“hotter than a monkey wanking” replaced it as tempers flared and maledictions flourished, Stefano's 
tendency to malfunction was equated with malfeasance and veered toward malice until his tears 
‘brought them to their senses and they settled into the role of brooding martyrs in a near-comatose state 
Long "intermissions" between mimed aggrieved performances became the order of the days. 

For Don Pietro and his entourage the trip took twelve hours, half by dilapidated train covering 
40 


at enormous expense and half by horse-drawn carriage. (Being controlled by the Mafiosi~ 
each cosca absolute in its local power-the government in Rome let Sicily alone, entirely alone, which 
‘meant no public investment in the railroads 4 end the cosca’s fabulous profits on regional fares 
‘without upgrading of service.) Under the roasting star overhead, the players groaned through primitive 
stone villages, accompanied many dry river beds~dams would have lowered the cosca’s profits on 
water-crossed crumbling bridges of stone, rotting wood, and pocked concrete, and skined sheer 


precipices on collapsed roads causing Baltasaro to bray in dismay and excitement. 
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‘Being unpopular was the least of Stefano’s current worries. They were broke, flat broke. If he 
thought about this familiar worry, it was not really a problem-“Real life is not tragic, Tragedies are 
plays written by great poets.” They were engaged for three months with full room and board; the Prince 
‘was famous for his hospitality and among the throngs lurked incomparable opportunity. Real life was 
full of shadows, however. The Prince was also famous for an untitled, financially drained, domineering 
(French) wife, Maria Stella, who fortified herself against attacks from disdainful, penurious (titled) 
ith Count Florio-by I 
‘with a confessor in tow, Father Bramante, and by proclaiming an abhorrence of the "indelicate™ in all 


relations-and protected the secret of her adulterous aff 


sanctimoniously 


things, including licentious theatricals on stage and screen, also one of the current pope's hobbyhorses, 


Now this was trly a problem for Stefano Gruppo’s ltalian Comedians of five players. Tei 
best pices, their most elegant commedia dell arte pieces, thei most edifying commedia erudita pices, 
required the usual six. Stefano had tried hastily o complete their group in Palermo, but playing with 
the legendary Teatro Gruppo demanded extraordinary and diverse talent. (The del! arte required 
‘miming, dancing, singing, acrobatics, improvising, a flawless ear for Italian dislects; the erudiva added 
literacy and interpretive acting technique in classical roles to del! arte skill.) Among the glut of 
Available actors, he found no young (handsome) male fully equipped to deliver the goods and none 
intriguing enough to risk bringing up to his standards forthe current (possibly) life-changing gig. 
‘Though not at al religious, Stefano often conversed with Saint Genesius, patron saint of actors 
‘who was above and beyond organized religion. The great man was. fact of theater history, With 
everyone in his purview stunned into relative silence by the ghastly heat, Stefano prayed hard. He did 
‘not have to be specific: Saint Genesius knew what was needed and would supply it in his own way. 
‘Look at their sainted and supernaturally strong and indispensable Baltasaro, After the horse Meppo 
unceremoniously dropped dead of old age on a road similar to this endless Sicilian nightmare 


‘somewhere in northern Italy, out ofthe mists (literally) had come Baltasaro. Young, battered and 
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bruised, only too obviously abused, he was eager to join ther troupe fo the remaining serviceable 
‘twenty-five years of his life. It tuned out, he ate less than Meppo who gorged until he floundered while 
Baltasaro snacked when hungry; he had no sense of vertiginous heights while hills made Meppo 
skittish; and he had a genius for survival~Meppo would have gone over a cli if distracted by afl. 
Baltasaro also took instructions quickly, effortlessly, always in good humor when he wast reading 
their minds or finding solutions to dilemmas on his own. He was uncanny and very mule-like, endlessly 
ctertaining and enchantingly lovable. 

Following their recent major success in Palermo, Stefano knew Saint Genesius would not 
bandon him now. “I should have stolen a map,” he thought, not worrying about the saint's response to 


this veni 


“IFT had the energy to swing our parasol, Mama, ! would kill him!" the zoftig Mrs. Gruppo- 
billed as Bela Mari, Leading Female Playcr-muticred i her perfectly placed contralto voice esl 
projected over Haltasar's head to her husband's petite mother billed as Donna Lucia, Lead Character 
Player-who nodded and sighed unable to form words with her plastered lips. Donna Lucia was smiling. 


as she walked besi 


Baltasaro, both of them under the wide yellow umbrella shakily hoisted by her 
brazen Neopolitan beauty ofa daughter-in-law whose out-sized passion and galvanic femininity 
tripped any audience's heart, She was hugely amused by both the comedic basso growling emanating 
from Bella Maria as a vocal exercise and by her own husband of thirty years who was making his 
‘opinion quite clear from the far side ofthe wagon in a les than subtle musical manner. 

‘The diminutive Paolo Gruppo, Stefano’s famous father and former third-generation manager of 
the troupe-billed as himself-broke off his humming ofthe final duet from Manon Lescaut to announce, 
“God has certainly divided the land from the water to our disadvantage! I questioned why He would 
‘east us into this comfortless and irrational landscape, bury us beneath a scummy crust when it occurred 


to me that if ever Man casts me as a personage in Dante's funne!-shaped pit | am now prepared! I will 
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demonstrate my reduced soul struggling in boiling smother at our next rest stop, Mama.” 

“And L will happily be your forked devil, Paps,” his wife merrily replied. 

“Lwonder if those new-fangled electric stage lamps could reproduce this sorcery of hazy 
illumination? 1 am not very good with directions either, son,” Paolo continued in a more serious tone, 
“but our internationally aclaimed Bella Maria is very good with them, among other things, Clean and 
sturdy lower notes, my dear! Keep up the good work and you will soon be singing Azucena at Scala.” 


“Thank you, Papa. Being in abominable sand may inspire you but i is not conducive to vocal 


‘beauty. With al this dust we look like a walking fresco! And she emitted her large, loud gutfaw, 
“Was it not our laughing diva, your beloved wife, son, who apart from drawing our prop maps 
‘and carte de rendre, begged us to be wary ofthat vi 


Donatello? You also could have stolen a map 
in the grand traditions both of Harloguin and Palermo, the City of Thieves, 0?” 

‘The mention of Donatello Doratti-formery billed as Leading Youth-broke the brief jocular 
‘mood. The umbrella swayed, the shouting resumed, hand gestures proliferated, the Evil Eye was 
summoned, spit flew between forked fingers, and Baltasaro brayed happily at the flurry of activity and 
flicked his ears through the holes in his bonnet. The player Doratti was responsible for 


ir not having 
travelod with the Prince's entourage. When he had not shown up in time forthe troupe to depart 
Palermo in grand style with their caravan secured among the royal luggage, Stefiano assumed he was 
drunk in some bordello and sent the other members ofthe troupe in search of him, 

‘Their triumph in Palermo’s international theater festival had been supreme. Their performance 
ofthe classic commedia dell art pices, The Stone Guest, combined with Bella Maria's Santuzzain the 
crudita pice, Cavalleria Resicana, performed with four pick-up character players andthe festival 
orchestra, was an unbeatable combination. The first prize not only brought them the offer of three 
‘months under the Prince's patronage as his resident company to include performance for his uncle, 


the King of Sicily, bt it had filled their purses with enough gold from the monarchist Count Florio's 
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‘huge construction contracts to last them several years. (The Florio legendary generosity was also 
replacing the destitute aristocrat's meager rents: unpaid or stolen by his land agents, as well as his 
wife's dowry: depleted through mismanagement, laziness, theft by his accountant, disdain for “low” 
‘money matters, and barogue extravagance on the part ofthe not-ungrateful Prince.) 


Luckily, Baltasaro had been groomed to the max, teeth and ears cleaned, feet re-shod, theit 


‘wagon refurbished, their sets and costumes completely overhauled, new props acquired, new wigs, new 
‘masks, new makeup added to their stores, and presents bought forthe women before Donatello Doratt 
bolted with all the remaining cash. In fhct, it was he who was being killed of by Paolo Gruppo in the 


final scene of Manon Lescaut set in steamy marshes near New Orleans under a heat-misted sky, similar 


to the one currently above the revered, former actor-manager’s head. 
“Tell me we are almost there, please!” the petite, blond Leading Youth, Pier Agnelli pleaded in 


her most tragi 


I manner, She had recently played a slutty Columbine to the beauteous Dorati’s horny 
Pierrot; now Mashed from the sun's andor, she looked ready to play a gilded princess sitting on a pink 
satin pillow receiving Apollo, Bella Maria, always looking rumpled when not in character, sorted, 
rolled her dark eyes, and buried a foul curse in aloud kiss she bestowed on Baltasaro's warm nose. Piet 


Agnelli seroeched pretly 


je to me, please, mia familia, lie, lie, LIE!” 

“We are almost there, darting puss,” Bella Maria lied. “I can see it on our map. The Prince's 
‘palazzo is just beyond that erupting volcano ahead, Oh!” she exclaimed in unfeigned astonishment. 
“Do you see what I see? Mama, mia Suddenly my heart and will are wheeled by love!” 

‘The entire troupe stopped dead to stare at the twisted configuration of rocks tall asa cathedral 
and dotted with cave dwellings to which she pointed and over which a near-naked human male 
‘gracefully bounded as if held aloft by stage wires. “Have I exited Hell and entered Paradise directly?” 
‘Donna Lucia wondered aloud: “Are angels cave dwellers now?” 


“It must be a mirage!” Pier Agnelli insisted clasping her hands to her mouth in awe of the 
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‘wonderful world of the earth. “He is even more beautiful than Donatello Doratti, the Beast!" 
“Can this pretty goat boy sing?” Stefano asked Saint Genesius as gratitude brightened his ever- 
positive, boundlessly enthusiastic artist's soul. 


‘The 1911 Winter Solstice coincided with the year's heaviest snowfall over St, Petersburg, the epicenter 


of czarist society and a ravishingly fanciful city celebrated as the Pars ofthe Nort. Imagined in 1703 
«asa window open to Europe by Peter the Great~"On the shore of empty waves He stood, filled with 
great thoughts, and stared out...” according to Pushkin-it was planned, designed, and organized 
entirely by foreign architects and engineers imported from England, France, Holland, and Italy. Like 


Amsterdam and Veni 


‘was a rectangular and geometrical complex on islands and canals with classic 
perspective and symmetry, Baroque monumentality, Rococo extravagance and playfulness. Peter made 
itis country’s new capital serapping Moscow with its centuries of tradition and is religious aura, 
park-sized 


squares, impractially wide avenues, this gigantic metropolis was (paradoxically) the ultra-conservative 


With gilded palaces boasting Western facades~"Not an onion dome in sight! 


court of the ezar and the home of Europe's most sensational Modernism in thought and art. This recent 
development was not cheered by “official” Russia watching its "subversive" elements eagerly aped in 
the fashionable faubourgs of Paris and exported as “cultural exchange” to cheering London and New 
‘York. The modemists agreed with Peter: Russian history needed a new beginning. But, for them, when 
the sunsets reflected on the windows of the great palaces gave the impression of an unquenchable 
conflagration, they coined cheap metaphors about the coming revolution 

‘The solstice dated Naum Rozenberg’s annual masked ball, A cultured Jewish merchant-prince 
‘with limitless resources descended from generations of affluent, cultured Jewish merchant-princes 
since the days of Peter the Great, he was also the distributor of foreign motion pictures. Listed for 
decades in Velikosvetsky echegodnif, the annual social register, the Razenbergs lived among the 700 
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‘considered the créme de la eréme of Petersburg society in a substantial pink-marble manse on chic 
Furshtatskya Street overlooking the River Neva’s granite-dressed banks. 

‘The previous year, his f@te became legendary when condemned by the Church. It was a fund 
raiser forthe entrepreneur and avatar Sergei Diaghilev’ iconoclastic journal of the visual arts, 
Satiricon, Naum was a financial backer of his bestfriend and a contributor of film criticism, The avant- 


garde director Vsevolod Meyerhold danced Pierrot in the internationally acclaimed Ballet Russes ballet 


Carnival, choreographed by the company’s most consequential and innovative choreographer Fokine. 


Columbine was danced by Karsavina; Floristan by Diaghilev's lover, the idolized Nijinski: half-cat, 


half-snake. (As the first erotically-charged androgynous ballet star his audacity got him expelled from 
the Maryinsky Theatre for dancing Giselle’ Prince Albert in a short, belted tunic over white tights 
instead ofthe traditional long jacket extending to his thighs. Displaying his eliff-like buttocks and 
‘massive thighs, with a Jeté, grand he introduced Eros into the chaste Eden of classical ballet where an 


aristocratic, vis 


nal Eve reigned aloofly poised on her toes.) 
Annually winning a double-page spread in the Petersburgskaya Gazeta, Naum's events were 
“orchestrated by the scandalous and scholarly Diaghilev, a descendant of landed gentry gone bust. He 
single-handedly resurrected the idea of Petersburg as the cultural center of Russia by instigating the 
‘West's absorption of its creative output. Virtually every field of Wester art was inspired by his 
genius. Unhappily, his country’s establishment reviled him for his famboyance, his irreverence, and for 


his spotlighting its raznochine 


intellectuals of various origins and classes who merged libertarian 


polities with ar, and who believed they were fee sprit, free lovers living in an Age of Genius. He 
‘was also a flagrant homosexual whose ballet company celebrated, infact launted and adored the 


beauty of men. 


For Naum, Sergeis Ballets Russes, an improvised organization with no official headquarters, 


achieved the Wagnerian ideal ofthe Gesamukunsterk, the synthesis of all the arts, hence it was 
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rapturous spiral, and Diaghilev, sts driving force, the undisputed abite and aiculae chronicler 
of Modemism, as wells Naum hero and ole mode, 

Even though there was no “decadent” spectacle onthe agen this year, Czar Nicolas forbade 
‘members of his militar to atend Naum bal in uniform, The confidential order was revealed to Naum 
between kisses by Mikhail Vassily Krill, his faive lover inthe upper echelon ofthe Czas Political 
Police, the othvana, controlled by a secret Third Section. Shocking spectacles ase, Naum mingled 
with the habits of Europe's best-known bobmian night, The Stay Dog Café, where Mikhail 
Kuzma, the fst writer to introduce homosexual themes at his postry an pros, performed with his 


cohort, the majestic poet Anna Akhmatova. They flaunted their tangle of amorous relations-"A 


veritable commedia imbroglio! "which was enough to warrant censure from what Rozenberg had 


christened The Art Police. And then there was his own well-camed reputation as a lover of men. 
Much to Krillov’s appropriate distress, Naum publicly mocked the Czar for forbidding anyone 
to discuss his ball because Russia was officially in a “state of emergency” and under wraps since the 
assassination of Czar Alexander Il in 1881. Nonetheless, erowned royals, high-ranking bureauerats, and 
military commanders were sending their servants to collect invitations at Naum’ office in onder to 
circumvent the postal service's subservience to the Czar’ lst-making, punitive Political Police, with its 
‘contempt for the existing social hierarchies and its penchant for blackmail. No one but the Czar was 
safe: the okhrana was similar toa caste of ruling samurai testing their swords on casual passers-by. 
‘While Naum Rozenberg's wife, the boundlessly dreamy Sofya Osipovna-~"Naum's Jewish? So 


‘what? [love him!"~soaked in her French-perfumed bath preparing forthe evening's stellar happening, 


de her cavernous 


her big, strapping, patriarchal husband busied himself ransacking the jewel sa 
dressing room to augment his sizable European cash-stash. Standing in insulated underwear worn over 
silk body suit, he chose with great care the pieces most easily transported on his hirsute, well-toned 


body. Hence, a twenty-five caret diamond ring dazzling as the Sicilian sun was left inits velvet case 
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while is matching pendant set in platinum was placed around his neck. The six-foot-long string of 
glistening baby pearls studded with glittering tiny diamonds was quickly wound around his waist. The 
pendant was joined by what he, a Wagner fanatic, jokingly refered to as "Brunhild's breastplate of 
fire!"-an elaborate lae-work of Titan-red rubies set in a spun-gold net. 

‘Turning toward a mirror, he admired the theatrics of the jeweled creation; in candlelight it 
sparked lke section of Brunbilde's ring of fire. Sofly he sang her father Wotan"s confession: “Age 
‘ld custom is all you can grasp; but my thoughts seck to encompass what's never yet come to pass." 
‘Once again, Naum saw in Brunbilde’s sacrifice of her life the hope for a new world: a bohemian utopia 
‘where desire made its own laws and where there was compete sexual liberation, Wotan Irresistible to 
[Naum, Wotan! He sighed. How could he not adore a swaggering autocrat who saw the errors of his 


‘ways? Did he not engender hope that ll the arrogant, soul-destraying potentates of church and state 


‘who subjugated humanity through a system of laws and edicts might come to their senses? Well, Naum 
could no longer live in hope. With the current danger his dreams ofa vita activa were kaput 

For the firs time in his life, he was happy about his wife's obsession with what she referred to 
as her “winks” the bigger, the bolder, the better. "These will take care of me For years," he thought, 
chuckling again in spite of his growing anxiety over his impending Might. 

For twenty years he was pitied by his haute-bourgeos cronies for his wife's mania while being 
envied for his ability to supply Sofya Osipovna with her heart's delight as ifthey were French bonbons. 
"Now her most envied (and expensive) bracelets were clasped from his hairy right wrist to his pointy 
elbow; her incomparable collection of Carter watches covered his muscular eft arm, In one last haul, 


he pinned enough jeweled brooches to 


chest to keep the wolf from his door for several more years. 
“Basta!” he said aloud, closing the safe, twirling its combination lock, and donning his maroon satin 
dressing gown to make his way through her vast bed room to his own neighboring chamber where his 


evening wear was meticulously laid out on his bed by Lyakhov, his valet of twenty years. 
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‘The room was empty. Lyakhov was helping his two grown sons dress; the two youngest were 
attending the Karl von May Academy on Vasilevsky Istand, a liberal, boys' grammar school where 
‘Naum and Sergei had met. The boys would be unhappy with his decision but, with a non-Jewish, 
socially prominent mother and the dropping of ther patronymic, life would be safer as their individual 
fortunes increased tenfold by inheriting his many corporations along with his inconceivably lucrative 
film distribution business. He had forced them to work for him. They were prepared for this change 
‘Though technically not Jewish, they would never be safe in Russia. The next pogrom was 
always on a czar’s mind, Witness the slaughter of the Jews in 1903 by the current antisemitic Czar 
Nicholas who believed nine-tenths of the trouble-makers were Jewish. He spared few Jews, not even a 
royal favorite like Naum’ friend Max Faktor, the genius of make-up now fled to America; or his other 


fiend the artist Bakst (nee Rosenberg), exiled because he was too famous from his Ballet Russes work 


to be murdered. 


ince the recent assassination of the Russian Prime Minister Pyotor Stolypino by a 


Jewish anarchist on the payroll of the nil 


istic oRhrana-they successfully created a need for even 


‘more draconian repression. Wealth no longer guaranteed safety. Money, bags of it, sill bought Jews, 


‘out of the diseriminatory laws li 


ling their movements and the professions they were allowed 10 
fallow. 

[Naum Rozenberg survived thanks to Sofya Osnipovna’s non-Jewish high-ranking family 
‘members in the Imperial Army and the Imperial bureaucracy. They all lived inthe Imperial Palace 
complex Peterhof, and had devoted thei lives for generations to the czar and to winning his honors, 
Additionally, Naum could afford the special taxes imposed upon a Jewish family: the Rozenbergs had 
never been despised 2hidy--"impoverished yids” or “litle men,” those 100,000 Jewish tradesmen in 
Petersburg who added so much to the city’s economy, warmth, and vibrancy. 

‘Tonight, money and Krillov had saved Naum Rozenberg from a fate worse than death: probably 


exile to Siberia because of his big mouth. “Every word reaches them,” he thought as he dressed quickly 
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in English-tweed traveling clothes, the “them” being obhrana. From his college days atthe great 
Petersburg Institute of Technology, where he learned about film, to the present, he was classified by his 
friends and by his enemies as a “Westerner,” one favoring the progressive intellectual and social views 
‘of the West, as opposed to a “Slavophils,” one standing forthe native traditions of czar, the Orthodox. 
Church, and Old Russian Culture. Being Jewish, he could never qualify as a true Slavophils, Like 
Diaghilev, he was a paradox: an iconoclast who worshiped the creative legacy of his country. 

‘Then there was that big mouth of his. Like Jacques in As You Like /t, play he saw in London, 
he praised the power of uncensored satire: "Give me leave/ To speak my’ mind, and 1 will through and 
‘through’ Cleanse the foul body of th’ infected world.” Diaghilev, who detested the "hugger-mugger” of 


1 scoret life, of censorship, had never married. He lived his love for 


sky openly, dangerously, 
[Naum never resisted making political jokes when among the city’s artistic elite in his hangout, 


‘The Stray Dog Café, even if those invoking the Czar’s sacred name was like banging on a tube of 


nitroglycerin with a hammer-"Did you know Nicky invented motion pictures while he was discovering 
gravity?" He spoke his mind so freely some of his ftiends in the cellar cabaret feared he was a spy 


wor 


ing forthe okhrana~“Nicky cannot possibly be more than 1/128%h Russian and rumors are tue 
that Catherine the Great-another Germant--had her son Paul by a French count, Nicky is not Russian 
tall! Them, blue bloods? Nu? A sexually mature Velvet Monkey has a blue scrotum! Thar’ class!" 
Having been indoctrinated into discussing the ars at meetings ofthe Mayevisy, a club he joined 
with Sergi for graduates ofthe May Academy, he often waxed poetic at high-socity functions. Lately 
the was most aggressively gripped by the polyphonic, transgressive works of Dostoevsky inspite ofthe 
‘ites rabid antisemitism: “To love Dostoevsky isto love Russian literature!” He gave them as gifts 


Each profaned Christian values and reviled hierarchical relationships reminding readers of the first 


led by his hero Father George Gapon. Not even the horrors depicted in The House of the Dead could 
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silence Naum--"If Fyodor survived the prison fortress at Omsk in Westem Siberia for four years, so can 
Like him, I must have necessary egotism,’ and a sense of my personal dignity.” 

He kvetched on: "Marx's Das Capital was authorized because the censors thought no one would 
read so dull a book! Three years ago 30,000 impoverished worker-slaves died of cholera because the 
public wells are poisoned by industrial and human sclimutz. How can Gorky be wrong: ‘The storm! 
‘Soon will break the storm!" And, be swore, when the storm broke and the Bolsheviks took control, they 


‘would blow up the world as he knew 


ith the dolphin sleckness of «torpedo and they would give 
flesh and blood to the woman question and homosexual rights! "AU forms of sexual intercourse are 


private matters to them and to the Anarchists in America! As Seryozha says, ‘Forget the words "I 


can't" When people want to, they can do anything 

‘Oh, and there was Kuzmin He lived asa lover of men without sexual deceit or camouflage. 
[Naum quoted deliriously from his1906 novel Wings to support total decriminalization of homosexuality 
in both the secular and the overbearing religious realm. He proclaimed Gogol and Tehaikovsky 


‘homosexual martyrs murdered by the church's state. He would sing out Kuzmin’s prose asa harbinger 


‘courageous people, and thither we sail, my Argonauts, over many'a sea through mists and darkness.”” 


[Naum knew he ad the energy of his era. and the intensity ofits felings coupled with an obtuse 
optimism ftom having been spoiled roten asa child, an only child of now ead, wealthy parents. 

(Oh, an there was that mishuaganah encyclical by Pope “Platonist” Pius X condemning both 
Modernism and Democracy. "ls it any wonder motion pictures have replaced religion?" 

‘As Russia's film distributor, he often went to Moscow for Pathé Russe. The Khanzhankov Film 
‘Company was founded in 1908 when the succesful Pathé France film people first visited Russia from 
Paris. The novelty of anything in motion having wom off, and to reinvigorate ther audience, the 


French were making pictures in the American narrative style created by editing diferent types of | 
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photographic images togsther. Mystcriously embedded in this engincring process, there was music's 
peculiarly unique bility to generate motions in an aienc. 

“Naum, it’ the damades thing! We know what organized sounds do 1 us. Weve lived with the 
mystery oft for millennia and take it for granted, This response to moving images is brand new! 
Gift can program the emotions oF his audience! He's discovered thee is logic to sentiment easily 
tapped in his citing room. When Mozart transformed the formulas of classical music, he changed the 


‘world’s musical taste, Then his audiences influenced his compositions. Artis a kind of dance! Well, 


Griffith is transforming cinema, And we are dancing right behind him.” 


Rozenberg unsuccessfully tried his hand at writing photoplays. He could never train his 


‘imagination to ereate stories ina sequence of images with few explanatory title cards, "You think like a 


playwright, Naumky,* Khanzhankov told him: "They use words the way musicians use sounds, We 


film makers tell our stores silently, visually. You must think in pictures not words. I's about visual 
cognition, visual literacy." The year after Rozenberg filed to become a writer for motion pictures, 
Diaghilev created the Ballet Russes, silent, visual sensation abeted by music, as was the cinema. 


‘The exhilarating, fulfilling lives led by Diaghilev and by Rozenberg’ fiends in the various 


artistic communities he frequented drove him wild with envy and strengthened his resolve to join 
them, aware as he was that everything he did he did because of his Seryozha. who, like himself, had 
always believed life was tolerable oaly to the extent he could summon up marvels. The two had 
‘consecrated their lives to the cult of Beauty. Rozenberg became determined not to be trapped like 


Chekhov's Uncle Vanya, but to 


the rest of his too-short life happily and free as himself. 
“Llack what we Russians call ‘resignation of the soul,’ Mikhail Vassily, dahlink. Ihave a 


discordant personality. Me and Saint Augustine.” 


“Isnt he that horny guy who prayed, "Make me good but not just yet"? 


"Something like tha, yes.” 
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“Nota good role mode! for you, blabber mouth.” 

Naum could identify his moment of enlightenment precisely. He was in his carly twenties 
‘traveling with his father in Italy when he collided with Sergei on the Grand Tour with his male cousin- 
lover in Venice at La Vendramini, the palace where Wagner died. Naum had expressed concern about 
his future. "Only Germans worry about their careers, Naumky,” Sergei exclaimed exhaling a huge 
cloud of cigarette smoke, Hadi he wanted tobe a composer? Hadn't he worked like a demon on his 
music? Had he not been disabused ofthis fantasy by the just criticism of Rimsky-Korsakov? Leaning 


into a confidence, he confessed: 


will not be an artist but a presenter of artists! With my energy, my 
determination, and my administrative skills, how can I fail?” Then he had confirmed his decision with 
his boisterous laugh and invited his friend to join his Society for Sef-improvement in Moscow. 

“How will live if not as an artist? What are my alternatives, Seryozha?” 

“One cannot live Naumky. One can only be. All that is real, all that can be sensed is in 
constant contact with the magic and mystery of art. It will make us a bogaryr a Hercules!" 


Years later, after a near-crippling bout of lovemaking, a sil-panting and suddenly furious 


Krillov cursed the only joy in his life: his curly-haired Semitic lover who looked like Abraham in his 
prime. "You think you live in Europe, Naumky! You are more provocative than a professional 
provocateur, / could not have trained you better! You must start bad-mouthing Wagner and you must 
restrain yourself over Mabler and that weird Ballet Russes! Stick to swooning over motion pictures and 
explaining how they are saturated with the sprit of invention, not those modemist-faggot creeps!" 

“Ie tre. | know. I ean come off like GogoT's comic creation Pirogov, a monument to crude 


cconceits and vanities. And Akhmatova could be wi 


about me-Who does not weep for the dead 
with me/ Who does not know what conscience means/ And why it exists..." 
"You don't get it, Naumky! Your satanic pride and lack of conscience is endangering your naive 


‘wife and your entire Jewish family! I will not be able to protect you much longer.” 
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“Vaysmere! | cannot live in a city where souls are shaped to fit cages, ‘and the dead crystal 
vault of heaven laughing without end!" Lloathe Wagner's conflating love and desire with renunciation 
and death, yet I cannot reject him! The Ring is an assault on plutocratic capitalism! Its a sweeping 
critique of the urge to dominate others! His music is one ofthe portals to Paradise, the melodies of the 
‘Muse's playing on their Iyres. Like my sou! i's marked by a constant tension between a will to power 
nd a willingness to surrender.” 

"Its best when you surrender your portal to Paradise, Naumky, and let me dominate you, But--" 

"Butt? Eros spelled backwards is sore.” 


What?" 


ietures have replaced the epic sweep of his operas,” Naum continued, a babbling brook of 
hhopes and questions and bits of information. “The sole function of artis zranscendence. Like you, its 


‘only instrument is beauty, or in your case, a beauty! I piss on Tolstoy's Christian moralism! I have my 


‘own notes from the underground, Diaghilev and Nijinsky are gods! And Meyethold! And Bakst, nee 
Rosenberg! We may not be acceptable in this burg but we are triumphant in the rest ofthe civilized 


‘world! They adore us! We throne! Fuck the Czar! 


is days are numbered. The people will flood the 
streets the way the Neva has done three times in our history. Long lve the beauty of men! Long live 

the 8th-century Arabic poet Abu Nuwas, a mudhatkarat like us and the ther of curls: Always I have 
‘and will scatter god and gold to the four winds/ When w 


‘meet I delight in what the Book forbids./ And 
‘fle what is allowed." 

“Oh, shut up and embrassé-moi before they kill you dead, you lion comigue!” 

“Lhold the busybody gods to blame. They are the ones who brought this war upon me. They 
agave me desires. Man gave me laws! I have the maggot of freedom in my brain.” 

“The gods are to blame? You sound like that old man King Priam in Troy we read in school!” 


“"Well, he was damn right! Oh, that conniving, busybody Athena! Patron of human ingenuity 
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and resourcefulness. Whereis she now when I need her support in the thick of battle? Nicky invented 


the motion pictures, you know, with her in the guise of Alexandra.” 


dat you tell me Apollo was patron of the ats?” 
“Mostly music and poetry. He was lord of the silver bow. Not a patch on yours, I'l bet! He was 


also a prophet with an oracular shrine at Delphi. Like you, he was never the bearer of good news." 


‘Was it any wonder Naum Rozenberg was denounced? All his political enemies and those 
envious of his wealth or of his success bedding men of all ages and (most perniciously) al classes 
talent lately trussed by the rugged Krilloy’s constant demands~-and those seeking revenge for some 


slight were ever ready to snitch on him. His response was a shrug~"Like herring gulls, we are an 


Antagonistic species.” The Russian nobility was quite tolerant of youthful homosexual dallianees; but as 
“a Jewish moral subversive catering to his ‘deformed desires,” he was gully of an anti-czarst sprit 

‘After one of the routine private screenings for the picture-mad royal family of a Max Linder 
French comedy and an American Biograph picture, their favorites, which he accompanied on the piano, 
Naum could have been taken before a firing squad and shot dea for real, like Mario in Puccini's Tosca, 
‘not pretend-shot ike Dostoevsky to be taught lesson; or he could have been beaten to death during a 
police interrogation by Krillo’s best friends...pechaps even by Krill himself, forced to do his duty by 
his Chief! (This latter scenario had been offered by Krillow as an inducement for Naum to “straighten 
‘up nd fly right a phase culled from an American movie's ttle card.) 

He had suffered savage verbal abuse and electric prodding on all his body parts during his first 
{nterrogation, He had survived by promising 1 hold his tongue and to domestica his genitalia. After 


his dacha reloading his ballast, a respite on all fronts was achieved for several years until 
frequent trips abroad for is film distribution company and the witnessing of Diaghilev life with 
Nilinsky exposed him to the freedoms he could not live without in his day-to-day existence. The 


recidivism occurred gradually but steadily. "Life will cause no commotion to remind you of its 
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_swifiness, but glide on quietly,” he quoted Seneca on the shortness of life as he unbuttoned Krillov's 


(and other) trousers and reopened his big mouth. 


‘A second interrogation was now oa the cards His bank account in Pais, London, and Rome 
were frozen~"The schmucks!" Thanks to a considerable bribe arranged by Krillov, his account in 
Berlin was sil active; and with the help of his devoted valet Lyakhov, who was soon to join him in 
Pais, runks of clothes were shipped sceretl to Berlin's Hotel Adlon. For the moment, his passport and 
travel visa remained viable~"The dhmnblofs™ Not that Pars was a picnic forthe Jewish! The hatred 
evinced by the Dreyfus Affair was a scald on Naum’ heart-"But pogroms thee are made-to-measur.” 


‘Tonight, stil vibrating emotionally and physically from the extended farewell enjoyed that 


‘afternoon with 


taught comrade at his dacha, Naum Rozenberg planned to travel to Pars via 
Bertin with only the clothing on his broad back and a small suitcase of necessities stashed in his troika 
sled, His foreign bank accounts would eventually be bribed back into liquidity; it could take years, He 
longed to go kiss his baby Irina goodbye but he could hear his wife scolding her maid in the next room 
and she would soon be banging on his door to make certain he was behaving on schedule. 


Donning his beaver coat wit 


car streaming down his fac, he slipped out the servant's 
entrance to his room and down the stoop, back staircase. Outside, his shoes serunchod on te fresh, dry 
snow, The air was scented by the smell of buming peat culled from his estate it was his final act of 
defiance toward the fashionable world where only trees were bummed for heat in spite of Chekhov's 
environmental concems about denuding Russia. 

‘The thieving wind whirled away the delicate snow in gusts as blithely, he thought, as death 
takes us fail creatures waiting for itso impassively~"Life flies by on the wings of Azrael, the Jewish 
‘Angel of Death, Why be hard on any happiness it offers?” He quickened his pace. Life was a mystery 
stuffed with suprises like a fat Christmas goose. Doest Stendhal make that plain when his Fabrice 


falls in love forthe first time with his jailers daughter in Parma and finds himself in bliss? And unlike 
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Chekhov's three sisters, but very like Fabrice, Naum was escaping from his supposedly inescapable 
prison tower. And wasn't Aeschylus killed by a tortoise dropped by a passing eagle? 

[Naum Rozenberg was sick ofthe sanctity of surfaces. The value of veneer made him want to 
‘vomit, "Like Oscar Wilde," he admitted, "I am only interested in being with those who know what 
‘beauty is, but ve no intention of becoming beauty’s toy. What is art for but to show its perpetrators a 


‘now way forward? Am I nuts? The village idiot? A holy fool 


parading?" 
‘The troika sled was stashed exactly as plannod. He had just enough time to reach the tan, In 

his heart he knew he would do wel, He believed he was facing stranger metamorphosis than any 

dreamed by Ovid. He knew his separation from Russia was the greatest sorrow of his life, much greater 


than the loss oF his family since families could be duplicated. With eyes clouded by tears, he recalled 


Voltaire’s belief: 


« paradis terrestre est ois fe suis." (And be did believe Paradise was wherever he 


‘was.) Naum Rozenberg was ready to begin a new li 


in France as a European in body as well asin 
spirit~"Behind the whee! of the Destiny automobile!” he joked, using a ttle card from a favorite Max 
Linder comedy. He was sick unto death of soulful autocratic Russia dedicated to suffering, He knew 
‘that a man may be led by Fate but even in Russia he could refuse to follow if he played his cards right, 
‘was graced with courage, and was rich both in cash and in moxy, like Prospero, the ultimate alchemist 
“Lose your free will and you lose your humanity,” he muttered aloud into the wind as his horses 
raced him to freedom under the canopy ofa starry night ablaze witha full moon focused as a pin spot. 
‘The Winter Solstice in Rome brought no sign of snow. The air was brisk; many Romans wore fur coats 
as they hurried tothe final performances by the Gruppo Troupe of Italian Comedians before the 
‘company left for Berlin and Paris. Its blazingly celebrated Young Leading Gentleman, Gatino, like 
‘Leonardo's fully-erect Bacchus, was so audaciously bodacious to behold that hatred, betrayal, and old 


age seemed impossible in his presence. Nothing could exist there but love and happiness..or so the 
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touts successfully proclaimed. 

“Mortgages were taken for black-market tickets to his final performances because it was, 
incorrectly believed that once an artis of his caliber left the peninsula it would be years before he 
returned now that America was on everyone's dance card. He would be older then and the magic of his 
‘Youthful moment will have passed, a moment also imagined incorrectly to be lke their own brief 
season of romance, that divine interval between the bareness oftheir childhoods andthe stuffiness of 
thoir middle age, People of both sexes and from all classes were speaking in whispers of how Gatino 
hhad come to inhabit their dreams. Some were shamelessly specific in their diaries or among like souls, 

'No one wanted to believe his peasant background before he dazzled the titular King of Sicily at 
the summer palazzo of the Prince of Rusuttano, and no one asked him directly preferring the penny 
press fantasies. (One version insist he was the illegitimate son of the Prince.) Thinking of Gepetto's 
Pinocchio, however, everyone believed Maestro Paolo Gruppo, as he was now called, could teach a 
stick how to sing and how to act ifthe stick were pliable and had a modicum of talent, At the same 
time, the cognoscenti knew no one could teach a person how to glow on stage with Apollo's mystery of 
the inner fre, or how to resonate tothe thoughts, ideals, and passions of an audience, or how to be an 
archetypal aphrodisiac. Some critics described him as ingegno or “genius” and others scoffed atthe 
current tendency to abuse the word. Even the most cynical, nihilistic sribblers sat spellbound in front 
of him, lips and legs parte, feeling the heat oftheir own aging bodies melting the elaborate defense 
‘mechanisms imprisoning ther spirits. "Ah," they sighed: "The Theater!" 

Gatino’s fame was huge and sudden and made possible by the newly-evolved eyelonic foree of 
popular journalism. What took Bemhardt a decade to achieve, he won in six months by having 
rotogravures of his quintessentially Italianate beauty decorating hundreds of mass-circulation tabloids 
and their Sunday supplements and fashionable illustrated journals all over Europe. 


Rome's most influential critic noted: "Casually observed, Gatino's body is a taut and vivid work 


CHILDREN OF PARADISE / 24 
inthe mode of antiquity. Yes, his beauty is absolute, ane plus ulira. He personifies a virile force only 
the ancient Greeks acknowledged, a force reasserted by Michaclangelo who, like Gatino, makes the 
blatant splendor of male flesh the means of expressing noble sentiments, life-giving energy, and God- 
lke perfection, The gigantic andthe heroic spirit ofthe High Renaissance belongs to Rome as docs our 
talian Adonis Gatino, the living David-vast, defiant, and nude! (The most reproduced image and the 
best-seling porcelain Figurine showed him 3s Georges Sas Saint Francis knoeting sans loincloth 
experiencing estate union with God~his hands clasped in prayer in his lap and his head thrown back 
akin to Michaelangelo's The Dying Slave-or, as many preferred, sharing an orgasm with them.) The 
holiness ofthe hears imagination quickly classified the physical fact of him a numinous spirit 
essential othe survival ofthe species~"There is’ anybody looks like me without clothes on!” 

‘Then there were the attending masses who canonized him causing the theater to buzz at his first 
‘entrance mimicking a swatted bee's nest. They thrilled like # lion lighting on some toothsome carcass, 


feting blessed to find an antlered stag just as hunger struck. Added to 


is charismatic presence was his 
fierely disciplined physical grace appearing to erase his dependence on gravity, his mellitus voice, 
his mastery of mimiery. These were all glossed with a sovereign sense of yprezzatura, He riveted them, 
He artfully dissolved the distracting nimbus of celebrity often the bane ofa famous player’ ability to 
win the audicnce’s willing suspension of disboie. 

Once greatness was thrust upon him, his simplest utterances evoked love and admiration and 
dhaiy print coverage. Like David, he joined the ranks of those who embodied the national élan of Italy. 


Assisting this public romance with him was his kindness and frankness; they disarmed and charmed the 


people who came into contact with him. His disregard for his fame~"poco curante"-made him an easy 
prey for talentless rogues accredited as serious journalists until he leamied how the more moronic the 
interviewer the more idiotic he appeared to be. So, he stopped talking to the press. 


“ima kid! What the hell do I know? I can't waste precious time talking crap. I've got too much 
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‘work to dot Tempus fugit! no philosopher. I prefer the small certainties to the big lies. Like Orlando 
in ds You Like I, need to lam about love! And Tm no hero! We Italians look skeptically upon heroes 
hoping they won't get anybody into too much trouble.” This demonstration of humility and smarts from 
such a belisimo famciulo was intolerably tilling, more than ihe indulged, as most publicity-born 
celebrities did, in confessandh fone 

Unlike other luminaries, however, he cultivated a vanishing at when out and about~"Sempre in 
ro, Gatino is a veil wear over Camillo, one easily discarded,” and he escaped those senstion- 
hounds wasting their lives, he reckoned, immersing themselves inthe manufactured glitz of his 


limelight 


"Most people act like humans in all they fear, gods in all they desire.” He did not resent 


them, He shrugged them off without lessening their grip. Suddenly, he felt grown into manhood with 
all ofa man’s grave weight and responsibilities on him-- “I can no longer be a child and do my work as 
it is meant to be done.” 

Maestro Gruppo had immediately spied the boy's natural gifts. He knew he need only bring 
them forth the way the sculptor Michaelangelo freed David from that famous block of marble. Certain, 


sifts were evident on first sighting. Before the 


ian Comedians reached hmm on the road to Rusuttano, 
they named him Gatin in honor oF his feline grace. (Actually it was Bella Maria who christened him.) 
Dressed ina periwinkle-blue loin cloth, he seemed to float to earth from on high before disappearing 
into’ cave with a house facade bult of stones to don a sleeveless, knee-length white shirt; he 
reappeared to squat onthe road awaiting their approach a stil, golden figure surounded by a dozen 
playful and affectionate goats and a black and white sheep dog silently scurrying about keeping the 
goats in some onder ofits own devising. For the players, it was a pastoral presentation often recounted 
to future biographers who compared ito an Eclogue by Virgil. Wasit Adonis shepherd? 

‘A few yards from Gatino’s sun-bedazzled, eat-wave shimmering tawny presence, the 


theatricals halted under the unblinking intensity of his amber, Pompeian eyes. With their thick web of 
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{gold lashes, they served his shyness by becoming a protective weapon putting those in his optical 
cross-hairs on the defensive. His hawk-like attention was made even more alarming by his undisguised 
child-like curiosity, as if each person was the first ofits species he had ever encountered, 
ia later confessed to her 


“Suddenly I was a sparow sized-up by a hungry cat!" Bella M 
mother-in-law, a passionate lover of cats. Both agreed "Gatino” was a perfect stage-name for the 
unusual, hype-aert boy with mirada fuerte, the strong gaze grasping like fingers holding and probing, 
‘The gaze was hypnotic. lt quickly bocame part ofthe experience of him, while is raison dete: 
myopia, was kept under wraps. Though he occasionally wore corrective glasses in private, they did not 


diminish his feline impulse to scrutinize withthe object 


ity of camera whatever came into view, 


‘uncompromising, erotically charged stare. A tender smile prevented his attentions from being rude, 
‘When he slowly stood, the Teatro Gruppo Players all took a step backwards. He was a big boy 
fora cave dweller-over $'11"~and he had the muscular tension and the honey-pale sheen of a young 


‘mountain lion with that animal's sympathetic symmetry of large features and lavish mane, Though full 


‘of unruly quiffsat the moment, his hair was neatly trimmed at shoulder length where it curled upwards. 


(Ut reminded Bella Maria of Verroechio's Tobias whose end-curls were petals comprised of slightly 
tamished gold threads having been finessed by the lustrous brush of the master's young assistant, 


Leonardo da Vinci.) Gatino's plump lips were strongly molded: the upper peaked: a set of acute angles, 


and both were infinitely mobile, capable of every variety of expression. On secing their exquisite 
definition the women felt their impress. When he smiled, he eclipsed himself and his eyes became 
timid and tender, those ofa playful adolescent, while atthe same time his air of tense, concentrated 
Quietness betrayed an animal that could be dangerous. 

"Be careful of the billy goat. He buts,” he said softly but firmly in a smooth, baritone voice. 


His people in this region were often taut, alert creatures of singular beauty, which was structural 
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like ate, nota quality of mind or heart. They were renowned hunters and gatherers who never starved 
inthe wld even before ther itisons withthe larg lca estates became part oftheir way of fe. Most 
of them made a decent living working as day laborers where thei agility and strength and loyalty were 
prized and where they often grew ft, losing their ability olive comfortably inthe caves and race 
skilfilly lke mountain gots up the facades of steep ifs in their ighty-shod feet, Like Gano, some 
became prize shepherds and goat herders. None had hs etationship witha palazzo allowing him to 
come and go ashe pleased, except when a casio tournament was underway then he was at the 
‘command of the Prince, an avid football fan who coached his non-professional champion team 
comprised ofhis sons, nephews, local laborers, nd Gatino-or Camillo, his star player and tam captain 
ty unanimous consent, his master ofthe game, his Magister Lad. 


“H's all that strenuous exer 


2." Paolo Gruppo said to his wife who nodded in understanding, 


“Perfecto!” Bella Maria sighed as she handed the umbrella to Donna Lucia and closed the 


distance between herself and Gatino, She extended her hand and said sofly, "Well met by sunlight!” 
Yes this ereature was more bello than Donatello Doratti the swine; infact Donatello-the actual 
Donatetlo, the seulptor-with his Florentine tributes to the antique concept of physical beauty could 
have conjured this boy from the marble rocks from which he sprang the way Athena sprang from the 
head of Whomever, Zeus was it? Yes, Zeus. It was Venus who was bom of the sea and sails today and 
forever on that Botticelli halfshell. And Donatello worked in bronze but she knew what she meant. 
Having recently been in Agrigento, Bella Maria had antiquity on her sil-tatled-by-him min. 
‘Yes, he, their Gatino, was more a Michaelangelo event when the most profound thought ofthe time 
‘was expressed in visual imagery, such as those canonical features and those life-enhancing bare legs 
created (in press-release lingo) to give "galvanic thrills of delight” hugged by tights. She apprised him 
as one of those males whose uncovered legs were bare, one whose muscular and shapely hairy limbs 


‘when exposed were conspicuously bare! No padding inthe costumes of this garcon fatal! 
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‘That adorable, mischievous grin, those gliteringly excited eyes revealed an absolute, a perfect, 
«pure and noble sense of freedom. There was a soupyon of willful boy remaining in the set ofthe jaw 
announcing he was no more than, say, sixteen? (He was just sixteen.) “I's all inthe eyes,” she thought, 
“always and forever in the eyes: the windows of the soul, and all that nifty poetic stuff." 

‘The feet would be a mess, of course: heavy calluses, misshapen toes from breaks and many 
bruises. However, she spied a miraculously high arch and an abnormally long Achilles’ tendon. As she 
‘was told, many sky-leaping Russian dancers had them, along with some African men who were 
peculiarly fast runners. Wasn't that what shoes were for anyway? He would never play a barefoot 
‘peasant in their company. Stefano did the rustcs brilliantly. Most interestingly, unlike most Sicilian 
_men whose exaggerated vi 
bout Gatino’s opulent display of testosterone with its paradisaical promise-"Over hill, over dale, 


in relation tothe sex business she found comic, there was nothing silly 


indeed!” This entire reckoning took two-and-a-half seconds. 
“Are you expected atthe Villa Betice?”" Gatino asked with his sly grin in his Palermitano dialect 
‘knowing full-wel they were, having scen them perform in Palermo as part of the Prince's party. The 


earthy Bella Mat 


‘brusque appraisal techniques were amusingly transparent, akin to those he 
received over the years at the palazzo from all types of people including the Prince and one of his sons 
and the pres. Donna Lucia was beaming a loving warmth a him while the lovely young blond gir, 
Pier Agnelli, was hiding behind the caravan actually gawping as if performing her sly Columbine. 

Ie didn’t faze him anymore when people stared at him. He was not blind. He knew what God 
and his handsome parents had created and he was pragiatically delighted by the variety of pleasures 
his good looks delivered whenever he wished a the pulazo. Besides, he could not be unaware of his 


bbeauty’s power, for his mirrors had tongues: they were also the eyes of the people he met and paused 


this exclamation of reality thrummed through all their glances, often instigating an unsettling 


vibrating thrill inside his body, a thrill always shockingly far removed from the familiar, habitual 
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functions of his body. Though far from innocent, he still dalled with the innocence of love and 
‘occasionally, when necessary, sounded a thought upon his tongue in favor of love. 

However, the cold objectivity in the eyes of the two famous actors studying him as ifhe were 
for sale ata cattle auction spoke nothing of love. Ashamed of his dirty and rough appearance, he was 
suddenly overcome by adolescent shyness. Rubbing his check, he unwittingly brought all his beauty t0 
bear by lowering his head and glancing up at them with a bashful, guilty, crushed smile and the 
crumpled eyebrows of a boy/man. His true, child-like vulnerability vanquished even the two men It 


‘masked his confusion and the only reverence he ever felt towards humans, evoked by the beauty of 


performance on playing fields or stages. Except for sex and soccer, food and reading and animals, 


nothing much mattered to him. His sole prayer was one of gratitude for being alive in a world where 
‘wonderful things happened to him every day. 

Since Gatino's voice was deep, smooth grained, and projected on the breath, Paolo and Stefano 
both had the same thought simultaneously: either he has had choir lessons or calling forthe goats and 
sheep gave his voice proper placement. When Gatino saw their incomprehension in response to his, 
«question about the palazzo, he switched to Roman Italian. “Don Pietro told me to keep on the alt for 
«troupe of traveling layers. Dimme. Tell me: you will make us playful, yes?” 

“You speak Italian?” Bella Maria asked dumbfounded. “Who taught you Italian?” 

Gatino laughed. “Many people atthe palazzo have taught me many things, signora.” 

‘Sceming to lose interest inthe humans, he bounded across the road with juvenile glee and the 
unique combination of concentration and abandon that characterized everything he di He put his hand 
gently under Baltasaro's chin stroking the pendulous lower lp with boyish tendemess~so indefinable 
and so transitory in Donna Lucia's experience. The goats and the dog followed. The mule brayed in 


greeting, ingui 


teeth in what could easily be described as a smile. The dog barked, the goats tapped him with their 
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hheads, Those not busy exploring the imperturbable mule bearing them with a weary patience were busy 
untying the shoelaces ofthe theatrical, «favorite game. 

“We need help,” Paolo Gruppo announced. It was obvious from the youngster’s poise and self- 
assurance and from the focus of his attentions that this cave dweller was no innocent simpleton, “Have 
‘you ever taken part in theatricals at the palazzo? 1 know the Prince is patil to them.” 

“He is pazzo for them! Mad as a shooting star for them! He once changed the date of Easter to 
suit his theater calendar. Plays and calcio and books are his world, Sure I have! Who hasn't around 
hhere? Am I not named by him for one of the four Lords of Sicilia in Shakespeare's The Winter’ Tale? 
Was | not baby Jesus in one of his Nativity plays! Last year I was Romeo and Puck; 'well-met by 
sunlight indeed, signora, Papa always worked as a gardener for him. He could dead-head and dead 


‘wood the 18-foot hydrangeas property. Don Pietro moved us to Caltanisetta, Mama enjoyed singing in 
the Church choir so she agreed toa life in town.” 


“Past tense?” 


“Both are dead now.” He shrugged one shoulder. “Doesn't seem right to me 

Everyone agred it i’t seem right for them both tobe dead. For anyone to be eternally dead, 
cterally sient, etemally gone missing. 

There was a deep silence. Paolo Gruppo sighed for his long-gone youth. Pier Agnelli sobbed for 
hor dead mother. Baltasaro sensed the change in mood, the deep sadness surrounding thet new recruit, 
and sighed loudly. Bella Maria remembered her two stillborn babies and wiped away tears. Lost in. 
thought, Gatno tilted his head, looked down to one side, and smiled it was a hopelessly endearing ti. 
He broke the silence with his motto, Oa. sempre, Today, forever: the ial refrain said tothe priest at 


the end of confession. 


“Do you sing, Gati 


“What is “gatino"? Is it ike Latin?” 
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‘The theatricals laughed and explained the meaning of the name they had given him. He grinned 
and shrugged both shoulders. People called and whispered many names to him. “I was a boy-soprano in 
the choir but the priest is a pest, a smelly creep, a hypocrite like Moliere’s character—what’s his name?” 
‘The great Zacconi played him here two years ago with his famous Hamlet. was Valére and Laertes.” 
‘The theatricals stared in amazement, Gatino gave them his sly, teasing grin again, one of his 
characteristic gestures. He loved “taking the piss out of people,” a phrase an Englishman taught him a 
few summers gone, as well as an American's comment, "You're not just a pretty face, bub, are you?" 
“Tartuffe,” Bella Maria answered knowing full wel the boy knew the answer already. It was 
“obvious to her how conscious he was of all his charms-his charisma, his brio, his shyness, his sexual 
allure, Yet, he knew how to employ them without giving offense. She sensed no vanity, His curiosity 
‘and ease with his body exuded the strangest lightness of being. Soon, she leamed he judged himself 
both on stage and on the soecer field acconding to his results not his intentions, unlike most people who 


judged themselves according 10 


it intentions and judged other people according to theit results, 
He knew her interest in him was piqued beyond the curious and the erotic by the sight lilt in 


her voice and her respectful gaze. She telegraphed intiing he ha ll the makings ofa Fistrate Player 


and a very disarming lover. “Many people have taught me many things atthe palazzo,” he had sad. 
She resolved to always take him at his word. Perfect in body, placid in mind. 

Donna Lucia, on the other hand, was worried about her son. Bella Maria was a good, honest, 
steady woman, If her response to Gatino was any gauge, her son’s career was about to be eclipsed even 
as the company’s history was about to be rewritten. She knew how fickle Fame could be, how 
discourteous and downright rude, yet she felt atthe center of her world-wise self something momentous 


‘was taking place. Since his appearance, her discomfort in the Sicilian Summer had vanished, The boy's 


incandescence was strong enough to diminish the power ofthe fiery abuser overhead. He filled her 


with hope, with a sense of possibility. “Spring,” she thought, “his youthful ardor is all about Rebirth.” 
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‘Undaunted by the season's first snowfall on the night of the Winter Solstice, the train from St. 
Petersburg to Berlin left on time. In spite of being the ugliest (yet cleanest) urban environment in 
Europe, in spite of their shrek Kaiser Wilhelm being an art ignoramus and political buffoon, in spite 


‘of mounting antisemitic agitation ignoring the Fact ofthe Jews being atthe center of the city’s cultural 


and economic life, inspite of being built on the sandy steppes of Prussia and plagued with blowing grit, 
the super-rich German capital city amused Naum Rozenberg, in spite of the brutality of the deeply 
provincial German people expressed in their city’s ugaparchka architecture and its vulgar displays of 
‘wealth and consumerism, 

twas the neon-sign capital of the world. Its citizens called it “Elektopolis.” Under the wattage, 
there was a lively cabaret community (literary and musical and homosexual), homosexual bars (by the 


dozens) undimmed by a scandal to rival the English Oscar Wilde involving the Kaiser's close confidant 


aesthetically advanced cinema industry lucrative for Naum’ distribution company, extravagant 


department stores, tantalizing photo galleries (mainstream and “underground”), and twelve rail 


lines funetioning no matter the weather though one of its vicious workers’ strikes and police actions 
could screw up a fugitive’s best laid plans. Best of all, he intended to stay for only a few days 

‘Asa frequent traveler and generous tipper, Naum Rozenberg was greeted affectionately by the 
German porters and led to his frst class compartment where flowers, champagne, and an Italian leather 
traveling bag, complements of Mikhail Krilloy, awaited him. Inside the traveling bag was a silk robe, 
new silk pajamas, socks and toiletries, and a much-nooded silver jewelry box empty but fora taunting 
‘Photograph included by Keilloy of himself in a chorus-lin of his kllr-buddles holidaying on the 
Baltic Sea in skimpy net bathing slings wet and overflowing withthe muscled machismo of wood 


peckers. One of the over-sized meshugina exhibitionists was cradling his gonads in one immense paw 
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while the other pointed a daity hand gun atthe camera with a chilling, animated gle! 

‘Naum Rozenberg sighed. Did he love Mikhail Vassily Krillov, his tam ganeydn, his taste of 
Paradise? He certainly worshiped that 64" former merchant marine igged-out with muscles like a ship 
With ropes, and with air soft and airy as blackbird feathers covering the palest white, unblemished, 
firmest Mesh But, the man had a peach pit fora heart! He was violent, spiteful, and vengeful Golem- 
souled, an amoral, malignant savage, really, who conflated detonating into sexual bliss with "I love 
you, Naumky." Yet, when lying beneath him, hoisted into the heavens like ablindly-cnthusaste cabin 
boy on a sun-scorched yardarm, legs linked behind the deck-broad back, soul in full-sail-dress on 
storm-tossed erotic currents~oh! oh! oh! Then glued tight together by thir abundant "manly marrow 


{in Vasska's perceptive and slightly embarrassing phrase—all Naumn's doubts of love fled just as his 


sitting nude in an Imperial palace schvitzhad after a motion-picture sereening goggling the monstrous 
endowment ofthe vile Rasputin removed all sense ofthat man's evil genius 
“Eros and Thanatos, indeed!,” he exclaimed, perplexed and intrigued by his fascinating self 
Now speeding through this snowy night on his way to a new life, Naum Rozenberg needed to 


gt a few fets straight. “I am firstly a great charlatan, though con brio,” he admitted 


asmug, 
pleasure. “Secondly, lam a great charmeur. Thirdly. | have endless chutzpul. Fourthly, am, tike 
Seryocha, gifted with logic and common sense and organizational skills and few principles. Fifthly, I 
have no real creative gifts but [know what is good and what will sell and I have the energy to rival 
‘Seryozha as an entrepreneur. Plus, unlike him, I have the requisite cash in hand! 

"What do I truly love?" he asked his reflection in the train window. Seryozha truly loved the 
visual arts and cashed in when European art was in a transitional phase, Naum truly loved the world 
phenomenon, the narrative motion picture. They, too, were in a transition between true cinema and 
filmed stage shows, between scatter-shot business and organized industry. He knew both realms the 


‘way Seryozha knew the history of art completely. Both men believed this was the greatest historic 
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Hour of Reckoning. Things were coming to an end in the name of new culture one they would help 
create. 

“When Fm siting spellbound in darkness watching pictures move min contact with he magic 
and mystery of at They satinfy my desire to bring my fantasy ite and my real fe together They 
revive festings habit and liché numb. They area device for evocation and ist that how magic works? 
‘They make even heartless poop like Vassk cry! Ob, the power of controling people's emotions! The 


power and the glory oft! [know we Picture People are Baudelare’s prophetic tribe with blazing eyes!” 


‘We idolaters of light! Doesn't the god of Genesis say: Let there be light”? I want a life making motion 


pictures, my soul's genuine habitat, Now is the moment! Like Sergyozha, I can see the future through @ 
‘magnifying glass, The gold rush ison to codify and control the einem...” 

‘Tenderly, Rozenberg lifted Krillov’s portrait, kissed it, tucked it into his wallet, Locking the 
compartinent door, he quickly stripped to divest himself of the jewelry. After taking a hot shower and 
changing into the pajamas and robe, he opened the champagne and rang for the porter to inquire about 
his dinner. He planned to spend his few days in the all-out luxurious Hotel Adlon where the guests 
‘were mostly Americans and Russians and the food edible. (Beriners had endured long periods of 
starvation and deprivation in their checkered past; rustic peasant food was the norm, success equated 
‘with gluttony: watching them gorge themselves in public was atrial.) 

He had toyed with staying at the regal Hotel Bristol forthe pleasure of being in an historic 
realm of omate opulence where Germany's wealthiest industrialist, Fritz Krupp of the centuries-old 
dynasty, flagrantly flirted as foreplay with the young handsome waiters from Capri in his own employ 
before taking them to his suite to fornicate, all the while living in an Essen palace with his wife and 
kids where he killed himself over the scandal of his love of boys. However, the Adion was a glitzier 
theatrical extravaganza sereaming: “We are rich, rich, beyond rich!” The menu was more creative, and 


the memory of poor Fritz blowing his brains out over orgasms was too depressing to commemorate 
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‘When the tall, blond German porter appeared withthe Berlin papers looking castable in any 
‘Wagnerian scenario, Rozenberg devised a four-course meal and arranged for a "massage" when the 
sturdy fellow went off duty at ten. Since much of his time would be spent viewing "product" for his 
French office, he first checked the roster of motion pictures, moving to the opera and theater listings. 
(Caruso was singing Pagliacci at the Charlottenburg Opera, a must-see.) He noted a review of the 
Ballets Russes in Pars. It was the level of performance and choreographic invention and exquisite 
design, along with the care, seriousness, and dedication Diaghilev brought to every detail that had 
raised the ballet to a new level of dramatic expression. It was ballet as total modem theater, The shock 
the world experienced lay not in discovering something entirely new, but in recognizing the potential of 
something already existing, This translated immediately for Naum into the work of D.W. Griffith and 
the established medium of motion pictures. 

Diaghilev's repertoire was a hot topic at The Stray Dog for months. Sections of the new 
Petrushka were performed there. When it opened in Paris, the press rhapsodized over Nijinsky's 
delivering a performance in the French fantastique cinema tradition of a puppet trying to become 


‘human from the power of love~"Puppet? From the Greck newropastos: ‘awn by strings’ Hast love 
‘made us "humans"? Which of us is not drawn by strings stitched into our unconscious by parents, 
church, society, gender? Does fre wil exist?” Naum had queried Akhmatova who said it was his job 
to-cut those imprisoning strings, to achieve sef-master, sef-conquest, to find himself within himself 
Rozenberg was a close friend of Prince Pavel Lvov's. He had observed him advising Nijinsky, 
the young, as yet unknown dancer in the Imperial Ballet on how to bag Diaghilev who could make him 
an international star. Lvov prefered rugged athletes to complicated dancers, but the seventoen-year old 
‘was a mesmerizing torment onstage and became a necessary conquest forthe aging Prince's self 
esteem, Discovering the rather dull boy's near-crazed ambition, he knew such unparalleled gifs needed 


a focused nurturing only Diaghilev could give him. At first the untutored boy's uncultured and 
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inarticulate manner bored Sergei. He did not respond to his advances, the way the older Socrates did 
not respond to teenage Alcibiades, until Naum’s enthusiasm for the boy's kinetic sensuality and 
consummate physical splendor under lights, his phenomenal ballon, his daring leaps and elevation that 
‘made him fly through the ar as if on stage wires, his pure entre chat and pirouetts, made Sergei look at 
‘what Naum was seeing, fallin love withthe gift first, educate and make the boy an international star in 
The Firebird, Petrouchka, and most sensationally in Afternoon of a Fawn where the boy/faun brought 
himself to orgasm while ying on his stomach on a nymph’s scarf at the end ofthe ballet. 

Happily for Sergei and Naum, after the opening night performance outraged erties and the 
Russian embassy compelled Fokine to “sanitize” the faun's gyrations. This brought a publicity bonanza, 
Remembering now, Rozenberg sighed again over poor Fritz Krupp sanitizing himself with a gun, To 
the traveler's delight, he then found in Der Sturm, Berlin's most important avant-garde newspaper, an 
over-the top review by the city’s most respected critic (Herwarth Walden) forthe Ballets Russes in 


Paris illustrated with a photo of Niji 


yy a8 the faun. 
(On the same page were three stunning images of a young Italian actor named Gatino dressed as 
‘Wateau's Pierrot, barely dressed as Verga's Turiddu, and totally undressed as Sands’ St. Francis, Naum 
felt his flesh blush with vehement desire akin to the sting of a wasp, the pinch of a wild nettle. Krillov 
‘and Nijinsky and the young German porter vanished from his mind and muscles-"Be still my heart! He 
is beauty's rose! Beauty's prodigy! His tuchis forms an upside-down heart! His flesh pulses and glows 
{in monochrome! Dear me! He is as terrfyingly gorgeous as an angel on leave from Paradise must be!" 


Utterly smitten, Naum Rozenberg again looked out the window. This time his reflected moist 


eyes seemed to be floating, brimming with joy, swimming with dolphins anda bell-bright Gatino, His 
lips were quivering, eager to form words: "Like Michaelangelo, I have a violent burning for ‘prodigious 
beauty," he confessed tothe gods dangling the pearlescent moon in his face: 


"A violent burning for prodigious beauty 
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Js not always a source of harsh and deadly sin, 
Ithen the heart is lef so melted by it 


That a divine dart can penetrate it quickly 


‘The article accompanying the three portraits was also by the normally staid Walden. It detailed 


the Teatro Gruppo's upeoming vis 


to Berlin and read like a publicist’s puff-piece. An einfall overtook 
"Naum a its adoring tone made him sit up very straight in his seat. Maybe he should extend his Berlin 
visita east a week? 

“And sixthly, | am a dégendéré supérieur, a man of Karamazov's feverish sensuality who finds: 
‘more difficulty than is common in keeping his sprite house in order, My felings and impulses are 
{oo keen and wo diserepant mutually. Me and that horny guy’ St, Augustine, Vasskais wrong. But he 
iss obdurate as Wild's Lady Bracknell. Is simply wonderful to get caried away. Will a week get 
‘my show on the road? Zeus! The camera worships this Wop Gatino, an ange.” Soy, he quoted Rilke: 
"Bin oder Engel ist schrecMich." To peactce English he translated: "Every angel i tering.” 
“The Prince of Rusutano lived his summer months on onc of the most beautiful estates in Sicily, one 
‘miraculously preserved intact for centuries thanks to a non Sicilian reason French intervention by 
‘marriage and patronage, The two-tiered, marble and stucco, 40-room Villa Belice was designed by 
Pallado ona holiday from Venice via an introduction tothe House of Rusuttano by Cardinal Barbaro, 
a cousin of the Sicilian royal family and a patron of the famous architect. 

A wide, white, marble terrace ran the length of the second story covered by green-and-white 
striped awnings bearing the family crest. Tiepolo pink and cream colored, the deceptively modest main 
‘house was approached through fifteen-foot pink-bougainvilia-cloaked crested wrought-iron gates, They 
ie 
acre, tered blooming garden witha small boating and tvimming lake. This playground was encased in 


- long drive of tall cypress trees and marble statues dissecting a cloyingly-scented two- 
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30 acres of ove tess Mashing their particular gliter in the warm breezes 412 ares of forest suitable 
for hunting excursions, and 1800 acres of illabeficlds and small mountains stil inhabited by hardy 
cave dweller. Six ofthe stone out-buildings were conerted into a fully-equipped theater, sene shop, 


and cafeteria 


ith residences attached for professional traveling companies, including Count Florio's 

commissioned visits from the Palermo Opera Company with its scaled-<lown chorus and orchestra, 
‘On their first visit to Don Pictro’s study, the newly bathed and fed Stefano and Paolo Gruppo 

‘were led by a gold-braided liveried servant and the great Dane Bendic’ from one ofthe guest houses 

into a perspective of 18*-century Rococo reception rooms with busy divinities on the frescoed 

ceilings, oriental birds on the silk walls, and multi-colored pattens on the marble floors extending the 

length of the ground-floor facade. Silently, they moved quickly under those baroquely gilded frescoes 


through rooms with matching mythological scenes on the walls, In dancing light filtered through 


‘gently-wafting cream-colored curtains thin as onion skin or bounced off vamished paintings or off 
acres of yellow damask, they glimpsed floor-to-ceiling mirrors in a vast sea-blue ballroom. They 
inhaled the scents of magnolia, carnations, mint, myrtle, and polished leather emanating from the 
interior gardens and saddle rooms as they crossed a small interior courtyard into Don Pietro’s book- 
lined study in the left wing where they were served iced lemonade made with sweet golden limes and 
crushed strawberries. Waiting for the Prince, they sat among inherited scientific instruments, rare over- 


sized terest 


and celestial globes (tagged by @ London auction house for an upeoming sale), and a 
telescope. A lange dusty vellum, 15th century Prolemy atlas (tagged) sat on a reading table. 

In spite of incursions by the modem work, the sense of feudal ownership survived at Villa 
Belic. Its eurent owner was shor and pudgy witha round face, thick curly-black hair, wet-brown, 
spaniel eyes with heavy black eycbrows joining over a large Roman nose. His lean-shaved, oive- 
toned skin was evenly tanned. Impeccably groomed to soft sheen, he wore anew beige Irsh-linen suit 


‘with the palest rose-colored English cotton shirt, a Charvet cream-colored silk ti, and hand-crafted 
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‘brown shoes designed for him by Pietro Yantorny for a fee approaching the Palermo prize money. 
Exuding the sef-assurance of a person capable of changing the Church calendar to fit his whims, the 
Prince seemed immense in his stylish elegance, unapproachable until he smiled and raised one of his, 
lofty eyebrows in greeting. He was avuncular, warmly welcoming belying his tyrannical nature, 
Pouring his white wine into a Bohemian cut-crystal glass initialed F.D.(Ferdinandus dedcit) in 
‘memory of royal munificence, he toasted his Camilloleto being the family Gruppo's Gatino if it meant 


the beloved fanciullo and ingegno calcio player would be in residence the entire Sici 


‘Summer, “No 
‘vanishing for months into the hills, my Pastor Friso, my pagan shepherd! How have you seduced him, 
Maestro Gruppo? You will sty through September. The boy was bom fora viva publica, ‘There isin 
him an element of marvel, no? Ihe cared he could be a champion on the playing field ora master in a 
university. None is his calling,” as Father Bramante would say and does say about him and everyone 
cle in our family where no one has hada “calling” for $00 year, except for my heir, Duke Giorgio, 
‘who is now Italy’ ambassador to St. Petersburg! 

“Our Camillolett is incorrigible. He is inclined to be adventurous on every playing field, AS a 
boy, his was an extravagant unruliness yet he was always a valentino, a sweetheart. One of his names 
‘was Mercurio, after the ightening-swift messenger of the gods. He was always in trouble, Reypinte~ 
‘lunked!--was his average grade in school. The football and our humble theatricals changed all that" 

“Not so humble, esteemed, illustrious Prince." 

‘The Prince nodded and smiled, pleased to be corrected whenever he displayed false modesty. 
He continued: “Since the death of his parents, Camilloleto again takes nothing seriously. You will find 


here. At the moment there is 


hhim a quick study. My son’s diplomatic work brings many forcign vi 
group of dancers from the Mariinsky Ballet. It will be amusing to attach our handsome troglodyte to 
their party and hear him speaking their language in a matter of weeks! They will lave with a new 


respect forthe Sicilian peasant.if only all Sicilian peasants were like our Camillo! .1uito€ ranquillo 
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¢ placidio," "he sang as he quoted Figaro. 
He laughed and flushed with evident pride. “Ifonly my second son Giovanni were as sharp as 


Camillo. He aspires only to ride in crested carriages and eat gelato with pretty girls! He takes after his 


Papa, Lam afraid! Ob, and he always wants to go to the cinema, Always the cinema, Just like his Papa, 
00, The pictures alone offer me an escape the way those long, 19th-century English novels did when I 
‘was a boy. Art as.a place of testing our experience. I hid in a barn to finish Vanity Fai.” 

He sighed dramatically. It was the final sunset for Sicilian noble families. The decline began a 
century before with the abolition of feudalism and the changes in the system of primo geniture, As the 


Prince's ancestor Don Fabrizio said during Garibaldi’s Risorgimento in the 1860s when Sicily was 


annexed to a united Italy, "If we want things to stay as they ar, things will have to change.” 
‘The Prince sighed again. "Things changed. Our world was not abolished. It was overwhelmed, 
‘The bourgeoisie invaded us, replaced us. The significance of a noble family rests entirely on our 


traditions only as long as they are reflected in the livis 


present." Oblivious to his own actions having, 
negated the past, he confessed with pride his historical predicament, “Here was something. Soon it will 
bbe gone. It will not return.” 

His tragic tones dismayed the two actors. It was clear he viewed the past asa lost earthly 
Paradise from which he had been expelled. Now, when not at The Circolo Bellini, Palermo's 
aristocratic club, he was atthe Excelsior Cinema in the Palazzo Rudini, or eating in modest restaurants 
having useless discussions about property, or quarreling with everyone, especially unpleasant builders 
over unpaid bills. He felt isolated except when engaged with his football league or when hosting the 
king or when dispensing prestige at one of Count Florio's functions. 

“Tell me, how did you capture him?” 

“Esteemed, illustrious Prince, we lost our Young Leading Gentleman, Donatello Dorati. Your 


Camillo with his simpatico heart is stepping into the breech to help us fulfill our blessed engagement 
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here with you." 

“He will fill those breaches well, Maestro, Much better than Doratti did, I must tell you I found 
him vacant and too self-satisfied. His legs and arse and chest were padded, too, | think, m0?” 

“Only here in Sicily, Excellency.” Stefano explained pointing o a large, overwhelming, tagged- 
for-sale Caravaggio painting on the wall behind the Prince's desk. It was of a muscular and unkempt, 
arrow-stuffed Saint Sebastiano wearing the traditionally bulging loincloth (symbolizing virility) similar 
{to Gatino’s (clean) mountain garb. “Here your ideal young man is as rounded and well formed and 
favored as your young woman, Doratt was on the lean side.” 

Delighted by the actor's candid reply the Prince laughed. “On the lean and mean side, no? I 
tnear he treated you badly.” He reached into his desk’s top drawer and tossed Gruppo's stolen money 
‘pouch in front of him. Both Paolo and Stefano gasped. The Prince laughed again. “Sicilian honor was 
at stake, Maestro. It was our gold he swiped. He is much leaner now. He will bein need of even more 
padding on his arse. My men gave him quite a hiding. He won't be displaying any part of himself 


around here again. You mast be more careful. Cave obdtrarionem cordis. Beware ofthe hardness of 


the hear. Our angelic troglodyte Camillo will be no trouble. He is a tesoro. 

For Gatino, the Summer was one of endless arduous labor and the most profound joy. His 
stillness on stage was exemplary, as were his skills at watching and listening. Due to the mastery of 
football and an awareness of surroundings gained on the precarious surfaces of his home turf, he could 
keep one eye on his co-player, one on the orchestra leader, and the est of his Argus eyes on all else in 
‘view, With these fundamentals in place, energy could be spent mastering the two separate disciplines 
practiced by the Teatro Gruppo: commedia dell arte and commedia erudita, already explored. 

Since there were guests from several countries who did not speak Italian, it was decided to 
follow the lead of the most famous Italian Comedians, The Gelosi. In 1576, they brought to France dell 


arte with its vital ‘commedic” word, its brittle swings of mood, and its tragicomic farce plots. Unable 
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to speak French, they performed without words. Their revolutionary pantomimic at inspired Moliere 
hhimseI It was the rage in Paris and del! arte was sill performed in the Gelosi manner there, This 
decision made Gatino’s pantomime skills of paramount importance along with his gaining confidence 
in improviso a a member of an ensemble. 

{As Fate ordained, inthe party of Russian dancers was one oftheir teachers, Lyev Yakov. AMer 
retiring from dancing lead roles at thirty-five, the tll, blond prinoe ofa dancer went to Paris, He 
devoted five years to the stay of intricate masque playing before retumning to St.Petersburg to teach. 
‘Similar to the dell arte, the Russian ballets were dependent upon mime for their narrative exposition, 
but they worked in broad strokes and needed litle of Yakov's advanced knowledge, Watching Gatino 
at an early rehearsal he approached Papa Gruppo and confirmed the old actor's instincts, “He has the 
gift? He asked permission to teach the boy--"Physical grace is as innate to im as dreaming” 
Permission was happily granted for classes four hours a day, seven days a week 

“You havea gif of bodily expression, Gatinosky,” Yakov tol his pupil at the opening oftheir 


first lesson, “It is a virtue exterior to yourself It has been given to you. With the grace of the gift, if you 


bring 100 you put across the stage lights 120. You are in no way responsible forthe git, yet if you 
‘wish you can be made responsible fo the gift. Fortunately you are very young: your body is in superb 
‘condition, and still pliable as clay. Mime isthe art of silence. Its music essentially is visual. It is one of 
the two extreme points of pure theater; the other being pure diction.” 

‘With faces hidden by an impersonal mask and wearing only the briefest of trunks indispensable 
{o discipline the naked male body in motion, the two stood in front of a large mirror with the expressive 
ower abdominal muscles exposed and ther legs free to the level ofthe trussed, pubic-floor muscle 
‘group. The eager student quickly leamed the basie rules ofthe art. 

“A mimer has two points of vision: the eyes and the nipples, Gatinosky. The continual interplay 


‘of harmony and contradiction exists between these two pairs of eyes. Every gesture originates inthe 


CHILDREN OF PARADISE / 43 
spinal column. Your frst duty isto become aware of your spinal column, vertebra by vertebra. The 
‘movement of the limbs springs from the manner of their attachment to these vertebra. It is this 
continual awareness of their place of origin that gives the mimer's gestures their style, their dimension 
Attendez-moit Watch me closely, now. Attend!” 

Gatino watched transfixed. He had never seen a body entirely mastered, Each muscle was 
neither contracted nor relaxed; each was exactly toned-~one could be contracted while the others in the 
‘group remained still. By contrast, Gatino was flaccid, heavy, bloated, His det was changed: meals 
‘became red-meat and alcobol free. In eight days, is layers of "baby fa dramatically diminished, 
Under a strict regime of aerobic exercises, each muscle made itself known to him. 

“Every gesture derives from two essential movements, Gatinosky: pulling and pushing, The 
focal point is at the center ofthe stomach, the navel. The whole of life consist in ether pulling towards 
‘oneself, or pushing away from oneself. In mime, our boxes write a silent sentence in space.” 

‘The exercises became his way of motion. The “sentences” began to flow. Soon the subject: the 
“1, the Self, the outline, the attitude began to appear. The verb became his movement, His limbs 
indicated the complement as muscular tone was universally acquired. Already developed abdominal 
‘muscles were given new supportive tasks. His gestures began to make poetry. The more he delved, the 
‘more resources he uncovered. 

[At first he was wild and large. It took three weeks to perfect the step called sur place: walking 
{in place; and the problem of walking, just walking, engrossed him entirely. “Nothing is more difficult 
than walking, Gatinosky. It sa specialized activity, like frying an egg so the yolk and the white are 
cooked at the same time. It can only be achieved if the flame is as pointed as a candle! Most men do 
not walk, They let their feet move them. Walking must be centered at the level ofthe chest, carried on 
the supple spinal column expressing the will 0 motion. Beneath this will to motion, the legs coast 


along. The man who walks has made a decision to change his place. The first to move should be the 
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‘center of himself: that hollow magical box thanks to which he breathes. The man who moves on stage 
with the most forward part of his chest never outstripped by the top of his foremost foot is luminous, 
He is an emblem of life, the product of mesmerizing heavenly alchemy.” 

Gatino’s /azzi or antic, acrobatic routines and comic tricks became a child’s game for him, 
thanks to his incomparable physical grace being orchestrated by Yakov and aligned by the Maestro 
‘With hs instinctual comic timing. (Musical cues were learned instantly.) These lazzi were interspersed 
spontaneously with the mime during rehearsals to tell the simple stories of the dell arte playlets. There 
‘was no pattem for the players to follow; just like a calcio game, each outing depended on the server. 


‘And having used gestures to communicate withthe Prince’s foreign guests, he was practical in the use 


of the art, However, he surprised everyone with the variety of his stylizations. He stunned them with 


the dangerous and tiger-like changeableness of feeling and of mood he devised to express his Pierrot 


character, the archetypal love-struck simpleton and victim-oF life. 


“Its not the fazzi themselves,” Papa Giruppo instructed” itis their dramatic meaning. Each 
action is like the high-note singing done by the coloratura soprano. Her flourishes express emotional 
states. Your turns must grow from what you are experiencing in the moment.” 

“Falling down from the weight of my broken heart?" 

“Yes! Any clown can fall down funny. Only an artst-clown can break my heart each time a 
pratfull mutates toa sudden crumple of despair. Pierrot is most wistful, most reflective, most sad, 
Gatino. He is the moon, which is why you are dressed in white with a white-face mask. Its for Pierrot 
that Maestro Yakov is teaching you to translate states ofthe soul into bodily expression. Pierrot isthe 
‘metaphysical attitude of man in space. His typical theme is Death. He helps us come to terms as best 
‘we cam with Death. Harlequin is the sun, He isa hot, brutal, cynical trickster.” 

(One moming, the three boisterous young soloists from the Mariinsky Ballet, who had begun 


their training at age nine, came to watch the rehearsals. They were a newly-married couple (Alexi and 
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"Narina) and a petite blond (Anya) with whom the Prince's son was romantically involved. Having 
agreed to perform the peasant pas de tois from Giselle, the three happy soloists and their teacher Yakov 
hhad commandeered a oom in the theater for their daly three-hour strenuous stretching and warm-up 
‘exercises and their two hour rehearsals. It was a holiday from their daily nine-hour preparations for 
their five weekly evening performances of four hours each, 

‘They were jubilant over Gatino’s progress with Yakov. They nicknamed the actor Le Rapha, 
and were eager to share their knowledge ofthe dance with him. With Yakov’s consent, the three 
literally scooped him up into their militaristic (and hilarious) midst. Nattering in French and Russian 


and It 


ian, they made him the fourth member of their morning warm-up class and Anya’s partner. 


Even though she was light as a feather for him, c 


dancing turned ou 1 be the hardest physical 
labor of his young life after learning how to breathe-out slowly using only the diaphragm. “Proper 
breathing alone, Gatinosky. provides a whole laboratory of magic!” 

His uncanny balance challenged them. With total abandon and reckless disregard for his safety, 
the spun in the air and leaped in imitation ofthe delighted kitten they tossed around playfully for 
inspiration, Yakov introduced him tothe art of form in dance to give the impression and emotional 
release of total abandon and reckless disregard for safety while protecting his most precious asset-the 
bony. ("For artists, the fruit of experience is beauty, Gatinosky, but only a master craftsman can create 
true beauty.") They taught his body a classic Petipa variation and were eestatic over the riythmic 
‘uidity of his line. (In return, he tok them rock climbing: their stamina and agility nearly equaled his 
‘own,) Having seen Nijinsky perform his Petrushka at The Stray Dog, they mimicked his sensual 
inventions his uplifted shoulders, his snake-like twists, giving Le Raphael this modem method of 
expression and an even more plant back as yet another gif. With ther giddy encouragement, he 
‘worked Fokine and Nijnsky's dance innovations into his Pierrot azz to hear-thrumming effect. 


‘The erudita were scripted plays. He was familiar with this discipline. His verbal dexterity 
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uickened married to his gestures. The chorus master from the Palermo Opera tended to his diction and 
‘vocal production. Deploying mime, he invented walks and body language and postures for his different 
roles. He confessed to Bella Maria how he always loved acting as a lark, never asa craft. Theatricals of 
his youth were always a prelude to some other pleasures, Now the work was the pleasure. 

He also confessed a “strange” comfort in his relationship with Yakov being chaste: “Here we 
are naked together. At first I thought him a saint. Then I felt his reverence for my “gift It is the most 
serious lovemaking I've even known.” 

In his heart and soul he knew he had found the axis of his life. He had found his calling. He had 


‘found the all-consuming outlet for his truly Homeric energies On stage, he felt immersed in the quick, 


the urgent, insurgent now. On stage immersed in his art, his body and soul were in Paradise 
His spirit, to0, was at peace. Yakov's love and respect for him merged with Papa Gruppo's 
‘unstinting tendemess and patience. They were similar to the Prince's caring forthe wild-child Camillo 


‘hen his exasperated father tried to disci 


ine him, to “tame” him with frequent beatings using @ 
leather riding crop stolen from the stables. Camillo ran away int the hills or took one of the Prince's 
Arabian stallions to ride bare back until the horse refused 4 go any further Instead of scolding him, the 
Prince asked his stable master, a former cavaty officer and a gentleman, for advice. The boy's riding 
ability was extraordinary! The boy was taught to ride lke a calvary officer: a coin was placed between 
his knee and the horse's side with the order to keep iti place no matter the maneuvers. The assignment 
‘was completed perfectly in record time. 

"The boy's energy and intelligence must be channeled with no give.” the officer explained to his 
royal employer. "He has a buoyant temperament easly bored. The paradox of living t oneself while 
i 


ing with others confounds him, Most unusual in a peasant. | advise you not to send him to a military 
boarding schoo! as you proposed to me, Excellency. It is not regimental order he needs. Only absorbing 


challenges will force him to discipline himself. Like a gentleman, he rises to every challenge. He's 
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same for anything that excites his imagination. I suggest you tim him over to your sos utr with 
instutios to reat him ikea scholar. No cong. He canter away with a sadlebag fll of honors 
hard as that may be to cet now. ve met his ike before among his lass. God works in od ways” 
‘The Prince obeyed, The stable master placed the tutor second to himself in command, The boy 


hhad a way with ski 


ish thoroughbreds. As he grew, his beauty matched theirs. Several became attached 
to him. When he was in residence, they allowed no one else to groom and exercise them, While 


preparing for his Teatro Gruppo debut, caring for and exerci 


relaxation at dawn along with sexual adventures, 


“Hle wants to be a character actor,” Stefano complained to his father with the eyes of a martyr, 


{he pout of sulky child, and the small whining voice he used to sound utterly pathetic. "Yam the 
character actor in this company. He is Leading Youth. He is too damn pretty to be a character actor!” 


“You have spent too much time working with pretty boys who have no underpinnings, son. Our 


Gatino is giving his characters human form. He's sketching them with his body. 


has taught im 
‘moti mental: how to show ‘mental events through physical gestures the way great painters doin their 

pictures, He isnot requisitioning personalities. He is discovering them within himself, He is searching 

for the mask closest to his self. have taught you how the mask lives by the sou, animated through the 
sincerity of feeling. All great actors are ‘character actors’ my son!” 

Stefano nodded. He was tormented by jealousy. His father never showed such excitement over 
his work as an actor. Bella Maria called him on his sulk. “Saint Genesius has answered your prayers!" 
‘She reminded him of what Saint Theresa said: Beware of what you pray for, you may get it, Baltasaro 
surpassed everyone's definition of a mule; he was the Arabian stallion of mules. “Saint Genesius must 
love you very much, my dearest husband. Now he has sent you a king of players." 

‘She took his headin her hands. She kissed his forehead until the frown lines disappeared. 


“Gatino opens the door to greatness for each of us, Stefano, He then steps aside to let us go through 
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ahead of him. He exists on the stage for us and forthe audience! It is not for him. It is for his gift. As 
Picrro, he is making darkness visible. He is breathing dccply of God's wisdom, and he gives us all the 
‘opportunity o be great... even the most slow-top audience!” 

“Hle is also the Arabian stallion of actors, I hear! Aflersixteen-hour days, I don’t know where 
hae finds the eneray to be of service to so many people. 

Yes, so I hear. The Prince, his frivolous second son Giovanni, the most attractive laborers, and 
the prettiest serving maids. He shuns only the stinky priest and says he hopes somewhere there is hell 
for'goos' people,” she laughed, delighted to see her husband laughing. She was also pleased Gatino 
hhad not seduced Pier Agnelli, She was doing the best work of her career, especially as the bold and 


experienced Columbine, because he was treating her like a professional, a comrade in arms, something. 
‘no Leading Gentleman had ever conceived of doing after bedding her. 


Bella Maria was amused by the fact that 


atino was always surprised by the sudden onset of his 
sexual excitement, For him, desire was a strange, sharp inoculation changing the temper of his blood. 
‘She watched him become distracted, then absorbed in the presence of a stimulating other, tightening his 
facial muscles, opening his eyes alittle wider. "There is a mouser where the boy used to be,” she 


‘thought. Sometimes his face showed the faint distillation of a nostril, the half-closing of his eyes. 


could be a symptom of sexual interest, of contempt, or simply a nervous tic.” His reactions were 50 
tert out of his contol and semingly so randomly instigated, he never grew accustomed to them nor 
inured to their intoxicating power over him. 

“The sex thing tums the water in my cells o helium, It tums me into a mongrel in het" he 
confided ther ina voice warm with friendship when they were discussing his role as her seducer 
‘Turiddu in Cavalleria Rusticana. She knew there was no compulsion only enchantment for him in the 
varieties of sexual experience. He exuded this delight the way flowers gave off scent. It made him 


fascinating and erotic to people, as well as his face being knit together by beauty. 
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women became queenly and gave the gift of themselves ina 
spasm of selfassertion. The disparity in the ages ofthe two players gave the old chestnut about out-of 
‘wedlock, condemned sex a sparkling sizzle. Instigated by the Princess, the priest complained to the 
‘Maestro who appealed to Don Pietro who assured his wife such things did happen in this world and the 
bboy was killed at the end ofthe play for his sins. 

"“Gatino has the impulses of a cicisbeo,” Bella Maria joked with Donna Lucia, 

“Is this not a court? Why should he not play the a male courtesan?" she laughed, “Spiritually 
the antic isin him, He's mischievous and deliciously raw. The peat inthe oyster. He does high-jinks 


easily and well, Nature not only allows unrestricted sexuality, She seems positively to demand it of 


him! And what is an actor but" 
“I pity anyone who really falls in love with him now. Don’t you, Mama?” 
“No, Why? He will love in return. Ii in is nature to give as good as he gets.” 


“Yes. You are right. He will return their love in kind as he does now." 


“Ah, but when someone loves him heart and soul? He is yet terra incognito to himself. He's 
still a feral child at heart, my dear Bella Maria. An artis witha mission now, also an adolescent boy 
‘with a loaded shotgun eager to go hunting for game, He is Life's forthe taking. I pray we give him 
‘what he needs to survive out there in the mouth ofthe wolf, The art of finding one's way among our 
fellow creatures is slowly come by. He'll ear to sort the appeals. Loving i a science.” 

Bella Maria grew pensive. “Except for Moliere and Shakespeare, Mama, Romantic Love is 
‘what we sel, For him and the English poet Shelley, the morals of eteral union and single 
companionship on our Tongest journey’ are not simpatico with human nature. Like Don Juan the only 


thing he betieves is 


is that two and two make four. four and four make cigh'!™ 
“For God's sake, Maria! Don Juan's tragedy i he never srew up! Gatino isa sisteen-year-old 


Sicilian boy! As Moliere also famously said, “Young men are young.” He may look like Apollo, be as 
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radiant asthe sun, but he worships atthe altar of his father Dionysus as all randy sixteen-year-old boys 
do! It's why we love him. He is not what he soems, Yet he is exactly what he ist He has no pretensions. 
He is an exercise in sincerity! He is a heroin the making! And heroes are hard to come by especially 
‘when the lot you have to choose from is the human race." 

‘Bella Maria guffawed. She had to agree: in many ways he was typecast as Turiddu, 

‘Stefano listened to hs father. He rose tothe challenge being offered by Saint Genesius. He saw 
his father was correct. The flurry of activity gencrated by Gatino in rehearsals slowly subsided as he 
‘made the necessary choices to be an appropriate Leading Gentleman without coasting om his 
devastating beauty; he employed it to bring atention tothe business at hand, And he was hysterically 


funny when he made his haunting face express absolutely nothing: be empty as a porcelain plate, 


‘Stefano was surprised by how eager Gatino was to be led inthe pacing of a scene, inthe timing 
ot his responses. The humility ofthe boy was chastening. His respect for Stefano was humbling. Bella 
Maria watched this interchange from the wings and was amused (as was Donna Lueia), by how Gatino 
actually believed the older, more experienced actor was in control ofthe stage. Stefano set the pacing. 
Gatino maintained it, soon made it his own, expanding tage time to suit his character's needs, The 
audience followed in his wake oblivious to the expert. manipulations of everyone else onstage. 
Stefano and his father decided to open ther season witha classic commedia piece, King ofthe 
Moon, Bella Mara, playing mother to Columbine (Pier Agnelli) forbids her to marry penniless Perot 
In the French tradition unnatural death was de rigeur. Perrot hangs himself off the quarter-moon after 
<avortng with a huge balloon/moon. His ghost returns to drive his enemy Harlequin (Stefano) mad 
‘who then stabs Columbine whois joined in death with her beloved Pierrot, both perched on the quarter- 
‘moon. For his andante moon-dance accompanied by a solo violin, Gatino, withthe help of his Russian 
fiends, merged soccer, ballet, ballroom and modernist dancing, camival and circus acrobats, 


‘walking, running-in-place, rock climbing, horse riding, and stylized fornication to create what was soon 
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to become one of his most famous signature pieces. 

‘The second night’s offering was the popular melodrama Cavalleria Rusticana by the Sicilian 
Giovanni Verga. Originally written for Duse, it now was a staple of Bella Maria's repertoire. Her 
‘Santuzza, the seduced and abandoned peasant impregnated by the cad Turiddu, was a tearjerker of 
‘impressive proportions aided and abetted by an adaptation of Mascannis verismo opera score played by 


full orchestra It was non-naturalistic acting of the highest order. It had made her asta. 


AL first it was dificult for Gatino to play a villain. He unconsciously softened Turiddu with 
boyish charm to win the audience's affection. This did not serve the play; it undereut Santuzza’s 


suffering, With the Maestro’s guidance, he found the courage (in trousers and an open shirt a size too 


small) to strut the elaborate set on loan from the Palermo Opera oblivious to everything but his own, 
desire: “Turidd isa Sicilian mountain goat like met” During the scene when Turiddu physically 
abuses Santuzza, he spit on her and drew hisses from the packed house. He always spoke of that sound 
as the confirmation of his ability to do his job well. 

“Hle's won hand's down!" whispered Pier Agnelli to Donna Lucia when the sighs of ecstasy 
from the opening night audience reached them backstage as Pierrot entered dizzy with love for 
Columbine, He was dressed in white-silk pantaloons and a white-slk pullover with elongated sleeves 


‘luttering like wings: his chalk-white face was marked with small red tears, and his hair was confined 


under a black skullcap matching the ballet slippers on his gliding fet. 
“He's won ther heats for sal, my dear. This is nota contest. You are a beautifil ashe 
tonight Its why he loves you in the play. Fn occa di po, Merde. Break lg” 
“Will anybody notice” she joked, excited as never before tobe going onstage. She could not 
understand why the improvisations came so easily and were so satisfying, “Truc partnership works 
miracles," the Maestro had said, “foe those capable ofthe miraculous” 


‘The Prince led the cheers standing. The other dignitaries inthe audience: the Mayor, the town 


CHILDREN OF PARADISE / 52 
officals, he schoolteacher, the major landowners, the Floros the Don's aunts and uncles, the 
Prineipessa, joined the tumult of appreciation. At the supper party afterwards on the palazzo terrace, 
the excited Prince toasted the Gruppo troupe and assured them the King would be well pleased. With 
the eyes of rapacious bind, he confided tothe Maestro how never i his life had he seen sucha vision 
of “rounded” male perfection. The Maestro was shocked by the expression of lust on Don Pietro’s face, 

“1 was embarrassed for hit, Lucia. The boy's debut was one ofthe greatest I have ever seen 
and all he ould say-* 

“How old are you, Paolo?” Lucia asked ater she stopped laughing. “This isthe ‘meal ticket” 
you have been praying forall our marie lives. Now you have Bella Maria’s Santuzza and Gatino's, 
“rounded perfection’ to il the house. Just wait ntl the Prince sees Gaino inthe throes ofhigh-melo 
tomorrow night! His love affair with the violin tonight as he performed with the moon was greatness, 
personified! You and Bella Maria have transformed this errant boy into a tragedian! * 

“No, no, no! His talent is as natural as the interval ofthat violins octave. His grasp of dramatic 
form is equivalent to plucking a violin's string tuned to a low C, then plucking it again while pinching it 


{in half. The violin’s tone automaticaly rises tothe next C above. This interval of the octay 


fact of 
nature, Yakov has fine-tuned our Gatino's sprit. As long as he does his work, his perfect pitch will 
‘automatically produce the notes required to play the play in which he has immersed himself; We 
‘watched him naturally take Turiddu from low C to the next C above in order to match Bella Maria's 
playing. This skill is not uncommon for a well-trained and gifted player. 

“What is uncommon, my darting wife, to follow through with this helpful musical metaphor, is 
his affinity withthe tritone separating C sharp and G. This interval causes uneasy vibrations in human 
cars, Scholars cal it diabolus in musica, the musical devil. Our human tritone Gatino causes uneasy 
vibrations in the human heart and in the human body! 1 have never in my life seen an audience respond 


‘80 viscerally to an actor. Like Duse, he has ‘the fire from Heaven, as the English say. Like Duse, 
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spiritual aims form the habitual center of his energies. But only he has the sexual component that is 
Modernism, Duse is our Spiritual Present. Gatino, like the god Phanes, is our Future!” 

"Well, with the King’s blessing, Papa, we go to Rome, rent a theater, form a full company, and 
have a proper season there before making the tour of Europe you have always wanted, Come to bed, 
please, We have a hectic day tomorrow. All the dress extras have to be rehearsed for Cavalleria and 
Gatino will produce his titone with a fll orchestra's accompaniment. This is an auspicious beginning, 


‘my dear. But only a beginning. We have a tremendous amount of work to do before we open in Paris.” 


"After Rome, I think we should head for Berlin firs, don you? Lots happening in Berlin.” 
CHAPTER TWO 

(On the night of the Winter Solstice in Manhattan, Robert Whyte Gaylord stood gazing and brooding 
‘ut the dark front-parlor window of his house in Gramercy Park. Groomed to a sheen, he was dressed 


for dinner ina midnight-biue, double-breasted, Italian-wool suit cut with si 


tly broader shoulders to 
enhance his athletic build, In the crook of his left arm, he cradled Cael. With auburn markings on neck, 
‘back, and til the white Persian cat rested his head against Roberts silk magenta tie and purred while 
the youngest of his caretakers held back one ofthe tall, sheer white curtains with his right hand in order 
for them both to see the colorfully-lit Christmas tree in the enclosed key-park across the street. It was 
the subject of Robert's brooding. 

{twas snowing. Snow brought back emotionally-charged memories of Robert's childhood in 
‘upstate New York, of his first yeas living with Donough Gaylord in this many-windowed, mansard- 
roofed townhouse on the comer of living Place and 20th Street, and by the sea at Gaywyek, the 
Gaylord’ country house on the east end of Long Island. He loved sniow to the point of awestruck tears- 
«Life is iredeemably strange!” Cael loved warm wet, especially in Robert and Donough’s shower 


bath, but the white flurry inthe air always entertained him. 
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“The snow set Robert humming the love theme from Puccini's La Fanciulla del West. He had 
seen it the previous night at the Metropolitan Opcra where snow fell in the second act~"Nevica!" The 
only other opera he could think of where it snowed on stage was Puccini's La Bohéme. Releasing the 
sheer white curtain from his grip, he lifted Cac’s paw and kissed the cool pads singing: "Che gelina 
‘manina!/ Se ta lasei riscaldar!” Then he blew on the paw causing Cael to pull his foot free and press it 


to the offending lips ending the game. Robert laughed, kissed the patient cat on his cold, pink nose and 


sung: "E avete wn viso d'angiolo, returning tothe love theme in waltz time from Fanciulla, which he 
preferred because, among other things, Minnie thrives while Mimi dies. 

He began to waltz around the large, warm, shadowy front parlor redolent of the whole mood of 
‘winter It was lit solely by the comer stret lamp. The dreamy luminescence ofthe snow's soft 
‘whiteness reflected misty on glass picture frames and oil-pant surfaces~especially onthe newly: 
cleaned Christ at Cana by van Eyek~pensively in the luster of black lacquered boxes, brightly in the 


angles of Irish cut-crystal vases filled with yellow chrysanthemums, di 


lyon polished woods, and 
cthereally on golden parquet visible among Turkish and Indian rainbow-colored carpets. Soly he 


whispered into Cact’s cool, pink ear: "Unlike 


Finnie, dancin’ with a fine-aived cat." 
In the opera, brought by Donough’s Foundation to fruition at the Metropolitan Opera this season 
asits frst world premiere, when Minnie and Mister Johnson waltzed tothe softly humming and 
clapping male chorus of gold miners inthe American West, Roberts heart swelled and time stopped. 
"Now inthis classically proportioned room from the previous century where he danced in a silence deep 
8 the shadows, time appeared to have stopped. However, the street lamp revealed it was definitely not 


{rue as rumored that the Gramercy Park 


iborhood was a sanctuary where time also stopped. 
Yet, it was still possible here to see the connection between the turbulent present and the 
romanticized past. He could bear without continual indignation and horror, the limitations on his moral 


duties to preservation in the maelstrom of modem life. Within the safe confines ofthis house, he 
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‘opened himself easily to the immense variety and richness of ideas and inventions modern technology 
inexhaustibly brought forth, such as motion pictures. In Gramercy Park, noise receded, sky appeared, 


‘and snow fluttered over the trees and coated the mammoth antique Japanese bronze lantern inthe west 


side ofthe park opposite the house where his best pal Vase! Vail live his love with Armand de 
Guise. 

“Any wonder inthe midst of chaos, Alyosha Karamazov kises the beautiful earth?” 

Intl over a decade, to much had change for Rober ever to buy’ the romance tha ny 


place was sacrosanct 


il that is solid melts into air. Modernismn is in my streets." At the stat of | 
Lexington Avenue, directly across the park from where he danced, he remembered the double-mansion 


Stanford WI 


built opposite his own home for their friend, Henry Poor, a railroad man, a bibliop 


‘with its squash court where they played year-round. Now there was a tall, whit 


brick apartment 
building: One Lexington Avenue~"A true whited sepulcher! Every thing's disposable in Gotham, all is 
{ents and encampments. Our ‘genteel folk’ are the most destructive rulers ever: They'd tear down the 
‘moon for a profit. The hell with the tides! Such an abyss their ‘ereativity’ opens for us al, puss!” 
‘Stanford transformed their second-floor ballroom into a study, a master bedroom and bath, and, 
‘a musie room with actual Louis XIV panels. He installed a late Italian-Renaissance ceiling in thei first- 
floor dining room and a rounded solarium behind it fora breakfast room above the basement kitchen 


‘opposite Roberts photography studio and darkroom. (A new Christmas present was a mot 


picture 
screening room on the top floor; another awaited Robert at Gaywyck.) With the Park Assocation, he 
‘was Fighting a proposed Lexington Avenue subway under the park; subways around it and trams 
through it were already defeated. It remained the only private (communal) key park in the city duc to 
the practical (and legal) genius of its creator Samucl Rugales and the smarts of its supporters. 
‘Thoughts of Stanford White brought tumultuous feelings into Robert Whyte Gaylont's body. 


He stopped dancing and strolled back tothe front window humming softly. Cael stirred, Robert soothed 


CHILDREN OF PARADISE / 56 
both his heroie cat and himself-- "Donny will be home soon, Tidds! What's keeping him so long? It's 
not like he has to come all the way from Wall Street like Army, you know.” 

‘Thoughts of Donough Gaylord brought different tumultuous feelings into Roberts body. After 
‘years of living with and loving him, Robert had not fallen into the habit of intimacy. Several times @ 
day, when something reminded him of Donough, a warming shock flooded him. It was the feeling he 
called "love." He felt invaded by Donough's spirit, the way the dark sky was invaded by the moon in its 
ascendancy; and the way the moon lit up the sky, a smile from Robert always lit up Donough’s eyes, for 
he, 100, had not fallen into the habit of intimacy. Now, waiting for him, Robert anticipated the curious 
sensation of his blood warming his flesh at the sound of Donough’ resonant, baritone voice gone husky 
ina tender greeting. And then there would be the first, lingering kiss ofthe evening. 

How could he not be constantly reminded of Donough Gaylord? That splendiferous man ~ 


Fair," hind,' and ‘tre’ have often lived alone,/ Which three till now never kept seat in one." 


literally changed Robert's life in every conceivable way when he transfixed Robert's heart. First ofall, 
the was capable of unconditional love, something as rare in this life as the art surrounding them in both 
their residences. Along with love, Donough taught him how art was itself the form of life, which had 
‘no other form. It quickened and enhanced consciousness. Their shared religion was Baudelaire’s cult of 
images with Diderot’s roving, capricious, intolerant, temperamental eye their goal: o look so deeply 
they forgot the names of the things they saw. Art expanded time for Rober the way he could expand 
the interval on the piano~"We have an interval, and then our place knows us no more," he quoted 
‘Walter Pater to Cael, whom he knew was his daemon and understood more than he ever would, 

‘Thinking of art recalled how the handsome, red-headed Stanford was shot dead in 1906 on the 
rooftop garden of Madison Square Garden, a building he designed, by the lunatic husband of Evelyn 
Wat 


one of his former mistresses. (Donough was curently working inthe Flatiron Building across 


‘Madison Square on 23rd Street and Broadway, a few blocks from Gramercy Park.) Armand de Guise, 
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nother handsome, passionate redhead, said the great architects violent end made him eternally 
‘grateful Vadriel Vail entered his life and helped him redirect his own equally dangcrous passions. 

‘The auction of Stanford's possessions in his house brought many precious artifacts into 


Robert's homes joining those bought in Stanford's third-floo picture gallery with its sky-lighted 


ceiling. In his peripheral vision, as he stared into the park through the sheer curtain with Cael purring in 
his arms, the newly-restored van Eyck oak-panel painting of the youthful Jesus at Cana generated its 
‘own sweet and mighty visual music in the sof illumination, The glaze pooled like liquid radiance 
across the picture's smooth surface trapping and releasing graded tones of light and shadow and 
cffulgences of brilliant color. Unbeknown to him, this centuries-old masterpiece held a trump card to 
play in his future. 

He could not hear the popular phrase “a new renaissance” describing the optimism currently 
‘sweeping America, the passion for freedom from the “old order” and for soc 


justice, without thinking 
of Sunford White. By design, his Renaissance style of architecture embexted the nation’s new wealth 
new power; and as with the original Italian Renaissance, its focus was on the joy of life on earth. At the 
‘moment, Robert could not think ofthe campaigns being waged to douse tha optimism with threats of a 
resulting nightmarish Afterlife made by churches and politicians and doctors-on-he-make without 
‘seeing Christmas trees as symbols of the espoused hatred for his way of life, for his undivided heart. 

"We could be living in Raskolnikov's delirium with ts plague of microscopic creatures making 
those infected rabid and insane. They believed their moral convictions are the only Truth. Their 
descendants believe Tam an abomination! Me! Your adoring me, pussums!™ 

Sighing, he fell ito a rather glum mood. "Ob, “temps fngit and ll that jist Loud, he began 
to hum “Alexander's Ragtime Band.” These dire musings were fed by the fact of his upcoming 
birthday. He had finally made up his mind how he wanted to celebrate it.The event was just around the 


‘comer, even closer than the unheard rumbling Third Avenue elevated train up the snow-covered block, 
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He focused on the beauty of the snowy park and began rejoicing the heart whose every sting 
‘was stretched to the limit by watching for his beloved. With Armand and Vadriel coming to dinner, he 
‘could ask them to join in the celebrations if Donough thought ita good idea. Why would he not? 
Everything seemed a perfect match, like a kosher spoon and a kosher pot-as Sholom-Meyer would say 
at rehearsals when scenes gelled. He was the director of the Yiddish Theater in the Drama Department 
at Christopher House, the New York version of Chicago's Hull House for recently arrived immigrants 
Originally, Robert worked as a volunteer teaching a practical course in photography, He also 
photographed selected events for the Art Department’ theater, music, dance, and painting classes. 

‘The seed for his birthday idea was planted one night atthe opera. He and Donough went to soe 
Cavalleria Rusticana, They ran into their neighbors, the Gages, and a pretty relative of theirs, Sybil 
‘Something. Robert particulary liked Florence Gage. She was on the Board of Directors of Christopher 
House and a staunch supporter of the progressive ideas for social justice espoused there. She was also a 
‘great and generous fund maser. For a Boston Brahman with Puritan roots, she was unpretentious and a 
‘warm friend when push came to shove, as it recently had done over his right to promote whomever he 
‘wished during his current sojourn as interim head of the Art Department. 

Mister Robert?” 

“Yes, Taio?” 

“Sill four to be vietualed?” 

“Vietualed, Taio?” 

“Red, sit.” 

“Uhm..yes. A verb? Kenneth is making a lamb stew. 

“Smells very welcoming.” 

“Yes, Taio.” Robert smiled lovingly atthe elderly Japanese man. Taio was indispensable in this 


repository for pricey treasures. Robert rated the diminutive, elegant rara avis the most priceless ofall 
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in his care. He often thought him blessed with a woodcock's 360° visual field~"He has eyes in the back 
of his head!"; with a buzzard's genius for detail~"He can spot a mote of dust from across the room!"; 


‘with a golden plover’s hearing "He's as good a mouser as Cacl!”; with a vulture’ sense of smell-- 


“Mold or mildew haven't a prayer”; and with skylark’s musical intonations expressed in his English 
spoken a a fourth language after French and German, "Victualed” he repeated. 

“1 knew you would enjoy it Iwas ignatius.” 

“Who ese? Iggy’ a cockney, remember, They're lipant about ver forms and jus about 
everything else. Clever as hell, though. Dare I ask what else he's teaching you? *Victualed,’ indeed!” 

The two men laughed happily together, 

“velit a smal ire in the dining room and in Mister Donoughis study and in your bedroom, 
The thermostat is set as usual at 75." 

*Perfct, Taio. Thankyou. Are you warm enough?” Taio nodded. "We won't be using this room 
tonight. igh a lamp when Vadriel comes in to lok at the van Eyck again ashe wil do™ 

‘Taio nodded. Born in Japan where his ancestors had revered the beauty of shadows, he was 
pleased with Roberts success in leaning from Donough to value ther mystery and charm In semi- 
darkness, immutable tranuilty held sway amidst the uncanny silence. What Taio admired mos in 
Robert's photographs, frankly marveled at, was his mastery of chiaroscuro, especially in Manhattan 
where lights blazed indoors and out. Several of Robert's images hung in his private rooms upstairs 

‘The Gaylords dined by candlelight. Taio believed a brightly lit space provoked silver and 
crystal o glare, hindering proper digestion, He was proud of Donough’ love for antique black-lacquer 
‘ware discovered in Japan when Taio was aso discovered working asa transator two decades gone. 
Only in warm hal-light was the richness of lacquer revealed, particulary picces flecked with god and 
silver. Equally important was the deleterious effet of harsh ight on the beauty and erotic power of 


‘human flesh. His employers and their two best friends were resplendent men with white skin of fine 
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texture with a limpid, roseate glow in soft light, quite different from his own camellia-white skin. And 
their other dear friend, Mortimer, had skin that rivaled the beauty of the darkest lacquer. 

“Tm sure Army will have Ig drive them around the comer in this weather, Taio, He will bein 
need of victuals. Put Kenneth on red alert, please. Iggy can eat one out of house and home.” 

‘The two men grinned at each other. Armand and Vadriel’s chauffeur, Ignatius Lydgate, was in 
the habit of dropping in on Roberts staff as ifhe were in his own home, so close were the two 
«establishments. The collective decision by the four friends to go out to Long Island the next morning, 
for the holiday season would add to his free time in town. Armand worked on Wall Street and loathed 


the subway; he was driven to work and home each day in his black Stutz Bearcat, During the day, 


Ignatius drove Vadeiel in his black Rolls Royce Ghost. Both houscholds had him running errands, such 
as collecting Christmas presents and necessities forthe upcoming trip out east, 
Each year at Gaywyck, there was a doozy of a tree, an extravaganza of a tree a tree equal 10 


fone on an Es 


Victorian holiday card. Over decades, Donough's mother ordered hand-blown crystal 
pieces from Prague and Paris and Venice and Waterford, as well as buying at auctions or in European 
antique shops, pices made in a varct of materials ranging over centuries. Her focus was on angels. 
Continuing this tradition, Donough commissioned his Native American nsighbors on Long Island to 
create their spiritual equivalents. Other artists replicated angels from favorite paintings in glass or 
pappier maché or woods. Hence the grinning, blond Gabriel with rainbow wings from van Eyck’s 
* Anmuncaton* was tobe atthe top ofthe twelve-foot confer, his angelic finger rsed~"Impregnting 
the universe with hatred and discord," Robert muttered staring atthe tre in Gramercy Park 
“Meanwhile the Nativity story i bunk” he informe Cac, feting miserable about this 
fairytale exposé, as if he were revealing there was no Santa Claus! "Luke invented the Bethlehem 
scenario for political reasons. No Roman bureaucrat would order people to return octies their families 


left centuries before! And Paul on the road to Damascus in Syria with a mandate from Jerusalem is 
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rap, too! He had no jurisdiction in Syria! He was wise to prescribe Faith over Knowledge. Oy!" 

‘This year was the limit. The violence against men like himself fostered by Christian ministries 
‘With their eult of "Cross-tianity” where life was a pre-death experience, crushed the loving acceptance 
preached by Jesus and advanced all the falsifications promulgated by Paul and John, “Where is' Holy 
Nigh?” He sang abit of his favorite hymn, "Truly He taught us to Jove one another,/ His law is love 
‘and his gaspel is peace." think Jesus, "the leader of al he lovers,’needs to be reborn or retired!” 

Robert was at loggstheads with Vadricl, who was very active inthe Episcopal Church, He had 
requisitioned everyone to attend Midnight Mass in Southampton, “And ist the Eucharist to be placed 
in the context of humanity, in the context of justice and charity o become a carnal sacrament like 
Donough? And what about that Sermon on the Mount, tots?" he asked the dozing Cacl, “Judge not lest 
ye be judged, anyone? And what about telling false prophets by their fruits? Hatred is their current 
crop! Docs Jesus say somewhere that what gocs ito a man's mouth does not make him unclean but 
‘what comes our of it makes him unclean? I rest my case on your flufly tail, hon.” 

For him, however, Christmas Eve before church was the sacred time at Gaywyck, The 
‘afternoon would be spent going by horse-drawn sled to visit the tenant farmers withthe Christmas 
baskets, even though none of them was in need of food. It was a Gaylord tradition everyone enjoyed. 
[Nanny Welles, Bryan and Margaret with their kids would decorate the tre culled from their own 
‘woods and the Sterling Harbor coral society would arrive to sing carols around it and eat cookies and 
drink eggnog. Presents would be opened on Christmas itself and there would be a feast served in the 
aftemoon attended by the extended family and many friends from the surrounding towns and villages, 
and fiom the Shinnecock Indian reservation from which the Gaywyck estate was carved decades ago. 

In spite ofall those glorious, pesky Gaywyckians with wings heralding and harking among the 
branches, the tree admired by such a mix of races and religions would be for Robert what it originally 


‘was: a pagan rite, And where was Donough, keer-limbed Donough, co-celebrant in so many delicious 
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pagan rites, please? Robert stared beyond that annoying, garishly-lt tree apprehending the tall, virile 
‘man stirring his hearts blood. He was overcome with the insungent desire to bathe in the masculine 
substance of him, trilling like a goldfinch astounded anew by the ripples of sensation that always left 
hhim wonder-wounded. His body began o stir and stretch in its most private places. 

‘Once, he did not think himself capable of so much eestasy. Or that someone's touch could bring 
such a torrent of emotion. For Robert, God lived in the fleshy fie of his loving bedfellow with hair 


dark as wet coal. "Ah," he said aloud, knowing the only intrinsic. 


il was a lack of love, "They 
‘civilize’ love but it is by nature anarchic.” Lifting Cael in a toast, he exclaimed: "L‘chaim, to Life!" 

If that Christmas tree in Gramercy Park still fahrootsed him-and Sholom-Meyer said he was 
‘easily fakiootsedit also brought to mind the Gages and their snow-white invitation card from Tiffany's 
with a gold-embossed Christmas tee. It was sitting on the mantle in Donough’s study among a dozen 
‘other invitation cards: the Gages were giving a formal dinner on Twelfth Night. Not that Florence was 


ever far from his grateful mind these days. 


{A few weeks ago, just before she left for Europe on the White Star's Olympic, his newly 


appointed (by him) Assistant Director ofthe Art Department at Christopher House, Dicky “Dixie 
Dugan, had been particularly pestiferous instigating a nasty ruckus. Florence, having approved Dicky's 
hiring, had come to their rescue in her inimitable, supportive way. 


Always theatrically outrageous, Dicky’s identity in life was asa very ostentatious “f 


used the banner re tie and the rouged lips and the kobled eyes to express his “inner nature” and to 


trumpet his “otherness” ina stylishly effeminate, adorable manner at work. Unfortunately, in a fit of 
silliness, he had lifted his veils and crossed the social boundary into the realm of obnoxious twit by 
Joudly imitating Sophie Tucker singing “Some of These Days,” and by braying in uncensored 


lingo about a sexual triumph in his hangout the recently raided, male workers! tavern, 


guttersni 
Paresis Hall, officially known as Columbia Hall, a modest barroom and livelier beer garden on Fourth 
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Avenue several blocks south of 14th Street and Union Square. 

Until recently, men performed in drag there, sang popular songs in mock-soprano, and good- 
looking youths sold thir pictues (and themselves) to men who obeyed their own nature's behest in one 
ofthe rentable rooms on the seco floor of "The Hall” Since the raid by the doube-crossng paid-off 
cops obeying the outcries in the penny-press and the pulpits about "Sodom," the drag shows were on 
hold but the boys went on selling their photos and entertaining fora price. 

‘The Rialto's most infamous “resort” was nicknamed "Paress” afer the insanity believed by the 
medical profession to effect "virile" men who had sex with fairies. Once the true cause was discovered 
tobe. symptom ofthe fina stage of syphilis the name stuck by force of habit. The Hall was one of the 
truest hot spos in Gothan's democratic, frank, and libera-ming underworld, infamy had it 
included on the more unconventional guided tours of the city. Lately, the raid raised its status to a 
‘major horror show for the middle-class morality brigade agog over the boundary-ess, working-class, 
‘immigrant mae’ sexual mores. tn Dicky's words: “I it moves, he serews i” 

On the second floor of The Hall, in a permanently rented room, were 8 P.M. nightly meetings of 
the Cercle Hermaphrodites attended regularly by Dixie and his “sists.” It was a group formed by 


Androgeynes "to uni 


in defense against the worlds bitter persecution." Some attended in street 
clothes, some in the drag and calcimine makeup they kept in their third-floor lockers since wearing it 
con the street could get them arrested or worse: beaten to death by the toughs most of them desired, Al 
attended to listen, to talk about their common problems, such as being called sodomites at work and 
being fired "with cause” or being vietims of job discrimination, or being blackmailed, evicted, asked to 
leave restaurants and schools, denied visits with ther boyftiends in jai, or being in desperate need of 
advice on how to bag @ paramour, preferably from the muscular classes. 

“We all dream ofa life lived according to love," Dixie had confided to Robert on a coffee break 


at work, “even if our hearts ar full of shame and shyness.” 
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Paradoxically, “the girls all believed the future was on their side if they banded together. One 
night, Dixie deelaimed the words spoken by Captain Parker at Lexington in 1775: "If they mean to 
hhave a war, let it begin here!” Ab, Manhatta! Ob, embattled fairies! Oh, militant Androgynes! I's up to 
1s to fire the shot heard round the world to save our world! We must reclaim our streets!" Everyone 
stood, cheered, and hugged her neighbor declaring Dixie their leader inthe fight for equality. 

His Paresis “score,” as Dicky deseribed sexual success with “Trade”-"butch" men of any 
persuasion-was Ignatius "Slam-bang” Lydgate. Knowing of the chauffeur's relationship with Robert, 
Dicky was over the moon with very giry-noisy strutting glee inthe workplace. For decades this 
symbiosis between the exuberant fires and their Trade was a fat of Gotham life. However, the idea 
of “acceptable” sexual mores in New York City was being changed rapidly by the various factions 
‘maneuvering for power over the burgeoning, conservative, family-oriented middle class around the 
‘worl, Hence the raid on The Hall 

Forty percent ofthe city’s population was immigrant bachelors living in boarding houses 
devoid of women, (“Those with eal its and a pussy,” in Dixie's graphic description.) This army of 
horny young men had no scruples about using the entertaining fairies as surrogate women for free 
sexual “release” while living in the prison ofa brutal, underpaid, and dangerous work life: hundreds 
had died on worksites this year. What scant “extra” money they had was sent “home” to the Old 
Country. The Latin types (especially) viewed all penetrative sexual behavior asa natural expression of 
male prerogative. For them sex was sill about sex and not about identity. (Actually, some public 
toilets, especially those in the subways, especially on the train line to Wall Street, were unbuttoned 
'mob scenes where suburban middle-class and upper-class white men in arranged sexless marriages 
‘were a major form of Trade forthe voracious Dixie Dugan's society of surrogates.) 

(On Saturday night, bath night for most immigrant men, there was a quiet and respectful 


procession-"like a fiddlers elbow"—in and out of Dixie's "Little Italy” boarding-house room. “I never 
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disappoint my grateful Italian goombahs. They overflow with jam-sweet, creamy good cheer and call 
‘me their finocchio. That's “airy” in Wop talk,” he proudly told Robert. "It beats prayer for lifting a 
it's morale, even if T have trouble walking and talking atthe same time the next day.” 

‘The morally righteous were leeched onto the relatively new macaronic word “homosexual” to 
demonize same-sex love in the name of “family values” and forthe medicalization of human sexuality 
‘They bought politicians to legally empower doctors and preachers and lawyers and journalists and 
police with bogus science and seare tactics. Bribed undercover cops prowled everywhere. Arrests for 
“sexual improprieties” were on the rise not only of fairies but of any man caught having sex with 
another man, They were editing the romance of sailors who, since ancient Greece, were heroes with 
ling good-looking sailors to ha 
with other servicemen, then to rat on their “receptive” partners winning them dishonorable discharges, 


‘auras of openness above common law. Navy brass were 


with no pun intended, 

‘This new "moral order” appeared in Christopher House in the form of daycare nurse named 
Brigid O'Flynn, She found Dicky Dugan's “traipsing around like a demented harridan” a total disgrace 
in the sight ofthe Blessed Virgin Mary and any "daycint” American.” Fairies were “against nature” to 
her and her growing constituency. They wanted them incarcerated, “sorted” by church-Ledinquisitions. 
‘She demanded “the desperate queer” be fired before he started seducing the kiddies and “converting” 
the vulnerable young immigrant men, and spreading insanity by teaching them how to masturbate, “a 
medically proven cause of death." There was a horrible face-off between Nurse Brigid and Dicky on 
the morning after Ignatius was “blown to Kingdom Curmming.” She had fled in tears to the Director of 
the settlement house where she threatened to rally the newspapers with “The Truth. 

“She's Fortunate to have a headlock on “The Truth" Robbie?” Donough told a deeply fahklempt 


Robert. They were sprawled together on cushions in front of the library’s fire the night after the 


altereation. Christopher House was one of the Gaylord Foundation’s philanthropic interests, It met their 
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‘goal of providing higher civic and social lives for immigrants blending and mixing and fusing their old 


cultures into hybrid America. Its theater and opera companics were part of the city’s cultural fabric, 


Between gulps of Irish whiskey, rolled eyes, and sighs, a peony-pink Robert ranted: “Begor! 
She personifies the pathology of ignorant, moral endhusiasm. She dignfies her claims by hitching 
"Nature to them, She will bring in the Purity Police and the Bible-izers and the Cireumeisers after the 
‘way he ripped her face off for her Dublin Ringsend accent, her ‘sagging titties,” her bald spot-t had 
never noticed it!-and the absence of a sexual aura exuded by all true women, those with 

"Yes, Robbie, | know, L know. You've already told me how he aptly describes true women,” 


“And you know what, Donnie? I love him. [love him. | do! [Jove him. He's re-invented himself 


from tinted hair to painted toes. He expresses his authentic self while she imposes singular forms on the 
plurality of nature. Queer or straight, all men used to have a gender identity nora sexual one, We're 
‘men no matter what we do with one another, right? The law punished acts not kinds of people. Now 


this nasty homo-hetero divide is 


fostered by the American Medical Association or the American 
Misery Association or the American Money Association, by those same doctors who advocated in their 
esteemed medical journals castration and the amputation ofa useless pathological defect’~our 
foreskins, one of our erogenous zones!--as a cure forthe ‘disease’ of masturbation, for penis and 
prostate cancer and epilepsy and spinal disorders caused by a long prepuce! A pathological defect!? 
‘One of our body's guardian angels?! These Pleasure Police fabricate diseases in the name of ‘moral 
fhygiene’ and to curtail our erotic liberty. Spermatorrhoea caused by ejaculations other than in marital 
‘intercourse?! It’ the pathologisation of sexual desire! They are recruiters for a new Plymouth Colony, a 
Plantation Religious. Oy! Does the soul have a gender? Angels have no bodies, you know. Like motion 
picture stars they are pure modulations of light. Isnt love a contrivance of Mama Nature?” 

He took another swig and nuzzled tighter into Donough’s embrace. “I think Dixie marries 


Freud's Pleasure and Reality Principles. He satisfies his biological and psychological needs burt as 
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safely ashe can I igure fairies are Carpenter’ ‘gay consciousness’ hitting our streets. By sde-stepping 
‘roles they shuck ther precious manly status in our pathetic macho society. They are evolutionares! 
“Madcap chefs, Robin Goodfellows, turbulent and uncontrolled, merry wanderers of the night. Cooking 
‘up storm, Donnie. They are cooking up one helluva storm! Their ingredients are magic and tribal 
anarchy! They are archetypal ricksters. Contrary ones turing life inside out. Theyre ying together 
"unseen links of force, Donnie. They prove we are not what we do in bed but what we do in our head!" 

Donough laughed at his rarcy tipsy lover, undid Robs tic, and refilled his glass, 

“And, oh, Donnie! Isnt there something somewhere about all Americans being crested equal 
and about inalienable rights andthe Lucretian pursuit of happiness being everyone's right? Aren't we 
say-boys Americans? Do we need our own Fifteenth Amendment to certify us free and equal? These 
reeps want to extinguish us the way those Puritans extinguished the Pequods of Nantucket!" 


“Hmnnnn,” Donough Gaylord ventured to say before adding: "Among the Lakota, Navaho, 


Crow, and many othe tribes, thers cross-dressing shamanic priesthood of men chosen by the spirits 
of Nature to follow a roe that isthe total integration ofthe male and female spirit. The natives believe 
{his integration gives the Berdache, asthe chosen few ar called, unique spiritual postion and 
‘viewpoint that is often missed by the individual sexes. Their existence extends into the creation stories 
ofthe Five Worlds. They dance a dance no man should know, The Dance ofthe Moon Maiden. They 
also perform all womens duties, including "companionship forthe warriors on their month-long 
hunting partes, and live like ou fries among them. However, Christian lines are now being drawn on 
goverment reservations fora more rigid separation of sex roles to eliminate the Berdache.” 

Donough paused to take a 


‘am not making this up, my dear. They believe the more semen a young man orally ingests, the taller 


of Irish whiskey. "Then there's the Sambia tribe in Indonesia. 1 


and stronger he will grow. Each is an authorized pompeur de dard.” He laughed when Rober’s eyes 


‘grew wide as daisies. "And there is another tribe, the Marind-Aims, for whom anal ingestion makes the 
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youth rugged and manly and really zough warriors!" 

“Oy! That isthe most divine rite of passage! Must be a closed shop, no?" The two men laughed 
‘umultuously and kissed spontaneously. "Does Freud really say kissing is a perversion, Donnie?” 

"Yup. Because the parts of the body involved are not the sexual apparatus, They constitute the 


entrance to the digestive tract. The mouth, you see, is nota sexual organ.” 


Donough laughed and began to gently outline Robert's lips with the fingers on his right hand, "I 
think Freud is using the mouth as part of his argument that homosexual sex involves the actual sex 
‘organs and is therefore nor a perversion. He doesnt want us to be separated from the rest of mankind, 
He says all human beings are capable of making a homosexual object-choice and do all the time in their 
‘unconscious. Libidinal attachments to persons ofthe same sex play a part in ‘normal’ mental life. He 


also says we inverts’ retain the mental qualities of masculinity ~ 


“Ul say!" Robert put his lass aside and ran his privileged roaming fingers through Donough's 
newly trimmed hair. Then he expertly began unbuttoning the white shirt, "Yes, my fierce wrestler’ yes, 
indoed! Ive been reading Darwin for Doctor Prun’s History of Mlcas class 'm auditing at Cris House, 
1's funny how fahioorsed he is by the heavy, calri-intensive peacock’ tail, visible omament hardly 
helping a male peacock escape is predators. It seems to exist for beauty’ sake alone Al he aviary 
performances: the dancing the colorful feathers, the singing are thought 1 


to attract mates by the 
‘merely beautiful’ says Doctor Prum. The theory is called honest signaling.’ He says sexually attractive 
traits provide information about genetic fitness. So, your chiseled jaw, among other sometime visible 


‘omaments, my darling, advertises robust health and a 


sperm count! So, every time we find co- 
evolution between advertisement and evaluation, he proposes we have art! So flowers like you, are at.” 
Donough grinned adjusting his body so Robert could remove his shit. "Well, to quote Mister 


Emerson: 'Give me initiative, spermatic, prophesying, man-making words' like “Art” 
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Robert laughed opening Donough's silver belt buckle. "So, we make our object-choices based. 
‘on what strikes us as beautiful in other people. You know, in the straight world colorful fairies are the 
predominant image of all us queers because they are acoustic and visual in daylight like birds. Men 
‘watch their own reflections in Dixie's behavior in order to judge their own, He isa mirror and a 


‘measure for masculi 


strength and beauty. As you are, toots. But while he is perceived as a ‘negative,’ 


{1 with these caloriesinensive,highly-vsible omaments called muscles are revered as ‘posi 
‘You and that gorgeous guy inthe comer spying onus fom beneath the grape arbo.* 

Robert wriggle out of his own shirt while piating atthe marble bas-relief portrait of Hadrian's 
beloved Antinous from the send century signed by Antonianos of Aphrodisias and bought from 
Stanford Wi 


. The exacting realism of the fice made the piece striking and haunting. The young head 
‘was pensively inclined and framed by the grapevine twined in its hair in supple arabesques symbolic of 


the brevity of life. "Little does the ignorant world suspect your affinities 


Dixie Dugan, lover boy: 
Lets face it: we are no in the least ike thems, the straights. Who in his right mind would want tobe?" 
Donough grunted and looked uncomfortable. He sat up and removed his black, sik socks. 
"Donnie, tobe overtly, actively homo-sexual in a homo-social world fll of buddy-buddy 
contact seared now of same-sex intimacy sa hgely political actt So called ‘masculinity'is being 
requisitioned into the service of social Darwinism! Fairies are wayward nor fallen angels. They are 


sexual suffragettes! Our gang wants assimilation. Dixie's chorus, 


igh-Licking in the streets for 
affirmation of thei differences and their right to pursue happiness as they so wish. The time is come 
for the rest oF us to make ourselves known as variants of them. somehow. Variants of masculinity. We 
‘must lft the veil with Walt and fight.somehow, maybe side-by-side with Emma Goldman, sary as 
that may seem. Should we invite her to dinner? Isn't this about friendship in all its forms and 
democratic polity? Like Margaret Fuller said, ‘We must live inthe idea of the all, then all will be ours.” 


"She also said, fe rushes wide and free’ Hmnnnn. Spermatic Emerson describes friendship 


CHILDREN OF PARADISE / 70 
with other men asa delicious torment and we seek our friend with an adulterous passion, which would 
appropriate him to ourselves.’ Of course, mal friendship back then, before that awful word--" 

"We must create the means for holding hands in public, Donnie! We must treat our ‘tiendship’ 
‘ith the roughest courage, Down with erotophobia! What nature devises must be respected by 
«all! Nurse Brigid said Nature intends’ men to love only women. Dicky says Nature has n0 intentions, 
only people have intentions. Opportunities for a better world are all around us. The question is why we 
don't avail ourselves of them? The powers of this world will rockon with us faggots yet!" 

Donough roared with delight and kissed Robert passionately. “Armand was not amused when 
‘you and Vadril gave him a red tie for his birthday, Robbie. Our generation treasures our form of 
privileged privacy that need not speak its name, It is no one’s business" 

“Ub-huh, Not even Jim and Huck can live on a raft forever, however lovely iis, pet. It was no 
‘one’s business until men started getting arrested for appropriating each other as we do all ofthe time, at 
every opportunity like now, and again later atthe end of the day, and tomorrow in the beginning ofthe 
day, in the mille ofthe day on weekends- 

Alright already! I take your point, my darting. ‘Come on along, come on along, and let me take 
_you ‘in’ my the hand." Donough crooned his favorite popular song while removing his white silk 
shorts, “and give me another homogenic kiss in the middle ofthe evening in front ofthis lovely fire 
But first, go lock the door, please. True men do not like to be interrupted performing the day's most 
sacred ritual. Hurry! Take me in your hand! | fee! immoral longings.” 


‘Shedding the last of his clothes, Robert stood looking down at all of Donough Gaylord stirring 


inside his pathological defect under his gaze, thinking of Oberon's once-white flower called “love-in= 
idleness" turning purple with love's wound. "I's a pansy, like us. But idle not for long..." And as Walt 
‘commands his wrestler, he said aloud-~ "don't keep your heaviest grip for the last..."" 


Later, when he was able to talk again, he whispered: “Immoral longings? That's prety funny. 
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(Only it’s not if you think we could be arrested for so rigorously exercising our reproductive advantages 
in the calisthenics of ‘emotional, heroic, muscular, adhesive love Boy! I do enjoy wrestling with you!" 


“Its no secret you enjoy adhesion, my enthusiastic lirico-spinto. You sing your joui sance on. 


the ascent, hovering mid-air, and with ear-spliting dramatic climaxes! You also enter the shadow realm 
‘of dissonance to express emotional extremes and the unsayable just like Schoenberg and Stravinsky.” 


Robert laughed contentedly. "Well, your basso chest notes are pretty impressive, too, maestro! 


Its both whar you do and the way that you do it! You are the bestest in the land, my honey lamb, 
‘Aren't we the lucky ones? And isn't music the food of love anyway?” 

‘The next morning when Donough and Robert were having breakfast in the sun room, they heart 
the front doorbell ring and conjectured who could be calling so early inthe day, There was a long pause 
before Taio entered with a moue distorting his lovely, unlined face. “Some creature says It wants to see 


{you, Mister Robert. Says It works for you at your school. 


calls Iself Richard Dug-gin?™ 

“Bing him i, please, Taio.” 

“Bring Ii here?” 

“Taio! His name is Mister Dugan tous. Gt grip! Have you been into the saki this morning?” 

‘aio tilted his upper body inthe mos frigid manner as only an elderly Japanese man with 
perfect manners could manage without looking like some stiff dress extra in a community production 
of The Mikado, Since he no longer bowed to either Robert o¢ Donough, this was an eloquent 
expression of his disapproval and of his most profound concem forthe dignity ofthe Gaylord 
establishment. “Fortunately it is snowing” he muttered ashe exited very, very slowly as itheading 
toward his death, to further underline his disdain and grief over the eclipse oftheir reputation. 

“What the devil has snow got todo with anything?” Donough wondered aloud, 

“Oh my honey lamb, snow means fewer people onthe streets to witness our disgrace. Slow-top 


this morning, ch? You could have fooled me with your immoral longings at matins. I also means the 
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tiny audience out there lessens the possibility of Taio having to perform hara-kiri any time soon, I 
‘won't have to ask Kenneth to hide his earving knives before I eave for work.” 


Donough choked on a mouthful of coffee and quickly-grabbed a linen napkin, As if in a farce, 


re-entered, bowed again with even greater acerbity, motioned with a thumb behind him, and 
smiled iily as he announced: “Mister Dug-gin™ 

“It’s Doooooooe0o000000gan, sweetheart! Richard Dooooooevooogan!” 

“That willbe all, Taio, Thank you, Taio. Hullo, Dicky. Come in and have something to at, 
‘won't you? Sit down, You've not met Donough, have you?” Taio exited so quickly Robert expected to 


see a breeze move the curls artfully pomaded in an arrangement on top and around Dicky's head, “Do 


take your coat and scarf off, Dicky. Make yourself at home. Aren't you warm in all that fury stl 

“That Chink is areal pisser!™ 

“He's Japanese by birth. Good moming, Richard. I'm Donough Gaylond. Would you like some 
coffee? I should leave you to it, Robbie, I'm sure you two have business to discuss.” Donough rose, 
noxlded politely to Richard, and said as he exited, “Taio says pork chops tonight! Good to meet you, 
Dicky. I"ve heard a fot about you. Robbie tells me he could not do his current job without you." 

“Did you really say that about me?” Dicky quietly asked Robert after Donough exited 

“Yes, Dicky. it’s tre, I did say that about you because itis tra, Have you eaten?” 

It was true. The Art Department’ administrative office was in chaos when Robert agreed to 
become its temporary Director. There was an inchoate filing system, a huge backlog of correspondence 
‘with the various departmental heads; state and city financial report forms were in arrears. The previous 
Director and the Assistant Director were not prepared forthe stunning growth of their Department. Just 
‘8s Hull House had evolved into athirteen-building complex in a litle under two decades, so 
Christopher House, originally a large mansion owned by Cyrus Christopher, had sprouted wings 


(literally); it now enveloped full city block and included the Art Department's classrooms and 
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darkrooms, its large working theater with rehearsal studios for its well-eviewed multi-lingual plays, 
dance and opera performances, musical concerts, and debating society events, as well sits ant gallery. 
is first day on the job, the only person with time to speak to Robert was Richard Dugan, the 
stylish office boy. He not only spoke but was full of critical information about the work t be done and 
the best way todo it. While Robert deal for days withthe Art Department's enraged-from-neglect 
Division Chiefs, mostly listening and making notes, he gave Dicky simple assignments, such as fling. 
Dicky overhauled the filing system, researched and completed the financial forms, sorted the 
correspondence into “Throw Out,” “Answer Some Day Soon,” and “Uingnt!” By visiting the various 


divisional secretaries, he completed the sign-up sheets forthe rehearsal rooms and confirmed the Main 


‘Stage’s calender forthe season's performing ats repertoire—a prime source of Divisional contention-- 
‘and wrote the press releases. He coordinated dress and technical rehearsals forthe various societies 
Greeks (Electra, lalians (Cavalleria Rusticanna), Yiddish (Der Dibu), and French (Scapin), opera 
(Verdi's Otello), ballet (an evening of Swan Lake excerpts), thirteen musical evenings (six soloists, four 
chamber groups, three full symphony orchestra performances), 

He also set up Robert's personal calendar for teaching and shooting performers, rehearsals, 
performances; then he signed him up for an acting class with the new Russian teacher who had studied 
with Stanislavsky because Robert had confessed his delight in photographing the artists for press 
releases and his interest in "the process of creating a character,” instigated by his love of theater and 
‘motion pictures. The students were obsessed with the motion pictures, and Sholom-Meyer believed a 
detailed seenario would soon become essential tothe successful realization ofa film as opposed to the 
current method of using nothing more than an outline of plot and character. He was determined to 
teach a photo-playwriting course, Robert would soon be teaching a practical film course, too, 

Inhis spare time, Dicky proofed the complicated (and dreaded) Christopher House Annual 


Report and sent it off tothe printer, along with the newest catalog of classes. He also re-trained (by 
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example) the Director's secretary to answer the phone properly, to take messages legibly, to keep the 
Director's calendar dutifully, and to foster intcr-divisional cooperation at every opportunity by being, 
polite no matter the provocation from "the hot-headed Chiefs who think themselves Artistes.” 

Robert made him Assistant Director. “Blame it oa the Saint Vincent de Paul Society for 
Orphans and Loyola High School,” he said, quelling the Board's suspicions about Dicky’s lack of 
experience by stressing his first-rate “Christian” education even though Dicky had confessed he 
‘worshiped atthe altar of "Moonology,” the truly Christian science of loving your neighbor provided he 
bbe good looking, “The priests have taught Mister Dugan wel,” Robert insisted. “He has enrolled in our 
Business School to lear accounting to edit the meshuggge Annual Report. The kid's a star!” Robert 
joked. Nobody laughed except Mrs. Gage, 
‘where true competence is not valued sufficiently very lke in the government's Ci 


attendance to give “moral support in an immoral universe 


l Service, 


“Moral suppor, indeed!” Robert thought as he watched Dicky unwind a six-foot bright red 
scarf from around his neck after sloughing off fake beaver fur coat and nearly overturning the round 
‘lass table in the sun room by his exertions. While he pecled off his outer garments he talked nonstop 
at remarkable speed with an exaggerated New York street accent-mostly gone missing at work. Robert 
adored the hard edged, grammar fluid and stilted cadence of it 

“Ya husband has silver-gray orbs! I ain't never seen anyone with silver-gray orbs! He's love on 
toast, Mistuh Gaylord. Aa’ I thought you was somethin’) Ya are somethin’ with ya green ones. But what 
4 slab o’man-meat he is! Wooo-whee! Dressed in a bathin’ suit, he'd win a Coney Island beauty contest 
digits up! Uh! Unt Un! How do ya keep ya paws an’ tongue offa hint?” 

“Why would Ibe so stupid?” There was a moment's pause before both of them roared with 
laughter, “Okay. Now that shat's settled, do you want coffee or tea, Dicky?" 

‘There was another pause before Dicky burst into tears, serious, heartbreaking tears. They 


‘caused the kohl around his big hazel eyes to run. Robert nearly overturned the table rising to clutch the 
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boy's trembling hand. Stil sobbing, Dicky blurted out: “My sistuhs made me do it! When 1 blabbed. 
how I ragged ya about doin’ Iggy and what trouble I cause ya they made me come here apologize this 
‘mornin’ in the mide othe freezing night. nearly bolted when Miss Butterfly closed the door in my 
0b and made me stam onthe stoop like a dog turd. But they are on guard patrol out there and 
‘woulda Killed mei ried ta beat it. And then ya both was so nice tame! Oh, shit!” 

(fT he went nto more tears and sobs. 

“Your sisters ae outside inthis feezing weather?” 

“Yeah. They're used to bein’ on the streets in freezin’ weather. Neither rain, nor snow, nor 
sleet nor hail can keep us from out appointed rounds! This neighborhood's real snazzy. Pity there's too 


much fuzz hungry for payors, so we don’t spend much time huntin” and fishin” here. Tough titty, I say. 


Everyone round here has air in his pants that's clean and smells prety. 
“Go get them and bring them in, Dicky. How many are there?” 
“Two. One fer each side o°me. Are ya serious? Won't the Jap quit on ya” 
“Fl come with you and hold the door open, Taio's not young and I don’t know how we'd 
survive if we lost him to a hear atack.” 
“Does he have heart?” 
“You'd be surprised, Dicky. He’s not ed a sheltered life.” 
“Does he know you're queers?” 
“He'd have to be deaf and blind not to know how much we love each other.” 


“Ya do love each other, don’tcha? I could sce his love fa ya in those Athena silver-gray eyes o! 


his. I'm gonna find someone ta love me like that some day. I dunno how it’s gonna happen... jiss know 
it will, My sistuhs think me demented. It don’t happen often to the likes-a us. It does happen 
sometimes. Mostly Trade sets us up in a place of our own. It’s always good while it last.” 


His sisters were hesitant in response to Dicky’s wave-signal. It took Robert's wave to get them 
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‘up the steep steps into the foyer. The large arrangement of Japanese chrysanthemums fringed with 
silver like shooting stars captured in a blue willow-patter cachepot drew the tall, thin, bleached 
platinum-blond one further into the long hallway after furiously stamping the snow offhis red fake-fur 
‘boots in order not to sol the Turkish carpets. He evidently loved flowers. The second, a sprightly, slim, 
cofee-dark boy with lage features, was captivated by the white Persian cat who appeared on the 
staircase to greet them. 

“His name is Cael,” Robert said in introduction, “He loves to visit.” The two young men wore 
‘ed scarves similar to the one once wrapped around their sister’s neck. They, too, wore fake beaver 
‘coats and had koht around their big, expressive eyes. “My name is Robert.” 

“I be Jessi from Georgia. She be Miss Toni Blossom. She be a florist, Nice place ya got here, 
Robert. Nice and warm, Nice and roomy.” 

“Yeah, right, Margie!” Dixie chortled, moving around the front parlor like a bantam-weight 
palace!” 
“How you know what a palace be, rooster butt? My folks was bom on a huge plantation in 


fighter, hands on hips, strutting and swaggering. “It's only a fu 


Gcorga.Youe sloped in a she-been in County Mayo! O’course mine be slaves but we niggers sil all 
be slaves So poke yo thin fps back i, Miss Brazen Thing, you! And don’t ol yo eyes at me." 
Without missing a beat Jesse tured his attention to his ost. "Your husband's ikea freedom tin 
runnin’ trough ny veins,” he coved in a rough whisper, moving close enough to squeeze Robert's 


right bicep. “Oooh-whee! I thought Sistuh Dix was actin’ a honky fool when she say you make her go 


‘wet in all her girly places. Diddle-me if tain’ the truth! Dumb-bells?” 
Robert smiled. “Downstairs. Have you had breakfast, Jessie? Blossom, are you hungry?" 


“She always hungry, po' ho! bitch. I do not know why she ain't fat as a donkey's do-it 


“These flowers are diwinely super, Mister Gaylord,” Miss Blossom proclaimed in her soft 


breathy voice. “Did Jerwy do them at the Gwamerey Florist? They have his touch on them.” 
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“Yes, he did. Call me Robert, Blossom, please. Do you know Jerry?” 
“Does she know Jerry!” Dixie said with another chortle, eyes raised to Heaven, hips swaying, 


“Yes, Ido know Jerwy,” Blossom answered flatly with a tat glance to Dixie that shut him right 


He was my wery firs job in flowers. He got me my cuwwent place at The Ritz Hotel.” 

“Miss Blossom is a genius with the lowers,” Jessie said with no “character” accent and with 
true pride in his sister’s gifts. “I'm in retail myself I'm a stock boy in the shoe department at Macy's. 
Great sales on at present, you know, Robert. We're having a wonderful holiday season. Have you been 
to our store lately?” 


“Yes, was there yesterday. Okay. Now, off with your gear and come into the sun room, We 


have a lotto talk about 


‘They all tered. Robert laughed, thinking: “When in Rome, 
‘Thore were many detours on the way to the sun room, Jessie made a bee-line forthe van Eyck 
as quickly asa sparrow lands on a breadcrumb. He pressed his hand over his heart and fluttered his 


Fingers to show how his heart was palpitating. "Ot 


hhe squealed. "Be still my heart! Aint’ 
that the most dee-vine red party dress you ever did see, sistuhs?* 

Dickie, a Loyola boy at heart, was taken aback. "Jessie! That's Jesus at Cana changing water 
into wine. It was his very first miracle Isa red cloak not" 

"1 know party gear when I do see it, Dixie Mac! And I know my Jesus would'a made a ole woo! 
cloak into a jewel-encrusted gown. He invented our style. How could he not bein’ as He is the son 0! 
God, baby? And don't He look happy working His first miracle even if His Mama did insist He keep 
the party from goin’ down the ter-lit. Don't you know nothin’ about how He celebrated life?" 

Robert looked at the painting with new eyes. He always saw the complex folds ofthe red cloak 
shimmering with sunlight mimicking liquid gold in its creases. In theater, he knew, costumes 
symbolized character. However, the miracle-worker’stightly-closed lips were suddenly, possibly, 


forming a smile, although the Bible said He was annoyed by his mothers request and it was one ofthe 
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many imes He rudely snapped at her; never having time fr family. He couldn't get away fast enough 

“Luke tells us Jesus wept” Jessie continued. "How could He laugh knowin’ Future Christians be 
praisn’self-Magelation and buildin a busnesson His suffi’? Pastor says they had a twisted love for 
their Roman conguerers who crucified them bythe thousand and no se forthe kind and gentle Jesus!" 

“esses cow ect, Mau! Blossom insisted with a breathy determination, “Tesus is quite happy 
bein’ ata party celebwating life.” 

Good grit” Roberts amatcurslcuth mind raced: Donough’s guru, Freud, wrote an essay, "A 
Child Being eaten,” andthe Pastors idea of Christian suffering sa intermalization of the Roman 
oppressor producing internalized set hatred, masochism tinged with pleasure, a regressive substitute 
forthe abhorred genital relationship’ was a stuner. "No wonder they think sexi pus infection. Poor 
babies!" Watching Dix go int his sting dance again, he concluded: “Jesus the celebrant. Christ 
‘he commandant? Oh,” he sad, smiling broadly. "Maude? Dixie Mac? Miss irazen Thing? Bingo.” 


He got itt As Vadriel would say: the penny dropped. In own on a hot summer's ev 


Robert, Donough, Vadriel, and Armand would drive out to Coney Island. They never swam in the 
‘mobbed ocean because carting wet bathing togs was a nuisance on the rides, or strolling along the 
boardwalk playing booth games, or watching the male and female beauty contests, or eating pastrami in 
the saloons. Their favorite was Diamond Tony's where the sensational Ray Walker played a "hot" 
ragtime piano, and a very talented, pretty, young brunette sang and danced. Her name was Mae West 
Hand on hip, mouth set in a naughty pout, eyes laughing, Mae attitudinized in her naughty 
‘monologues and sang Walker's current hit song, "Goodnight, Nurse" in a highly stylized, coolly self- 
‘mocking manner that oozed flrtatiousness, nonchalance, boyish ease, and influenced Dixie's toughened 
patter, The popular song was usually followed by “Isn't She a Brazen Thing?" All four friends saw her 
‘open the bill at the Victoria Hammersmith Theatre with those numbers, doa truly funny monologue on 


hher nemesis, the goody-goody movie star Mary Pickford just within the limits of the Vaudeville 
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Decency Code, few notches higher than Burlesgue. She danced up storm with the stu, stagger, and 
ick step of George M. Cohen combined with the footwork ofa bantam-weight boxer leamed from 
her dad, a small-time fighter wih the moniker Bai’ Jack. 

‘The Hammersith headliner was Bun Williams, a Black dag queen whose characters were the 
checky dames Margie and Maude: gossiy secretaries, beautician, party gis lis, He wore a red wig 


‘nd enormous picture hats. The most outrageously gay performer on the American stage, he was sent 


‘up in one of Mac's funniest monologues: "It aint what you do, it’s the way that you do it! Ob, yeah!" 
the van Eyck gave them pause, the Picasso and Braque Cubist paintings reframing vision 

thanks tothe cinema made them reel, as did the Matisse cut-outs. “It's like a flower awangement,” 

Blossom remarked before she gasped when Cezanne's landscape emerged from the colors, Muybridge’s 


""Nude Man Running” and Robert's photographs of male nudes drew squeals in the study: “I've a show 


at 201 on Fifth Avenue next month and you must all come! Stieglitz won't show any of these nudes yet 


He won't show any male nudest You can die from the beauty of men'” He had trouble dragging them 


from spinning the zeotrope making the nude man run until he offered a tour of his basement studio and 
dark room. They all agreed to pose for portraits soon as he could schedule them, 

‘Thore was unfeigned enthusiasm over the actual flower arrangements in many ofthe rooms, 
and over the Art Nouveau furniture, the blazing Tiffany windows, the bright colors ofthe walls, the 
comfy” chairs in the library, and the views into the snowy back Japanese-style garden. They all played 
Cacl’s favorite games with him of hide-and-seek and chase the wine cork. The four of them became 
rather raucous discussing the beauty of men; when they finally reached the sun room, then grew quite 
serious when Dicky started talking about love. He had been struck tothe soul by the look he saw in 
Donough Gaylord’s eyes as he said goodbye for the day and thanked Robert for the pork chops. 

“Ee wanted to kiss you goodbye, didn’t he, Robert? 


"Yes. He always does.” 
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“Bet he kisses you when he comes home at night.” Miss Blossom swore. 

“Always.” 

‘There was a deep silence. 

“It be all about love, ain’t it, girls?” 

Al four nodded in answer to Miss Jessie's whispered question. 


Later that momming, Robert with a subdued Richard Dugan went to vi 


it Mrs. Gage. On the 
advice of his wise sisters, Richard had not even his buffed, pink fingemails intact thanks to Taio nail 
polish remover, Dicky again burst into tears apologizing for his behavior with Nurse O'Flynn, Mrs, 
Gage had received a phone call from the distraught Director of Christopher House detailing the latest 
‘brouhaha in the Art Department as if the sky had fallen on his head. “The man's utterly useless, 
Robert!” Florence admitted, quite touched by the sincerity of Richard's distress. She saw him atthe 
House many times and had always been put off by his dramatic presentation of himself. He seemed 
quite “normal” sitting in her front parlor sipping tea with lemon surrounded by her ancestral portraits 
and dark Turner paintings suited to the heavy mahogany furniture and magenta-papered walls. 

‘She was relieved to sce the new Assistant Director wasn’t wearing make-up on his rather sweet 
Irish face today. And his auburn hair was combed back from his forehead instead of being arranged in 
courts resembling a meringue, The heavy koh! around his eyes when last she saw him had actually made 


her feel queasy. “I told the House Director you were more than capable of resolving litle differences 


between members ofthe staff, Robert. And I suggest you kil that O"Flynn woman. 
All three laughed merrily. Robert stood at visits end. He was startled when instead of shaking. 
‘Mrs. Gage’s extended bejeweled hand, Dicky kissed her on her roughed cheek. It was a spontaneous, 
natural gesture of affection om his part causing Freddie's mother to think of her own affectionate son in 
Paris. She and her husband were to be with him in Rome, over the Winter Solstice. She suddenly 


missed him teribly. 
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Looking out his front window on the evening of the Winter Solstice holding Cael in his arms, 
Robert hummed Some of These Days,’ and knew he had made the right decision about his birthday. 
He knew Donough would approve. Their friends Mortimer and Goodbody were in London for the 
season, They could join him and Donough and Vadeiel and Armand in Paris. It was years since they 
visited Chartres~"That fervent, joyous, prayer in stone!"—where they would enter the Medieval 
Iabyrinth set into the nave's pavement beneath the rose window, and slowly walk its scheme, moving, 


forward trustingly one step ata time until they found themselves safely at its center. "As with the 


‘human hear,” he thought, "it will take us to where fulfillment lies in this our life’ 
‘They could also go to Mont St. Michel, an island, magical as Manhattan, When he closed his, 


‘eyes, he saw the Archangel on the bell turret It morphed in his imagination into Barthol 


iberty in 


‘New York harbor holding high a torch impregnating the world with dreams of inalienable rights. "She's 


perfect to crown the Christmas tree at Gaywyck! Ist our Paradise founded on mutual benefit?” 


as Paris he wished most to i 


it. Lacking New Yorks playfulness and wit, it was the most 
‘revolutionary city in the Western world, identifying how New York made individuality and the 


‘morality of authenticity manifest~"Reread Montesquieu's Persian Letters; 


where he posited for the 
first time how men can be themselves only if free and equal.” Ever since meeting Florence at the 
‘opera, he longed for Paris and Freddie Gage. Robert loved sweet-tempered Freddie, with his 
‘enchanting laugh. How was he handling his “predicament,” which is what he called his love of men’? 
‘Would these new “homosexual” arrests strangle the pursuit of happiness? The intolerance for 
‘male nudes among the male-dominated “high art” photography brigade was certainly being encouraged 
by this curtailing of liberty. Even the public baths in the Tenderloin and the East Village were being 
raided. A needy fellow was safe nowhere. They were raiding hotels. Next the bribed men in blue would 
be breaking into homes at the request of nosy neighbors. One did not need the sleuthing skills of Poe's 


Dupin or Sherlock Holmes to see what was coming around this mountain of looming skyscrapers. 
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In was sear. An escape tothe capitol of the I9th-century was even more attractive. As with the 
beauty of men, the beauty of Pars and the fuss over food sharpened his senses. It was also touted asthe 
City of Lovers? Robert Whyte Gaylord asked his pal Cael if he had ever heard anything so silly in his 
‘hole life?" think it's the “amily of eyes’ in the cafés making people exhibitionists. They do obsess 
bout Love ina way that makes a loving person growl with suspicion.” 

‘The newspapers and magazines were romancing the mega-ships: one being builtin Belist 
called the Titanic and the other being builtin Quincy, Massachusets, by Vadel's Vail Lines called the 
S'S. Thomas Jefferson. Two of Roberts favorite people, Goodbody and Mortimer, were booked! on the 
Titanc’s maiden voyage from England in Apri; Robert and Donough planned to meet them a the 
‘White Star pier after watching the Olympic’ new sister ship enter Miss Liberty's New York harbor. 

Robert passed on Vai’ offer to cross in March on the SS. Jefferson's maiden voyage. No 
sales pitch promising vas stabilizers and massive propellers maintaining "agente sway" in the Grand 
Salon and eliminating six-inch rims on tables to keep food out ofthe passengers laps in rough seas 
ould sel him a winter crossing evr. He nearly died of seasickness half-dozen times strapped in his 
bred erying during storms. (Riding on the sea fora week in a vibrating, rocking, bouncing, creaking, 
buzzing machine te size ofa flattened skyscraper however beautifully appointed ized his nerve 
ends. on a calm, windless day when the quivering water in the swimming pool barely sloshed aginst its 


‘wo-foot rims. Even then, the vast ocean beneath him "Two and a half miles down!?*- was an 


incomprehensible behemoth) Late April maybe. Once on baad, superdlune First Class on a 
“Mating palace” was a separate country, especially when traveling with Mister Vail however it was 
sil onthe sae smal planet as Second and Third and shared weather conditions ifaothing else, He 
fel like a moving target in Neptane's warzone. 

“Fah-get-abouit, hon!” he told Cae in perfect imitation of Dixie Dugan. 


“No, thanks, hon,” he said adamantly. "Tm saving my screams for the Fort Lee roller coaster!" 
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‘Vadtriel had laughed. "Robbie, my dear friend, the Vail Corporation is attending closely to the 
Misters Wright flying machine. We are investing ini military history, Just asthe Mélés fantastique 
film about rocketing tothe moon does foretell the future, I believe a commercial airline is an 
bsolute...n0t las, for our next trip abroad. For today, we, the Vail crew, are at your service.” 
“Enough steady! Off we go!” he exclaimed to startled, swayed-awake eat as they made their 
‘way to the music room where Robert would play Chopin's noctume in E-flat major, Opus 9, Number 2, 
to keep himself in the mood for Paris and gratcful forthe pulsating passion of his tardy lover's 
homecoming embrace, Aloud, he sang a current Tin Pan Alley tune delighting in its risque lyrics: 
“Come, Josephine, in my flying machine 
Going up she goes! Up she goes? 
‘Balance yourself like a bird on a beam! 
{nthe air she goes! There she goes! 
Up! Up! A lite bit higher? 


‘Oh! My! The moon is on fire. 
‘Stefano Gruppo chose a small theater in Rome to make his company's temporary home, Even with the 
King’s royal seal on posters and programs, he worried about appearing hubristic inthe eyes of the 
proud Romans. He knew from experience: the citizens ofthe Eternal City were a provincial lot. Unlike 
the Milanese, they had not valued the performing arts since the end of the era when gladiators fought 
each other and lions ate Christians in the Coliseum. 

‘Bella Maria thought her husband very wise. She hated Rome. She was worshiped in Venice, 
‘venerated in Milan, beatified in Naples, and the only rankling bad review in her illustrious career was 
{in Rome. It was the city's most important critic, a renegade priest who took high umbrage at her Italian 


‘with its slight hint of a Neopolitan accent. “One has to listen with a magnifying glass to hear it.” the 
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Maestro muttered. "He is un porco! Everyone knows he tried to destroy you for refusing to serew him.” 

“Hic is a scumbag, Papa! Pier got her preposterous raves because she did serew him! Ugh! It 
‘was disgusting the way he fawned over her ‘ravishing lips’ and her flawless ‘unaccented” Italian, Now 
she deserves such praise, Then? Never! And her lips are ravishing now as then, But it's the principle of 
the thing, Papa. A woman must have standards.” 

“Some women do, yes. Remember, our Pier loved Donatello Doratti.” 

“She was a child then, Papa She is a beautiful woman now. But she'll probably try to serew 
that porco again just to be sure of a good review. I ear, like most Italian men, he goes both ways. 


‘Something tells me, he'll be beating a path to another dressing room door this time around.” 


though the northern 
disdain for all things southern kept it from being great..at first. The boy himself was seduced by Rome. 
‘The expanse oft, the seven hills of tthe color and luminosity of it, the style of it the historical 


cencrustation of it, the public art of it, the cu 


{in their theall, When not rehearsing 
‘or studying or systematically exercising his body, his voice, and his mind, he was out walking the 
streets, often with Baltasaro who, like Bella Maria, hated Rome. Living ina stable with cab horses 
‘never on the open road was not the gregarious animal's idea of contentment. He began to lose his 


and he flicked 


sheen, His ears drooped. His eyes narrowed whenever one of his human family 


his 


ingrily whenever they spoke affectionately to him. He seemed to have forgotten how to smile, 
‘The Gruppo Troupe had a family confab instigated by Pier Agnelli who visited Baltasaro most 
‘often with little treats, such as apples and grapes. They moved out ofa theatrical boarding house into a 
small townhouse with a large garden where Baltasaro was ensconced, and with windows in the rear 
kitchen where most ofthe activity took place, big windows opened for him to take part in the 
conversations. They included him in their excursions, especially to the market where he could happily 


4o his job carting things in his side wicker baskets. His sunny disposition returned in full braying. 
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Before they took Gatno to their heats, the Romans treasured Baltasaro, The sight of him each 
‘morning patiently shopping in the company of one ofthe Sicilian King’s favored players, sashaying 
down the stoets wearing his stylish straw hat bedecked with flowers and ribboas and proudly bearing a 
smal, elegant placard, lke a jeweled necklace, withthe King's royal gold seal announcing the 
"upcoming programs atthe Teatro Gruppo, was a delight evento the sophisticated Romans who showed 
lite sympathy for animals not cats. He became a favorite ofthe children, each of whom he greeted 
with a warm muzzle and his toothy smile sending them into gleeful paroxysms, There were many mules 
‘working at menial tasks on the streets of Rome. Baltasar averted his immense brown eyes in their 
presence and vailed his long lashes in respect for their honest toi His heart went out to thems he kept 
his distance toting with a lighter clop as gratitude for his own blessed life coursed through his veins. 

(On his jaunts with Gatino, however, he was not on display, Neither was his preoccupied 
companion who, under his own straw hat, merged with the erowd becoming yet another peasant boy i 
baggy cotton trousers and a loose shirt walking with his mule onthe crowded streets of Rome. 

After Gatino's unqualified success a Villa Belice, the Prince assigned his tailor to outfit the 
actor. The visually astute Princess pressed him into adorning her elaborate dinner parties with never 
fewer than fourten gathered around her table beneath a powerful ol amp hung precariously under a 


{ree-sized Murano chandelier. Gatno, the brightest decoration of al, sat to the right ofthe Princess 


‘who "put manners on him.” The game of clothing him reached its apex when the King joined inthe 
fun: diamond cuff links, stickpins, watches, and a gold cross, a prop for Turiddu. 

‘The King extended his visit to Villa Belce demanding performances three nights a weck. The 
‘eat Gruppo’ repertoire grew as rapidly a Gatinos wardrobe and with equal cae. Then came the 
‘command to follow the King to Parma. He was visiting his brother, the Bishop. The company was 


‘expected to perform at his residence, the Palazzo Vescovile, to amuse the King, always bored in 


at-as-a-pancake Parms,” where only the local cheese kept him sane, he swore, before he 
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could escape to Milan andthe opera at La Scala with the Teatro Gruppo in his ever-expanding wake 

‘The stem-looking Palazzo Vescovile wit is ranks of humorless Romanesque arches faced the 
unadorned facade ofthe Parma Cathedral. Crossing the piazza one lovely September morning, Camillo 
entered the cool Duomo to view its dome decorate by the city's most famous painter, Comreggio, a 
Renaissance master of soft coor, warm ight, nd vivid mation. Looking up atthe dizzying 
"Assumption," with the Blesed Virgin Mary ina whl of figures ascending tothe butery glow of 
Heaven atthe top ofthe cupola circular poral to Praise was immersed in he illusionistic 
extravaganza ofthe fresco when be found among those ascending with Herel fllow flipped head- 
cover-eels on loud, his pink drapery up around his neck, and his most private pars uniquely on 

He lifted the binoculars foisted upon him by the flirtatious Bishop who instructed him with a 
lascivious grin not to miss Correggio's "fll moon wit its atendant satelite aimed, he assumed atthe 
hypocrites ofthe earth and the atts ignorant critics. "Corteggios Paradise, Gatto, is incredibly soft: 


the divinity is at once light and matter, very like your living spirit, my dear boy." Camillo laughed out 


Jou atthe image in his binoculars. Whatever Coreggio's motives, there was no mistaking the care he 
lavished on the neatly delineated central crater in the "moon," a lovely flowerett tinted with a dozen 
‘mottled tones: the purest cinnamon disputed with gorgeous purple, the color of a Bishop's robes. 
"Ab," Camillo thought: "buchi della veriti—holes of ruth!” Surely, the message was that 

pleasures ofthe flesh will not keep us from Paradise, and he quoted softy in English: 

"But at my back | always hear 

Time's winged chariot hurrying near: 

And yonder all before us lie 


Deserts of vast eternity. 


The grave's a fine and private place, 
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‘But none I think do there embrace..." 

After being acclaimed in Milan tothe extent there were tickets at Scala available at every price, 
his popularity evolved into fame with the opening night in Rome. Gatino learned fast to treasure his 
cloak of anonymity. One day out walking with him in Rome, Bella Maria was dumbfounded when on 
the Via Veneto no one recognized the glamorous exponent of Thomas Carlyle's “poet of cloth,.a 
clothes wearing man," a man who made elegance a way of life while avoiding romantic self> 
preoccupation, a man on the caver of every magazine at every newsstand inthe city along with 
photographs, engravings and five porcelain figurines of him on sale. “Has everyone gone blind?” she 
exclaimed honestly bemused. “Yesterday you were mobbed outside the theater!” 

“itend, Diva Divine!” he commanded mimicking Yakov: "People expect to see me outside our 
theater! Here Iam an unknown Camitlo Salina doing what they are doing-out walking with a friend in 


shop-window fancy duds! The best place to hide a lea 


a tree, no? Do you want to be out walking 
‘with that idolized fellow Gatino?” he asked with his sly grin. 

‘She nodded thinking him gone mad now that he was ensconced not like Baltasro in their back 
‘garden but deep inside the wolls mouth-in bocea df lupo. Suddenly, she was surrounded by excited 
people; some of the young women were actually sereaming as if someone had just been run over by the 
horse and carriage the two players escaped into with a hasty flourish. There beside her waving to the 
‘gathered throng sat Gatino in his full radiance. “I missed it,” she said even more bemused, “What the 
hell did you do, Divo Divine?” 

“I shook the leaf from the tree. Let me try a litle my English! Words ae very rascals, no? Ogg 
sempre! 1 do not spigot Gattino on and off. requisition him. Simple!” He laughed articulating this for 


the first time, “Shakespeare says, the world is my stage, yes? I lift the curtain. I smile Gatino’s second 


balcony smile. Voila! They see him! Its fun! The only honest fun thing being famoso." 


And famous he was. Day in and day out, Rome forgot itself in order to remember him. Day in 
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and sixteen-hour-day out he worked at his craft inadvertently celibate except for private moments in 


‘bed or bath. He ignored all the love letcr,all the people crashing into his dressing room with flowers 


anu diner invitations, He sang scales, stretched, worked every muscle om his body singly and in 
soup, jgeled, walked on his hands, did $00 push-ups and situps, and lard lines. He took acting 
lessons from the Maestro and Bella Maria an from Italy's greatest Shakespearean actor Ermete 
accon who voluntered his services) fencing lessons from Stefano, miming lessons from Yakov 
(ho tok a six-month eave from Petersburg). Then he practiced his myriad lines over and over on the 
Jong walks with Batasaro who loved the sound of his voice whispering in his cars, Al the while 


obli 


jous to his surroundings, he was invisible among the strangers going about their business in the 


fallin jumerable Roman dusks. 


In one glorious Roman dusk, an American ex-patrit living in Paris, Alfred (Freddie) Gage Il si 


foot blond with Alaskan-husky iee-blue eyes and very regular Nordic features, was taking a slow 
passeggiata with his mother, Mrs. Florence Gage, a New York socialite with a social conscience who 
Voluntecred. On a quiet, cobbled, picturesque side-stret, they were wrapping up a tense nuts-and-bolts 
conversation about “The Future,” a conversation assigned to his competent wife by Alfred Gage I, 
Freddie's famous "robber-baron” or “pillar of society” father depending on the speaker, whose railroads 
and banks, copper mines and newspapers comprised the corporate empire supplying most ofthe 
endless hard cash constituting his son’s remarkably hefty monthly allowance. 

“Lean live on my dividends, Mother. Remember that, please. Or I can give Art Tours.” 


“Oh, for God's sake, Freddie! Just because we want you to start this 


ing of a career doesn't 
‘mean we're threatening to dsinherit you. Really! You do dramatize things in the most common way. 
“Sorry.” he muttered, his blue eyes darkling in exasperation. 


“Sorry, my foot!” And she laughed. "You're twenty-six now, No longer a child. Your father 
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and I agree it is time you finally found yourself. You did so well at Harvard, Freddie. Everyone said 
‘you had a great future ahead of you" 

You mean all of your friends? Would they be interested in my Art Tours? What else can one 
do with a degree in Art History from Harvard, Mother? I can't paint worth a damn, | won't teach, 1 
‘can’t teach. I do remember enough to give decent Art Tours, however, Not on the level of Berenson, of 


course, Perhaps I've left a great future behind me somewhere? No. That's not possible, is it?” 


“We want you to come home, Freddie?” 

His voice went up in American surprise: “Home to New York? To Gramercy Park? Leave 
Paris? Now and Forever? To find myself? But I do not believe I have lost myself, I nced to invent 
myself!” 

“Yes to all ofthe above, Freddie, my darting. These days amoral Paris is not conducive to a 
stable life, Everyone seems to be despising what is and what has been. One only needs look at what is 
passing for art these days in Paris! It seeks the violent overthrow of all our values and it cares litle 
about reconstructing the world it destroys. It molests us with aggressive absurdity!” 

“Every era must reinvent the project of “spirituality” for itself, Mother. In this modern era one 
‘of the most active metaphors forthe spiritual project is “ar,” with is affirmative and life-sustaining 
forces not ruled by time and space. Yes, it isan assault! Modemism and revolution deny what is and 


have always been 


favor of what should be! What will Ido in New York? You certainly can't use 
‘morals in judging shar city!” 

“Wel, your father and I were thinking you might do something at the bank. Liaise or something 
that uses your ‘People Skills” as they are now called. People do lke you ever so much, dear. ‘Public 
Relations" is the coming thing, you know.” 

“Oh. You mean I can wear pretty clothes and tll people what to do?" 


“Something lke that, yes, though your father would not enjoy hearing it phrased in quite that 
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‘way. Or you could work with me at one of the Charities, lke our lovely neighbor Robert Whyte 
Gaylord, He and his brother, Donough, send you their very best. We recently saw them atthe opera 
‘with our other neighbors Armand de Guise and his friend Vadciel Vail. They send best wishes, 100." 
Freddie Gage raised his eyebrows from the force of the envy plowing through him, He loved 
Robert and Donough Gaylord. They were indeed legally something-Donough had adopted Robert-but 
their relationship was much more than fraternal as was Armand’s with Vadriel much more than 
friendship. Luckily, his mother still found intense emotional friendships between men socially 


acceptable. What they did together was of no interest to her: They were "Friends"! It was a culturally 


septed social and emotional bonding inthe "genteel tradition” being eradicated by society's making. 


‘homosexuality a social, medical, and political problem. Men no longer dared to openly express their 
affection for one another in Anglo-Saxon countries. They coolly shook hands instead of embracing. 
He sighed, glancing at a young man in baggy cotton trousers and a loose white shirt who was 


approaching on the other side ofthe narrow street busily chatting with his 


impeccably groomed mule 
‘wearing a straw hat, Freddie's glance became a bold stare, His eyes felt bruised by the weight of the 
‘youth's beauty. The image of Mantegna's Parnassus in the Louvre flashed into his mind with this 
young man's look-alike, the god Mercury, leading forward the bejeweled, winged-horse Pegasus. There 


‘was a twitching in Freddie's groin as the two passed beside him and beyond him on the narrow street 


within touching distance, 
Camillo floated by seemingly with invisible wings on his feet or, according to Mantegna, on his 
hat. All humiliating suffering was lifted from his awe-struck observer whose muscles quivered as if 
dartings of the boy's warmth had penetrated his clothing. He gasped sofily on a short intake of breath, 
brooding: "Thinking is more interesting than knowing but not than looking.’ Thank you, Goethe.” 
Suddenly, Alfted Gage Il felt as if he were suffering a heart attack. That ongan was racing, 


aching, seizing from the wallop of desire heating his broad, muscular, swimmer's chest. The earth was 
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swaying, about to ip him head over heels. His mother was talking. Al he heard was the blood 
Pounding in his cars as it lunged into his groin propelling full-attention there so suddenly that in his: 
Alistraction he los his footing onthe inequality ofthe cobble tones and nearly toppled tothe ground, 
‘The explosion of synaptic firings in his body and the violent longing in his soul shook his sense of sof 
10 bits--"Gesit bambino! Coraggio!” 

Unlike New York where around every comer the most beautiful man in the world in every 
shape, size, and color seemed to lurk, Rome had more than its fir share of warm, friendly Latino 
‘stunners. Paris was no slouch; but the glazed look on the groomed-like-poodles men, their aloofness 
passing as sophistication, and their very uncertain hygiene with the possibility of their leaving behind 
epillonscFamour ~erabs" to himIet him unbothered forthe most part. Rome, however, was 
definitely a problem. The young man who just passed was undoubtedly the most absorbing creature he 
hha ever seem in his entire life. Had he been on his own, Aled would have followed hit at a distance 
ll flushed red as only blonds flushed red-just to watch the syncopation ofthe firm flesh evident 
‘beneath where the cotton clothing began at the neck. He had never seen a human body move with such 
coordinated grace. 

His mother caught him by the elbow. “Are you okay, Fredo?” 

“1 fel a little light headed,” he confessed knowing the ribbon of transparent lust he was now 
secreting would soon become a wet stain on his bulging lft trouser leg if he didnot distract himself 
from the image of that unimaginably desirable young man singed onto his retina the way the sun 
‘Would have been had he stare at it so intensely. He had never experienced such galvanic pull. He 
clenched his fists and his toes. He took a deep breath. The ache that had transferred itself from his heart 
to his pulsing groin cased. He was always taken by surprise when his most private body part bchaved 
like an independent diving rod and cut up rough with no respect for time or place. It was the unlicensed 


expressive instrument of his senses: the rude spokesman of his animal nature. 
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“We should go back to the hotel, Freddie, and dress for dinner. You don’t look well. Has our 
conversation distressed you, dear?” 

“No, Mother. I'm just tired from our Art Tour today. It doesn’t bode well for my future career 
does it? Maybe the bank would be a better place for me,” he lied to chill his soul, to distract himself 
from the deereasing throb in his groin, thinking and praying: “Oxy, sempre! Oxi, sempre!” 

‘While they walked back to their hotel, his mother talked of Sybil Keene, her bride of choice for 
hhim, One of the reasons he had left New York for Paris was the pride of ambitious mothers who had 
‘written him on the top of their débutante daughters’ dance cards. He was a very good looking, very rich, 
‘very amusing young man, He was one of the most desirable catches in Manhattan's Blue Book, 

“Oxsi, sempre?” he prayed remembering his experience that afternoon in a confessional in St 
Peter's atthe Vatican after the family’s private audience with the Pope. (His Episcopalian parents had 
‘been tolerant of his current interest in Catholicism based on his passion for Gothic cathedrals, a “phase” 
they knew would end when he returned to the fold in Manhattan.) However, Michaelangelo's union of 
‘dogma and sensuality, his several glorious resolutions of the conflict between flesh and spirit on the 
cciling ofthe Sistine Chapel inspite of added loin draperies, had rioted in Freddie's imagination 
‘causing havoc in his left trouser leg. Ashamed, he decided to avail himself ofthe sacrament, He chose 
‘an Italian priest hoping the Mediterranean man would be more understanding of his “predicament.” 

‘He was wrong. The priest read him the riot act in English, condemning him to eternal hell for 
his “diabotical and heretical perversions" using Dante's road map to place him inthe seventh circle 
midst the "Violent against nature,” the “tigna brama'” (filthy scum) who had non-regenerative sex with 
‘other men, He was given five rosaries for his penance and a threat of excommunication if he ever went 
toa male bordello in Paris again. When the priest ordered him to marry, Freddie consented. He meant 
it, damning his defiant cazz0 (of which he was most proud), for geting him into so much trouble. 


“Interesting,” Freddie now mused, feeling the embers dying in his sticky groin as the boy with 
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the mule faded (sor of) into memory, “Sexual arousal mocks the notion thatthe wills eniely a free 
agent, Christians have an exact description of Hell bt Dante's Paradis is all eagles and golden ladders 
and flashing lights and signs ofthe Zodiac! I think I prefer Brunhile’s rng of fie pu out by a kiss 
from a hero I'm sure looks exactly like that fllow with the adorable donkey. Oops! Change the 
subject, Freddie! His magnetic variations are stiffening the grstle. Don't tum on the tear duct of Eros! 
Remember Brunhilde's unhappy end? And what of Pride? You never confessed the sin of Pride..." 

He counted the days remaining before he returned to Pais and his parents sailed for New York 
from Naples, It was five whole days. His bran felt charged with electro-sexul static. A passion had 
ust found its way so artfully into him, there had been no time for him to prepare his defense. 

“Will you be too tre to goto the theater tonight, Freddie? You father got the tickets from 
some Sicilian Mafia friend of his Kalin lawyer. God only knows what he promised in return, They are 


searce as hens teeth! The company is quite the rage. They are doing Cavalleria Rusticana. I saw 


[New York with Duse when I was a girl. The opera is very moving, 100. Oh, that’s what was on the 
night we met the Gaylords and their party there, in fact. What a coincidence! Sybil went with us.” 

‘One of his male friends in Paris had ranted about the Halian company at a dinner party the night 
bbofore Freddie left to meet his parents in Rome. The sizzle in Sicily over the age difference between 
‘Santuzza and her seducer had flared into a scandal for the morally conservative Roman press. When the 
‘Vatican condemned the production, every adult Roman decided it was a must-see. Images of Gattino in 
tight trousers and shirt unbuttoned to his navel formed the comerstone of his burgeoning fame. (The 
_most conservative newspaper ran an image of him shirtless and barefoot-a total fantasy of the 
cengraver’s but remarkably accurate in its detail thanks to St. Francis.) Freddie's memory clicked into 
play. His friend had raved about the production and gurgled about a Gatino: “A great, great, great 
beauty!” he had gushed toasting life. “I've never seen anything like him! And I've covered the 


‘waterfront as you girls well know! For those with a taste for salami, he engenders crimes ofthe heart!” 
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“Yes, of course I'm up for the theater,” he said, blushing at his unintended pun while noting the 
pale moon rising as if from a grave. “It should be very interesting, Mother. Now tell me all about Sybil. 
'P'm surprised she never married, [always liked dear Sybil.” 

Florence Gage smiled, pleased. Hadn't Freddie just said the bank was a possibilty? Her dear 
Friends, the Astors, were planning to sal back to New York from England on the maiden voyage of 
‘what was billed as “the world’s most luxurious ship” in April of the next year, plenty of time for him to 
prepare for such a momentous change. The Gages were traveling on its sister-ship and when one 
considered the average American earned $1000 a year, the price ofthe deluxe first-class suites was 
pretty steep at $4000; but Freddie liked the Astors and, well, Florence knew the beauty ofthe ship 
‘would appeal to her sensitive (if spoiled) son, and the adventure would help him relinquish Paris. As a 
Christmas present, she decided to book him a ticket on the Titanic, She knew he would be pleased. 
(CHAPTER THREE 
‘The train platform in Berlin's massive Friedrichstrasse Station was too frantic and 100 noisy for the 
Gruppo Troupe to seream at Stefano Gruppo with any effect forthe way he had fouled up thei tickets 
to Paris, Instod, they satisfied themselves with traditional Kalian hand-gestures of despair, spitting 
through spread fingers a la Siciliano, and whispered prayers to St. Genesius to keep themselves from 
kicking him under the wheels ofthe steam-spewing tains. Stefano thanked the saint when everyone 
‘was forced into some semblance of happiness while posing for the large press corps outside a 
{glamorous and expensive First Class Wagon Lits with its multi-room suites and hot showers when they 
knew they were booked into a spartan and uncomfortable Third Class compartment way down the long, 
‘wide train with no access to the dining ear. 

Only Gatino seemed not to care. Since he was the focus ofthe madhouse attention, his attitude 


‘was the only one that mattered to Stefano. Once again the manager's heart filled with gratitude for the 
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cooperation he always received from his Star Player. The young celebrity happily posed for the 
reporters speaking to them in decent German, igniting in them a very un-Germanie public adoration 
‘while he longed for the stage’s barrier of light between himself and them, thinking, “How far from 
weltemglick is all this!” 

To look at him, no one could guess how exhausted he was by the gig in Berlin, The company 
hhad performed brilliantly, so brilliantly their engagement was extended three times, their repertoire 
‘expanded, performance schedules upped from seven times a week to ten with four additional “Royal 
‘Command Performances” taking them to private theaters in palaces the size of grand hotels, All was, 


due tothe entrepreneurial no-how of their guardian angel Naum Rozenberg and his famous cronies. 


“We would have been happy with Second Class couchetes, Stefano,” his mother managed 0 

make clear to him. “To have us sit up overnight in a Third Class compartment is an insult to us after all 

the money we made for you, son. No even your fathcr in our worst ies was a cheap as you ae.” 
“Mama, it was not my doing! Hauptmann took the money for Fist from our travel advance and 


‘booked us into Third! It’s why he’s not here o see us off. He diddled us, Mama. I swear he diddled us. 


Even with the fortune we made for him. He diddled us!” 


“Mother of God!” she exclaimed, crossing herself. “What can you expect from a Kraut 


PIL go 
explain everything to Bella Maria and the others. Thank God Gatino is only seventeen! He has the 
stamina of six of us put together. Look how they all love him! I can tell he’s forgiven you already for 
sticking us in Third. He’s such a good boy! Unlike you, Stefano who hooked us up witha thieving 
theater agent like Hauptmann! Why didn’t Mr. Rozenberg change the tickets?” 

‘Stefano was about to explain how he hadn't looked atthe tickets until they arrived atthe station, 
‘When he tried to change them the train was fully booked. Then he would have complained of her 
injustice. However, his attention was taken by the arrival on the platform of their patron wearing a 


Persian lamb overcoat lined with sable and a matching hat. (Krillov was very generous with what he 
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pilfered from those he arrested.) Four strapping servants carried many trunks and cases in his wake. 

Everyone seemed to know him, Several photographers temporarily abandoned Gatino to shoot 
him. The impressive man had cone backstage after the Teatro Gruppo's frst performance ina state of 
shock introducing himself to Stefano Gruppo, offering his services “in small ways.” He comered 
‘Hauptmann demanding why such a highly-touted and supremely gifted company led by a genius-artist. 
‘was playing in such a dump. The various districts in the city were separated by considerable distances 
‘The most central place was the Deutsches Theater on the Unter den Linden. It was owned by Russians 
‘who were friends of his thanks to Diaghilev. 

“Why haven't you bought space on the sky-clectric billboards? Berlin lichstadt invented the 
damn things! Why isn’t Gattino's name in lights? He is manoli personified!” 

Hauptmann tearfully nodded, impressed by the clever use of manol, the fist visionary 
‘company to use an electric sign; they helped transform Berlin ito the city of light. “Money is always 
an issue, Herr Rozenberg.” 

“Not any longer, Herr Hauptmann!” 

Naum Rozenberg telephoned Diaghiliv in Paris for advice, At the thd performance, Producer 
Rozenberg satin stage box with Bakst (the famous stage designer), Stravinsky and Schoenberg 
(modern composers of note), Max Reinchardt and Meyerhold (innovative directors); Fokine 
(choreographer), Enrico Cecchetti (legendary talian dancing master and Yakov's colleague), and Jean 
Cocteau (poet and public homosexual with links to everyone of artistic importance in Pari). 

“Mon dieu! Cocteau exclaimed the moment Gatino appeared as Pierrot, “He has the grace of 
swallows swarming! He isa jubilee of bids! Sudden asa knife be thrusts into my sorry heart! Eyes so 
deep and tender!” (Cocteau sat up all night writing to his most influential friends, including Marcel 
Proust, Reynaldo Hahn, Robert de Montesquiou, and the leaders of fashion Madame de Greffulhe and 


‘Boni de Castellane. He likened Gatino's Pierrot face to a magnolia bloom. He sketched it forall to 
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enjoy and wrote: “His Pierrot is pale as the moon, mysterious as silence, supple and acute as the 
serpent, tall and straight as the gallows...) 

After the performance, the Parisian contingent swarmed backstage. The upcoming repertoire 
‘was dissected. Bakst began sketching on the cinder block walls using an eyebrow pencil; Stravinsky 
‘began humming music for the del arte playlet Le Marchand d ‘habits, Schoenlserg proposed Gatino 
perform his newest piece, a cycle of recitations, Pierrot Lunaire with the sprechstimme sensation ofthe 
‘moment Albertine Zehme; Cecchetti began dancing for Schoenberg and gave Gatino the regards of 
‘Yakov, Anja and Alexi and Narina and Ambassador Salina, commented favorably on his footwork 


suggesting they work together synthesizing the balloon/moon dance and other /azzi; Reinhardt claimed 


The Servant of Two Masters and informed the composers he intended for a change to use the music of 
Mozart; Mayerhold suggested he stage Ibsen's Ghosts and Racine’s Phaedra and Hugo's Lad) of he 
Camellias with «tip of his hat to Bella Maria, then requisitioned rehearsals for Don Juan and Hamlet; 


‘and Cocteau demanded be be put in charge of Saint Francis with his friend Debussy (or maybe Satie) 


‘writing the music: “I'l give them a poem to make their memories echo the way archaic legends dk 


Stay 


ing onthe edge ofthe creative circle backstage with his mouth open (literally) was 
Harwarth Waldon, Rozenberg invited him to lunch to glean his “opinion” of the newest addition to the 
‘Teatro Gruppo. (Two days later, a special art supplement to Der Sturm appeared devoted to the visiting 
Italian Comedians and their Russian mentor; Walden became a fixture in Rozenberg’s suite at the Hotel 
‘Adion.) The transition to the large Deutsches Theater was made immediately necessitating the eviction 
ots current oecupants, a Russian flk-dance group. Four box-office people were hired to handle the 
conrush of ticket requests induced by Walden’s piece, by the six billboards displaying a tight close-up of 
Gatino’s amber eyes, and by a four-story banner on the side of the theater showing him in full-length 
profile as Saint Francis within ajubile of birds, palming a blue one while wearing onlya par of large 


rosary beads around his waist, the cross judiciously angled by Cocteau on his thigh with outrageous 
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phallic significance. His name was in lights the size of a mature oak. 

With Gatino signed as his client, Agent Naum was @ constant presence at the intense rehearsals 
‘nd a nightly visitor back stage ater the performances. Effusive in his congratulations tothe cast, he 
always displayed a very touching deference to Gattino. He posted a police guard on the stage door to 
protect his Star Player from gate-crashing lunatic fans. He plied him with expensive furs and jewels, all 
the while insisting, “This is your public costume. Iti all part of my investment in you, my dear boy.” 

Without stopping on the Friedrichstrasse platform, Naum Rozenberg nodded respectfully 10 
‘Stefano Gruppo who retuned the greeting. Then, the lange Russian stepped up into the Wagon Lit 
‘bchind the posing theatricals with the agility of a much smaller man, Without a backward glance, he 
disappeared int its scented salon. Conductors began blowing whistles. The photographers dispersed. 


‘The people requesting autographs on photos of Gatino were ushered away amid cries of etemal love. 


Al the actors (but one) angrily headed down the platform, skipping around and sereaming through 


‘bursts of white steam from the revving tran to locate their compartment in Thit 


Class, They had 
‘wanted (atleast) to give the impression they were in First; bu the various classes were separated by the 
locked baggage carriages making impossible a waving-out-the-windows fora parting shot before they 
sehlepped through the long train 

Their reserved compartment held six. Four people were inappropriately lodged in it with 
{enough cloth baggage to serve twelve: one bag contained a disgruntled, loudly clucking chicken. The 
intelopers were eating a foul-smelling goat stew. Speaking only Greek, they planned to use the 
language barrier to safeguard ther swiped seats. Stefano started screaming in Italian, They shrugged 
and laughed and offered him goat stew. Gatino told his traveling companions to stay in the corridor and 
leave the Greek migrant-workers to him, He quitly closed the door. In under five minutes, the ashen- 
faced Greeks silently vacated the compartment struggling with their bageage. 


“What did you do, Gatino?” Pier Agnelli asked as she kissed him on the cheek. “How many 
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languages do you speak? You learn them as fast as you leam music. You are sound. It amazes me.” 

“I don’t really speak many, Angel. Except French, thanks to Naum's tutors. [can fakin a 
‘handful. Most people don’t say much in their languages, you know. The sons of Greece's king spent a 
‘summer withthe sons of Don Pietro and played calcio with us, I told the men in Greek and German 
their ‘ass would be grass’ if they didn’t leave willingly. The American ambassador taught me that 
phrase. I threatened to get the German police to check their visas and tha di it.” 

[After airing out the compartment and stowing their small bags-the majority oftheir belongings 
hhaving gone into the baggage carriage-they settled in forthe duration of the trip. Gatino rushed back 


‘out onto the platform fo buy ham sandwiches, fruit, water, and sweets from the vendors, He was highly 


praise by his friends for thinking of food they had forgotten how isolated they were on the train 
traveling in Third Class and no one knew when the pushcart would come through their cariage, After 
‘making certain everyone was setled comfortably, Gatino st by the door and went o sleep, 

‘The sky was cloudless. The train hummed rather than clacked. At midnight, everyone inthe 
compartment was aslep. Gatino silently sli open the door and slipped out into the corridor. He needed 
‘hot shower and some tender, loving care. The day was extremely stressful culminating inthe scene 
with the Greeks, one of whom pulled knife forcing him to draw from an inner pocket his silver pistol 
with its mother-of-pearl handle, another gift from Naum Rozenberg via Krilov 

‘Whatever people thought, Gatino had kept his distance from the Russian merchant. The man 
‘was very attractive, very charismatic, but there was something about him that felt rummy, as an 
Englishman once expressed it, or better stil inthe American idiom, “Rozenberg was trouble.” Camillo 
had observed how most successful poople exuded a sprit of caution. Knowing the ropes, they knew 
hhow to make the moves to advance yet never endanger themselves. They went just sofa, further than 
‘most mortals dared; then they eteated into a safe, communal space. Survival was sixth sense. 


[Not so with Rozenberg. Inside his flamboyance was more flamboyance, very like those Russian 
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dolls nestled one inside the other. Getting people's attention was his modus operandi. Being an actor, 
Camillo spoted this immediately. And being an actor surrounded by the egos of actors, he knew how 
"Naum Rozenberg was all about Naum Rozenberg. On fist sighting the entrepreneur backstage, he had 
hheard Don Pietro’s dictum: cave obdurationem cordis-Beware the harness of hearts! 

However, a Thind Class carriage from Berlin o Paris was too much to endure, Thanks 10 
Rozenberg the success in Berlin had been sou! bogsling and Paris was now a shoo-in, The marshaling 
{temperaments and the unforgiving demands of his new artistic mentors cut him no slack during their 
day-long rehearsals. He was left totally depleted. Only the mysterious discipline inculcated by Yakov 
controlled and protected him and got him through the evening performances 

‘As soon as he heard the first bars of the overtures, he felt soothed and ready for anything, 
‘growing happy and irresponsible, He was no longer a phenomenon, He no longer belonged even to 
himself, The harsh light transformed him, The music govemed his gestures, Only on stage was he safe 
from his beseeching fellow-creatures, protected from the outside world by the barrier of light. Onstage 


and only on stage all was well. He would not trip on his long silk sleeves, somersault into the orchestra 


pit, forget his lines, break his arm during a lai, oF “oorpsc” over some brilliant improvisation by one 
of his colleagues. All was wel. He was safe. His soul knew his erat inside and out and everything was 
‘manageable onstage with his ensemble behind tha barrier of light. 

is private time dwindled away the more ofa display item he became. The lager the display 


item he became the more he balked: public success was not what he wanted from li 


- Itadded nothing, 
zero, to his creative efforts, the only life he cared about these days. The stimulation from the work was 
utterly perfect; even is libido was subsumed in it. Immersed, he found the potency of silence a 
necessity not easy to sustain in the public arena, People were energized by the sight of him on stage and 
off, thrilled the way a working-class person was thrilled by the sight ofa titled person, an aristocrat, 


‘Sometimes he felt he would die ifnot left alone, left to his own solitary aloneness. The eraving, 
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for privacy made him tur inward, t made him seem impersonal almost o idiocy. For the first time in 
his life he longed for someone to love the way he loved the barrier of light, loved it with his whole 
heart and soul. It was the way into the larval and spectral world of dreams where his creativity lurked. 

‘Most annoyingly, he lost the time to read for pleasure though there were French lessons. He was 
“ordered by Rozenberg to attend society parties, royal partes, backer's parties; he was driven mad by 
the repetitive press interviews and lengthy sessions with Berlin's major portrait photographers 
constantly being thrust upon him. He counted ita miracle, a gif from Saint Genesius, that he could do 
his job properly. His art was a gold seam running through his existence. The loudly broadcast glamor 
of theatrical stardom boiled down to a First Class Wagon Lits to Pars. 


‘Thanks to Bella Maria he now had his own money. She insisted her husband give bi 


fity 


percent ofthe gross, “Without him, to these Krauts, we are just another gang of Wop actors, Stefano! I 


have no illusions here, husband. They love me. Lknow they do. They love Pier Agnelli: some love her 
‘more than they love me. But itis Gatino they come back to see again and again and again. 1s his face 
all over Berlin not mine. Not yours. Not Mama’s. Not Papa's! You must give the boy what he deserves, 
Stefano, or he will eave you fora better offer in Paris. Mark my words" 

"Okay! Okay! You're right! You'e right as usual! Thit-five pereent!™ 

“NO! Give him fly and have Mister Rozenberg raise the prices!" 

Sissaae 

‘She took Gatino to an international bank based in New York City. He opened an account in his 
‘own name: Camillo Salina. (AI his peasants used the Prince's family name.) Each week she went with 
hhim to deposit his money and the company’s excess funds. “We have no insurance policies, Gatino, We 
have no pensions. We must save our money whenever we can for those locust month that eat up 
everything. It is part of taking care of ourselves. And take care of your jewelry! When we get to Pars, 


there will be many more expensive gifts. I want you to have a safety-deposit box, too. Artists who brag 
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‘of no interest in money are liars. Most worry about nothing as much as they worry about money. 
‘Thinking and worrying are two differen things. Having a bank account is thinking. This isthe first 
account we have ever had. It is all thanks to you, Gatino. 1 will be sorry when you leave us.” 

“I will never leave you, Bella Maria.” 

“You are quickly outgrowing us, Gatino, You will have to leave us one day soon. You don’t 
belong to us any more. You have outgrown us. You are in bocea di lypo. Each day with you now is 
precious to me, my dear. Each performance | begin with the words in my heart, Oggi, sempre.” 

Diaghilev’s publicist was hired in Paris by Rozenberg who booked them into the Théitre des 
Funambules, the historic home of Jean-Gaspard Deburau, the most famous Pierrot of all time and the 


creator of Le Marchand d’habits. There were posters featuring Gattino on the city’s kiosks. Accor 


to Cocteau he was already the subject of pisoir graffi. Thee fist month was sold out; their 
engagement was extended indefinitely. Every major newspaper and magazine requested interviews, 
photographs. They all wanted something different. He posed and posed and posed 

Camilo Salina was tre, Before the three-ring circus resumed under a different tent, he was 
tired. Bella Maria was right about money. He had never concerned himself with money but tonight he 
teamed how money was the difference between a First Class Wagon Lits and a Third Class 
ccompartinent He had a great deal to lear about money. He needed someone to protect him from the 
likes of Hauptmann because even with their bank accounts they had not taken care of themselves. 

And he was tted, soul tired. He needed some place to rest. Some place to hide outside the 
barrier of ight He needed someone to take care of him. He needed to regroup his forces. He needed 10 
decide whether o not he wanted to continue living at the pace Gatino demanded. Gatino was 
completely out of his control now, out of everyone's control now. Camillo was going for help as the 
seven-jeweled, Russianplatinum watch in his pocket sofly gave its chimes at midnight, 


‘Stealthy, with his famous feline grace, he walked down the silent corridor, pushed the door to 
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the toilet open, locked it behind him. He stood looking up. As expected, its large ceiling vent was open. 
Quickly, he removed his boots and socks, stuffed them into the cloth bag hanging around his neck for 
this purpose, and replaced them with sturdy, rubber beach slippers. Effortlessly, he stepped from toilet 
to sink stretching to grasp the sides of the vent above his head, In seconds he was crouching on the 
carriage roof of the speeding train. Straight ahead was his goal. The escaping light beckoned from the 
‘open bathroom vent ina First Class Wagon Lits, a golden beacon in the pitch of night. He had sent an 
instructive note when he shopped on the Bein platform for food, 

(Overhead a sickle moon resembled a taut ivory bow aiming its invisible arrow at its neighbor 
Venus; Camillo wondered if that was why Cupid carried a bow and arrow. With the strong wind 


‘tugging at his hair like the eager fingers he knew awaited him, his heart raced 


pleasure in being 
frved from the confines of indoors-theaters, photo studios~clustering mobs shouting his name. 
Unconsciously, he balanced himself as he noted the pattems of ice onthe roof reflecting the moonlight. 
‘Then he did what he had done countless times: he flew with the agility of an actor on stage-wires along 
the edge of a precipice where danger lurked. To his surprise, he found himself yelling with glee as he 
hhad done when he First saw snow the day after his Berlin debut. 

Once again indoors, he stripped off his clothes and stepped into the steamy warmth of a hot 
shower in the capacious bathroom. There was an almond:-scented shampoo and bath foam. He applied 
them liberally. Totally immersed in his bathing ritual, he heard neither the door tothe adjoining siting 
room open nor the heavy satin robe being removed from the body quietly stepping into the shower 
bbchind him, When two heavy arms embraced him and one large hand slid down to explore his groin 
‘where dense pubic hair formed a nest like the ones built by swallows, Camill's shock of surprise was 
instantly converted ino a surge of tingling pleasure. 

“L was worried about you, Gatino,” Naum Rozenberg whispered. “I could have easily bribed the 


‘guards to open the baggage-car doors, but I knew it was not the dream entrance for you, my darting 
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boy, my own Nijinsky. You eraved what I felt on my escape from Petersburg. I was Emperor Peter 
‘lying into the night on Falconet’s bronze horse! I's why I had Hauptmann book you Third Class. So 
‘you could fly free again with semeles de vent..the soles of wind of your childhood, I will keep you 
safe always, my beloved genius, my precious doré.” 

Camillo turned in his arms and kissed him. He was trembling with excitement, He could not 
decide on the cause of his immense happiness. His sense of bliss venged on rapture. Was it the 


1 summer storm on the face ofa cliff, or was it his 


liberating race reminiscent of outrun 


surrendering to this almond-scented safe harbor, this Prince of Elysium? In fact, he knew it was both, 
Alfred Gage Ill spotted three pieces of mail on his breakfast tray. Before opening them, he waited for 
his servant Georges to draw the drapes, comment on the weather, inquire about the day's agenda (in 
‘order to organize the wardrobe), and about his bosses’ dinner plans. In fluent French (give-or-take a 
complex verb form), and witha perfect American accent, Freddie gave Georges the low-down: 
“Swimming atten, lunch with Phillipe at one, Italian lesson at three, Tea with Lady Marshall at five, 
nd dinner with Count Batista, visiting Paris from Venice. “Very formal tonight, Georges. Are my 
“swim tops? dry?” 


“Your maillot de 


is in its usual place, si.” 
“Thank you, Georges. Well done, as usual.” 
“Which piscine are you visiting today, sir?” 
“The ‘swimming hole” in Montmartre I think.” 


“A bit dangerous there, sir, isn 


sie” 
“Not dangerous, Georges, rafish I feel rather raffish today.” 
Having grown a mustache, Freddie was extraordinarily rafish the previous night ignoring the 


Roman priest's prelude to penance regarding male brothels and being raffish. He had been very “good” 
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since his return from Rome three months ago; but a note from his new fiend, the reclusive Marcel 
Proust, quoting Baudelaire had tipped him over the edge: “Ifyou desire./lover of the modeled muse,/to 
realize the hopes that we arouse/ and sate the tastes that you profess/ rely on what you see: descend, 
explore a matching nether opulence...” Wtconcluded by recommending a “gifted young Sicilian 
currently spreading tawny, muscular thighs gleaming with golden down” at an establishment de bains, 
to Freddie something out of the Satyricon: little cells attached to a central courtyard where naked, 


wworkit 


class, young, good-looking, clean men sprawled smoking on Ty 


tables playing cards. Ata sign from the elderly male proprietor, they lined against a wal 10 be 


‘examined like a row of dandelions eager to throw their seed wherever directed by the client 


‘1s worth it! Freddie's spoken Htalian was better than he imagined. The young man admired 
astutely his new client's champion swimmer's body (and matching nether opulence). developed to 
‘much greater perfection by Harvard's swim coach than his mind had been by Harvard’s art professor, 

“The young man also clued him into Moatmarte, the very best piscina in Pars for viewing 
“real” Parisian men. “{ was discovered there by Monsieur Annette,” he confessed as if he were talking 
bout a carer inthe films. 

Freddie was more serious about swimming than be was about anything, excluding his adoration 
for Gatino, He rated a piscine by the quality of the water and the lowest density of its humanity not by 


the shapes ofits inhabitants. (He was not blind in the changing rooms, simply preoceupi 


) Me swam 
ith grace equal to his iol’ and with an intensity of purpose that caused his friends to abandon him 
to it He was no fan in a poo, He had begun training in is prep school forthe Olympic team but nine 
hours day in water was beyond his endurance. His max was four. This suited the Harvard team 


tains, especially when his trophies and medals began to pile up in his rooms. The plethora of pools 


in Paris was one of the things he rated highest about the cit 


‘Alone, he tured his attention to the morning post. Three letters, two from the States and one 
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from-1 He could not believe his eyes! He felt lightheaded. His heart began to jiggle. He put the two 
familiar ones aside and stared at the local item. His hands were trembling. The embossed envelope was 
expensive, heavy, cream-colored paper from Cartier’. He could tell from its shape it was an invitation 
printed on stiff board. Why was he being invited to Something by rhe Naum Rozenberg whose name 
‘was seripted on the back of the envelope in gold lettering. 


‘Why not? Had he not met the awesome lover of Gatino-"Everyone knows it!"-at several 


salons, including Teas with Lady Marshall? (How could everyone not know it; the acto lived with him 
in a massive house on the Rue de Monceau, known as the "Zionstrasse” among the residences of the 
‘wealthy Jewish families.) The Russian had told Freddie in a confidential whisper how “political 


cumstances at home” forced 


imo building a new relationship with a Financial institution and, 
“your bank was the most obvious choice with its international connections.” When asked if he worked 


this fither’s Paris branch, Freddie replied honestly-“My main occupation these days is being a 


disciple of experience, or in Leonardo da Vinci's exact words: disseepolo della sperienta,’ while 1 
prepare for my next move.” He then laughed his clear, free, entirely joyous laugh. It was one of his 
‘most endearing personality traits; his mirth often rang throughout the most elegant, restrained 
‘gatherings, causing people to turn and smile at him affectionately. 

Freddie knew Naum Rozenberg was a “mover and shaker” inthe Parisian financial markets, He 
learned how the Russian had insinuated himself into places where he had no business. Inthe looser 
‘organization of the émigré world he was able to glide from office to office and committee to committee 
‘and soon was representing major French industrialists who wished to do business with Russia where he 
‘was an established commodity--"Commissions are the foundation of my European bank accounts.” 

Freddie adored the pictures. He was fascinated by Naum’s being the Russian distributor for 
PPathé motion pictures, the work's largest studio. He listened at Lady Marshall's salon to the motion 


picture gossip and the controversy over who actually invented the great twentieth-century artform: 


CHILDREN OF PARADISE /107 
Eason othe Lumire Brothers, who were the Fito project images with their Cinématographe. He 
laughed withthe others over how the censorship and trade restrictions in America against the French 
‘market-leading “product” fe ois now being "made ia America” by independent French companies 
(in which he could inves, at Fort Lee, New Jersey the U.S il capitl 

‘When Naum fnagled himself nto being the distributor of American films in Europe he 


acquired among his “packages” the tremendously successful Aitken brothers film exchange. They 


handled New York's Biograph Studio and its genius-direetor D. W, Griffith. His pictures dominated 
the European market while Pathé still held Asia. Naum organized a private screening of "A Corner in 


‘Wheat, "It is fourteen minutes long, Fred," he said, “and it changed my life in 1909, It has a moral 


‘gravity of Biblical proportions, and an air of Old Testament vengeance and rightoous awe.” 
For Freddie Gage, the most awesome thing about Naum Rozenberg was his relationship with 


Gatino. After h 


ing “lost his whole mind and soul” atthe performance of Cavalleria Rusticana, he 
‘wandered the streets of Rome each dusk praying to see Baltasaro and his companion, He went to his 
father’s lawyer and spent a month’s allowance buying black-market tickets to the remaining 
performances before the company let for Berlin. Only the fact of the upcoming Paris engagement kept 
him swimming in straight Parisian lanes and not detouring to Germany. 

Once returned to Pars he knew no respite. The papers were crammed with items about Gatino, 
Posters as profligate as confetti dotted the kiosks. Even in pissoirs he found the name of his beloved 
entangled with the obscene longings of anonymous others--"I am one of numerous masturbatos,” he 
brooded, shamed by his common obsession. He remembered a conversation of years ago on the beach 


at Gaywyck with Armand de Guise. He had asked the older man how he met Vadriel Vail, Freddie's 


‘good friend and contemporary. Armand confessed how he had never done or thought one single thing 
of the slightest beauty or value until he was “struck by love for Vadriel” He had to make himself ready 


to receive the priceless gift of Vadriels love in return. 
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“Loving was foreign to my nature, Freddie. | was as Hamlet describes: ‘Eves without feelings, 
feeling without sight,/ Ears without hands or eyes, smelling sans al." needed to rein myself in from 
the extremities of compulsion, from my sexual appetites for all men in general. The need dida’t go 
away. Don’t get me wrong. It became manageable, conscious, a choice, once I accepted how I always 
ought shy of love labeling it too exclusive, while in reality thinking it not possible for my ‘kind.’ 
Loving an individual, Freddi, isa very particular discipline. t was thrust upon me. Vadtiel says the 
entry of Life 


ing Venus sters the nature of things upon its course with grace that never fades.” 

Fredalie held eternal the sight of Vadrie! Vail naked in the Atlantic surf, He was Gatino’s equal 
in beauty, as was Donough Gaylord playing with Robert by his side. He doubted he had the courage of 
‘spiritual cartographer, the courage Armand and Robert demonstrated in their pursuit oftheir loved 
‘ones. He worried he was the epitome of a character in a comedy/romance like Shakespeare's Orsino 
protesting a changeless love for Olivia and then transferring that love to Viola lickity-spit; and Olivia 
protesting she would keep fresh a "brother's dead love" for seven summers in cloistered seclusion from 
the sight of men and then falling in love with Cesario, the first handsome young man who crosses her 
path! Was he Duke Orsino in love with being in love, in love with having a mate? Or was he in an 
arbitrary passion like Demetrius with Puck's love-juice in his eyes? 

Nevertheless, he resolved to take Armand’s message to heart. Though he had no actual schedule 
fort, the way he managed his swimming was the closest he came toa disciplined life. Clearly this was 
the place to start. It was practical. It was realistic. And it was pleasurable. His barber cut his hair spiky- 
short Ten in the morning became his piscine appointment. He swam with new enthusiasm and was 
soon up to four hours a day. His body responded tothe new regimen enthusiastically. 

‘He began keeping a diary noting in particular the number of social engagements he kept simply 
bbecause he was bored. It was not an attractive truth about himself: What were the altematives? There 


‘were several salons he assiduously avoided because they were literary in nature. Freddie had fallen out 
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of the habit of reading seriously. At Harvard he enjoyed the literature courses and actually read the 
complete seven-volume Pamela while most of his classmates were reading a one-volume abridgment. 
He also enjoyed reading art criticism. Here was another pleasurable change to make. 

Entering Sylvia Beech’s English bookstore at Robert Gaylord's suggestion, he introduced 
himself and opened an account. He lef with @ powerful new fiend and an armiload of books, including 
the newly translated (and madly controversial) Madame Bovary. His admiration for Flaubert gave him 
‘an automatic entry into conversations at Beech’s weekly salon where he became a respected figure. 
Invitations followed. At the exclusive salon of Lady Agatha Pendril, he met Rozenberg and Monsieur 


Proust and his entire erew of intellectual homosexuals including the flamboyant Cocteau who wore 


lipstick and eye shadow. After listening to Freddie talk, these people encouraged him not only to read 
art criticism but to write it. And publish it, which he did with their help, Some of his more frivolous 


friends compared his writing to his swimming and left him to get on with it, 


‘To his surprise, it was easier to curtail his carousing and indiscriminate whoring than he had 
‘imagined. He politely declined invitations as he became conscious ofthe difference between habit and 
authentic desire. Not every man he attracted, and there were many, noeded 1 be sampled like pieces of 
fruit on a vegetable stall, He enjoyed being admired, entertaining only the ones who stimulated his 
‘agination. None belonged to the comps of non-issng narcissists with whom be had disnterestedly, 
albeit pleasantly, shared many a seminal souse. Suddenly, a singular, passionate mentor appeared: a 
former Jesuit, Leon Heuet, who taught Diderot and medieval French literature atthe Sorbonne. 

‘The two were introduced ata literary salon by the fellow-essayist Marcel Proust whose total 
ignorance of English and rapid-fire, complex French sentences always left Freddie stimulated, eager for 
‘more conversation. Unlike so many of their fiends, he did not label Marcel an écrivain imaginaire. He 
«encouraged him to talk about the “long book" nearing completion, he confided: "I was hoping you 


‘would be here today, Alfed. It is one ofthe reasons [left my bed in spite of my increasingly failing 
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strength, always making me put off until next day what I could not do the day before. The hope of | 
seeing you, dear Alfred, because there is someone I want you to meet here today, is added to the hope 
‘of my soon finishing my novel. Ihas already for a very long time made me postpone until its 
conclusion the carrying out ofthe precious plan of today’s introductions. But the work stretches out 
head of me and my strength diminishes, and so 1am celebrating my progress today by introducing you 
toa friend I know you must meet. He is extremely intelligent and well informed. A wonderfully nimble 


and astute 


ind, his docs not conflate antisemitism with intelligence. More intellectual than artistic, 
Severe, righteous wit. As an added extra, he worships real blonds.” 


Pointing across the room to the gentleman in question: a slender, rather small, formal-looking, 


hite-uired man, he whispered: "You can se im thee, dea Alfred, All movement ll fir. Lively 
town eyes, the manner ofa ivscting psychologist. He asa tste for the frcga, the exotic, Well, 
among the different gentleman of whom Iam made up, the romantic gentleman, whose opinion I pay 
line atenton to, says to me, and find it almost immodest and physically disagreeable o say it point 


blank, "You can assure dear Alfred that Huet will be ready to admire him.’ Huet i a rock of virtue upon 


Proust had previously told Huet the story of Freddie's Roman confessor. Eyes glinting with 
‘amusement and interest inthe elegant young man, and holding firmly to his newly-shaken hand in the 
American manner of greeting, Huet grinned and quietly recited in English Blake's The Garden of Love: 

1 went to the Garden of Love. 

And save what I never had seen: 

A chapel was built in the midst, 

Where I used to play om the green. 

And the gates ofthis chapel were shut, 


And ‘thou shalt not’ writ over the door: 


CHILDREN OF PARADISE 111 
‘0 I trned tothe Garden of Love 

That so many sweet flowers bore 

And I saw it was filled with graves, 

And tombstones where flowers should be: 

And priests in black gowns were walking their rounds, 

And binding with briers my thoughts and desires." 


Crossing fields of consciousness, there was a slow mutation of Freddie's instinets and 


propensities under the invisible touch of both time and genuine lovemaking. With Huet, Freddie 


ionized the ar, blowing away dead feelings, dead beliefs, cold ideas making room for new ones. The 


liaison ended: the man wanted a commitment Freddie was unwi 


to give anyone not Gatino, Rather 
than cause suffering~"A new concept for me thanks to you!"—he confessed his secret love. Heuet 
likened him to Corydon in love with a beautiful, Sicilian shepherd boy. He encouraged him in his 
cenvdeavor to truthfully love Gatino and "not remain stuck in the sweet molasses-honey of infatuation.” 
“How sluggish and sloth! the soul that does not respond to love's attraction and invitation!" 
the assured Freddie quoting from The Cloud of Unknowing. Then gave Diderot’ lesson comparing our 
intemal organs to a plucked string: it not only goes on vibrating but also makes other strings vibrate 


with it. At heart a romantic, he made novenas for Freddie and Camillo, He declared this love for Gatino 


1 state of grace: it was referenced in Corinthians 13: Love is patient; love is kind: love is not envious or 


boastful or arrogant or rude. It does not insist on its own w 


it is not irritable or resentful; it does not 
rejoice in wrongdoing, but rejoices inthe rath 

‘To Freddie's delight, with Heuet he discovered himself tobe a serious person on aquest rather 
than someone mighty pretty with a talent to amuse on the prowl. He no longer felt he had feet of clay 
"upto is thighs. And naked infront ofthe mirror, he was a knockout. He was smart, He was rich, He 


had very good manners. He cleaned-up well. Indeed, he felt ready to move forward on all fronts. 
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‘The invitation from Naum Rozenberg was to the opening night party for the Teatro Gruppo the 
following week. It asked for an RSVP. Freddie rang for Georges and had him telephone. 

‘Then he turned his attention to the other two letters. His mother asked him 10 contact the Astors 
in London and reconnoiter about their upcoming crossing on the Titanic. She was hoping he would 
spend the summer in their nineteen-room cottage in Southampton on the east end of Long Island neat 
‘where he loved to spend time with the Gaylords at Gaywyek. She described a new department forming 
at The Bank called “Human Resources.” It seemed just the thing for Freddie with his undeniable 


"People Skills.” Oh, and Sybil would be spending the summer with her family in Southampton, 100. 


He grabbed the second letter, It was from Robert Whyte Gaylord, Life and his photography 


had altered bi 


shi 


thday plans—"My mentor Stieglitz,” he wrote, “our impresario of modem art, 
‘wants me to make a few more pix ‘to bring out the opposition between the character of painting and 
that of photography.” His planned three-month birthday visit to Europe was “theoretically” scheduled 
for “around Easter,” which was April 10~"stil a tad early inthe season for me to surrender my corpus 
to the untrustworthy ocean blue. As much as | ove Redburn and White Jacke, for me a long winter 
‘voyage is worse than joining Speke and Burton on the search for the source of the Nile. But, the ex- 
‘monk in Vadriel isd bout de souffle over a Holy Week in Notre Dame and Chartres. After 1am buried 
at sea during a yo-yo sleety crossing, they'll have a frost-bitten Spring Equinox on March 21 in a 
blizzard at that other Everest, Mont St. Michel, reciting Dies, iris (for me) as the ice-capped tides swirl 
in below before they retire to the monasterys frigid guest house capping that Normandy rock where 
they will catch pneumonia and die a useless Christian death. We are reading Henry Adams aloud to 
encourage denial of seasonal realities. Divine, yes? Probable for me, no! Though Vadriel is mouthing 
all kinds of mathematical statistics relevant to his new stabilizers making his palatial Presidential Line 
‘safe as houses’ I say ‘yeah, yeah, yeah, you can write my orbit, hon. He forgets Dot's house in Oz." 


Divine, yes, whenever they arrived. Freddie decided probably May. He immediately wrote his 


(CHILDREN OF PARADISE /113 
‘mother. She was to change his reservation on the Titanic and expect him in September or whenever the 
ship was scheduled to sail in early autumn when the cast end of Long Island was particularly lovely, 
the sea warm as sunshine, the Gaylords in residence at Gaywyck, the Vail-de Guise in their 
‘neighboring home. Both households were a racing horseback ride down the best stretch of high-duned 


‘white beach on the Eastern Seaboard. He added as a P.S.: “Give my love to Sybil.” 


He made a note to stop by Sylvia’s bookstore to buy a copy of Mont St. Michel and Chartres. 
With pictures. He had read it at Harvard. It was time to read it again. Quoting Rimbaud, he was eager 
to start his day: "Through politeness’ I've last my lfe./ Let the era begin/ When hearts turn 10 love." 


‘Vaalriel Vail sat in 


Gramercy Park study breathless 


th fury. His uncarthly, almost artificial 
looking violet eyes were flashing purple. (Their color revealed the finest gradations of thought, the 
gentlest changes of Feeling, the despest wouble of passion with a transparency of few other shades.) He 
‘was reading an interview in The New York Times withthe Bishop of New York, the head of the 
Episcopal Church inthe United States. At the urging ofthe Archbishop of Canterbury, the Primate of 
AA England, whom Robbie nicknamed "Chief Chimp.” Bishop Duncan commented on the ongoing 
rests for “public outrage” of homosexual men, one swoop ofa subway toilet recently having 
Alisgorged a state Senator caught in flagrante delicto: no doubt about it. The man had been sentenced 19 


six years inj 


“In the pas." the Bishop told The Times, “a public figure has known that scandalous and 
immoral behavior carries serious consequences for his or her public profile, reputation and job.” 

“My arse!" snarled Vadriet Vail aloud tothe newspaper held aloft in is trembling hands. “Tell 
that bollocks to Henry the Eighth, Bishop Duncan!” 

‘At that moment the doorbell rang. Vadriel knew it was Robert Gaylord. They had a date to go to 


the pictures on 14th Street. He waited impatiently for his friend to appear. 
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“Shake a leg, Vay! We must be back by 

Have you scen today’s Times, Robbie?” 

“Only from across the room. I need to be in the whole of my health to read that rag these days. 
"Nothing but horror stories, nothing but" 

"Well, listen to shis!” And Bishop Duncan's words were read aloud. 

“I do not want to give offense, Vay. But! Bishop Duncan’s church and yours-the church you 
support cach month witha tthe larger than most American cities budget for all their civil servants--was 
founded by a syphilitic gorgon who in order to divorce his first wife founded Duncan's and your 
‘church! Then he went on to divorce two others and behead two more in between raping the monasteries 
nd setting up a Seeret Police equal to the ezat’s in Russia! He criminalized the “abominable vice of 
‘buggery’ in 1533! Am I making this up? Have I got Henry the Eighth, the most vainglorious and self- 
willed coxcomb ever to wear a crown, mixed up with Blucbeard or someone else we know?" 


“No, of course not!” Vadriel admitted going on the defensive. “The only parallel to his 


characteris found in Dante’s stream of blood. We of the Anglican communion dis-remember the origin 
‘of our contest with Rome. We tally the results deemed a deliverance from pestlent papal dogmas and 
superstitions into a pure worship of Jesus Christ, our Lord, amen..not to be a pedantic giddy-head.” 
“Unshuh, Those pure, sainted Brits and their liberating Inquisitions done under the dispensation 
of their grateful go, they being God's ‘chosen people.” And don't dare pty those poor Egyptians with 


those nasty plagues and death to first-born children, 


ll sent by the god of the other ‘chosen people” the 
Jewish ones! Not to mention the God-inspired, soul-saving circumcision industry! Let us take our 
sinful, hooded selves to the flickers and be delivered to God’s zruly chosen picture-people, please. Let 
us pray with Abe Lincoln that we are on God's side and not assume He is on ours! But first and 
‘foremost, let us pray to Aphrodite Urania, patron goddess of fervid comradeship among men. Enough 


“Las taught to be grateful there were no ‘righteous men’ called upon by God to overthrow by 
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‘any means the papal power because righteous men would not have done it so quickly and so 
cffectually! You can't bum people by halves! How can we burn our neighbors as ourselves?” 
“Do you mean in subway toilets? Or only in that massive mausoleum you are helping unload on 
‘uptown, Saint John the Gross? Face i, hon! Who's kiddin” who? You High Church types are nothin’ 
‘but a cloaked in siks-and-satins rip-off papacy. Ugh that Tommy Cromwell! The Church must have its 


victims. As if Patrick’s faux Gothic R. C. horror isn’t outrage enough on the face of Gotham! Oy!” 


Vadrct laughed.“ am in dead eamet, Rabbi, a lipid as damnit." 
"So am 1! And Lam keen on how your up-market Brit tones throne when you're pissed.” 
“1 was phrasing letter to The Times but you've given me an even mor killing notion.” 
“Oh, good! No more halos! What is i” 
“You have ended The Vail Foundation’s relationship with the church of Henry the Eighth! We 
will withdraw this money change from ther temple. Why support an Inuisiton of ourselves?" 


“That is really putting your money where our lives are, Vay! Woooo-wheee! As the Irish 


philosopher once warmed: ‘Al that is necessary fr the triumph of evil is that good men do nothing." 
‘Vadriol nodded before adding: "Later he advised: "When bad men combine, the good must 
associate; ese they will fall, one by one, in unpitid sacrifice’ Whooo-whovee, indeed!" 


As ifon cue, the doorbell began to ring frantically. Robert turned to watch over his shoulder as 


‘Fiona, the parlor maid entered with a look of confusion on her pretty Irish face. She curtsed and 
addressed him: “There isa Mister Jesse outside to see you, sir. He said Taio sent him here.” 
He nodded to Fiona who vanished. “Ist he one of Dicky's sisters inthis our ie, Robbie?” 
Jessie raced into the study. He wore the red boa Robert gave him for Christmas asa thank you 
forthe use of his employee discount at Macy's when he bought the very fur-lined black leather 
slippers Vadriel was curently wearing. Jessie paused in his frantic messenger performance to stare at 


‘Vaatriel. Tugging off his red wool hat, he smiled and said in his street-talk, “You is Vadriel Vail ofthe 
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violet orbs! Dixie's dented by you! Oh, my dear, you are the face of the singin’ of music!" 

Yes, he is, isn’t he?” Robert concurred giving his bes friend a flagrant once-over. 

“Robbie! Please! You've raised a blush!” 

“That ain't all you ve raised, honey-lamb!™ 

“Okay, Jesse, enough already! What's cookin’, hon” 


“Our Dixie's in the hoose-gow, girt!™ 


“Bloody hell! How could such a thing happen” 


“Last night at the Hotel Claire. It was raided by the Society forthe Suppression of Vice and 


their Boys in Blue. La Dix was exercisin’ the nimble devil in our buttocks and thereby demonstratin' 


“Towa and laseivious behavior’ 


“sodomer’ and moral pervert big time, She was banged-up bad and 
locked-up tight in that order.” 

“Where is she,..he now?" 

“Downtown in the Village atthe 16° Precinct. They will stuff their book up her warm, soft 
.c00ze hook, line, and stinker. I hear Miss Bishop Thing is calling for us fairies to be bar-be-queered!” 

“Not quite.” Vadriel corrected, 

Not yet, you mean, Vay.” 

Let's go." 

“You still wanna go to the flickers?” 

“No, no! Don't be daft! To the 16* Precinct. I'l ring Anmand. He's on the Board ofthe Police 
‘Athletic League. He'll know precisely what to do. He always knows what to do.” 

‘Armand de Guise met them at the 16* Precinct. Indeed, he knew the Sargent by name and was, 
‘greeted very warmly, The last Policeman’ Ball, co-chaired by Armand and the Police Chief, had been 
«financial bonanza for the cops. The records revealed Richard Dugan would very soon be at Chambers 


‘Street before Judge Corrigan. He sat on the moral brigade known as the Committee of Fourteen. It was 
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his life's mission to punish Gotham’s male and female libertines. 

“You fellas know that fairy Dugan?” the Scrgcant wondered, staring in disbelief atthe throe 
strong-looking, elegantly dressed men. (Jesie was ouside weeping into his red bower.) 

“Hle' inthe employ of my Foundation,” Vadrel answered in his coolest Sherlockian manner.“ 
‘will vouch for his trustworthy character. And Mister de Guise i his lawyer.” 

“Seen” a its the flry’s frst offense, Corrigan might be lenient, but he's ot orders just like us 
{o putall the degenerates under lock and key unl the next election in afew months.” The Sergeant 
laughed. "You realize, fellas, that's more’an half this town we're supposed to house at taxpayers 


expense? And who'll build the new subway?” 


“Wasn't Corrigan supported in his run forthe Bench by Fuller?” 
“Yes, I believe he was, sit.” 
“Will you get District Attorney Fuller on the phone for me, Sergeant, please?” 
Robert stood speechless. He could not imagine why Vadriel claimed Dicky as an employee. He 
‘was unable to ask until the four were in a police car, sirens blasting on their way to Chambers Street. 


‘The driver, a handsome young Irish cop with bright blue eyes, was under orders “to step on it, 


but the 
greeting he received from Jessie-“Hi ya, Biffy! How they hangin"?-had sent him into flight mode and 
they were downtown in record time. 

“Justin ease, Robie.” 

“In case of what, Vay?” 

“In case the muckrakers from the peany-dreadfuls were first on the scene, naturally.” 

As indeed they were. The court was full of frightened, sweating men lined up infront of the 
judge with excited newspaper reporters passing out the confidential police docket giving all the details 
bout those arrested. Armand grabbed a copy. There it was under the leter D: “Richard Dugan, 


Christopher House.” Angry, Armand passed it to the others. 
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“We're to late,” he muttered. “Lets sce how it goes.” 

Judge Corrigan, with trimmed white har and dignified expression, looked and sounded like an 
Episcopal bishop during his peroration against “the most vile sin.” He was preparing to give a blanket 
sentence of six years when be paused, looked at note handed him by a policeman on court duty, and 
called Richard Dugan before the Bench. He curtly told the kid to “get lost” and never appear before 
him again ihe knew what was good for him. 

A badly beaten, traumatized, and physically ill Richard Dugan ture from the Bench, He was 
{ed gently by an older policeman up the central aisle inthe large overcrowded room, Dicke literally 
‘staggered into Robert Gaylord’s waiting arms. There, he passed out stone cold. 

‘The party after the Theatro Gruppo’s triumphant opening in Paris was a gala affair, Naum Rozenberg's 
immense reception room glowed with /e gotit Rothschild: the shorthand among the antisemitic, upper- 
class French and members ofthe fascist Christan Social Party with their white camations, forthe 
Jewish attraction to gilding on moldings, furniture, frames, mirrors--an attraction Freddie found very 
Iatian, to, The decor was inthe Viennese cult ofthe gemuichtet with splashes ofthe fashionable 
Japonisme. \ \7eh-century, golden Savonnerie silk carpet resembled a large patch of sunlight floating 
‘on the white marble floor. The impressive room was comfortably filled with people of importance in 
every realm of endeavor, not stuffed to excess with hangers-on and free loaders as nos theatical 
parties were in the City of Light. This event was orchestrated by Diaghilev. Those present felt 
honored. 

Freddie entered fecling frightened. His social situation in New York and Boston made him 
familiar with large and exclusive evenings ofthis caliber. He was superbly tailored in new togs ofthe 
latest cut with  Tiepolo pink cravat making his ice-bive eyes ping. Infact, he looked the best he would 


‘ever look in hi life, He took the reflected measure of himself, the results of his new disciplined regime, 
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‘ejected his dread of disappointment, and made a decision not to insist on his own way~at least not 
tonight. “Tonight I will be a disciple of experience: disscepolo della speriemta.” 

CCalme, he imagined himself on the edge ofa pristine poo! inhabited by the most polite 
swimmers, Suddenly, he felt devoid of the natural reluctance inherent in man to fling himself into 
space (In front of him was the intemational comic film star and director Max Linder who often threw 
himself into space playing with the farcical-roustabout Pathé policemen.) Into the room Freddie 
stepped asi nto the embracing waves ofthe sca~"onde de! mare™-conjcctring how Gatino mus ake 
4 similar plunge every time he stepped from the wings into the limelight 

‘Tonight the actor reached the summit as Pierrot thanks to both Fokine and Meyerhold who in 


their revolt 


“tration” quoted Mahler wearing his opera-director’ hat: "What you theater 
‘people call tradition is really just complacency and slackness.” They gave Gatino's Pierrot a chilling 
{and surreal) touch of drunken "Rimbaud-madness" at life's frustrating his desires. It was the consensus 
{n the room that Pierrot had been socked into a 20th-century season in hell by the dell arte modernists. 
‘and revolutionaries. When the ghost of Pierrot became a death’s head animated by feeling, people in 


the audience eried out in horror. Having defied Death by bringing Ito Life, Gatino now stood loo 


soul-bewitehingly composed of anima, beside a silent Nijinsky looking composed of dust, without 
affect: colder and dumber and deafer than a rock. For those who had never seen Nijinsky offstage, the 
contrast between the two artists raised questions about the fabled dancer's sanity. 

[Not wanting to gawp or swoon into the fish state like some star-struck potato head, Freddie 
‘seanned the room and spotted Bella Maria deep in conversation with the General Director ofthe 
Comédie Francais. Rumor had it she was going tobe invited to give her Phacdra atthe hallowed 
theater where Moliere had played; she had soared in Meyerhold's Ghosts and Lady of the Camellias in 
Berlin as had Gatino. Was her newly-acquired French good enough to assay one ofthe pinnacles of 


French theater? Would Thérése, resident diva at the Comedie (where there technically was no resident 
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diva), release er headlock on Racine's heroines? Dressed in black, the formidable ragedienne stood 
alone in a comer sipping cognac. She toast Fredic’s comeincss in responsc to his shy smile as he 
snae his way imo the second ccepion room, tonight converte int a dining room by the judicious 
placing of hity small round tables clustered around the buf. 

The fdod was Sicilian. He dented Pasco di Rcota, Palombo Frito, Spaghet alla 
Siracusana, and Castrato in Graticola di Corleone. Castroto he knew was castrated young sheep t 


‘was not sold in France. Was Naum Rozenberg tel 


is gucsts to stay away from the precious Gatino 
‘or else? Freddie went back into the buzzing reception room feeling like a lamb going tothe slaughter 
leaving at the pungent buffet table many gay-gossipers of valuable Gatino lore. 

Dravn into the vortex of movement, he spotted the worshipers of maleness gathered around 
Cocteau who waved and winked at him. The poet wore glitter in his dark hair and was holding hands 
with Diaghilev who looked fat and very self-satisfied. 

‘The slender Proust stroked his mustache and winked one of his laughing eyes in appreciation of 
Freddie's matching growth now silvery-blond from the chlorine as was his unfashionably clipped hait, 
christened by Proust, mignon. ° Knowing full well why Freddie was looking tense, the writer folded 
his hands in a mock-prayer to Venus requesting her supematural sympathy forthe desires of the heart, 
which he knew were as crooked as corkscrews, Freddie winked in return, hoping his love for Gatino 
‘was not simply a case of obsession, an exquisite orgy of anxieties similar to the ones Proust and his 
‘cohorts mistook for love-"How can it be otherwise? I've not even spoken to him?” He squared his 
shoulders took a deep breath, soldiered-on quoting Titania: "Yam a spirit of no common rate..." 

Gatino and Nijinsky were surrounded by people flashing jewels from thatch to toe, from tiaras 
to diamond-buckled shoes. Freddie's heart seemed to rol sideways and thump like a captive animal, 
COffstage, the actor looked more mature, adult, frighteningly bellissimo yet charmingly shy with the 


‘sweetest of smiles. This was exactly how Freddie imagined him to be. He felt warmed by the sight of 
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him wearing an antique Japanese kimono made of purple silk embroidered with clusters of gold 
chrysanthemums over a singlet of white gossamer and re silk trousers. The muscum-<quaity robe was 
4 git from the Japanese ambassador Higekuro; it had come with a poem from Tales of Ise: "Kastagano 
lavender stains my robe, In deep disorder, lke my secret love." 

The scholarly ambassador had dubbed Gatino "the shining one,” a reference to Lady Murasak's 
“shining Prince Genji" of her elassc, 1th-century romance. Freddie had overheard this at the Sicilian 
buffet table; "Murasaki means purple, you see. Kasugano isn the outskirts of Nara In the nove, 
lavender, also murasakl symbolizes romantic affinity. Gatino is now and forever ‘the shining Gatino, 
an opportunity forthe epiphany of fabrics, trust me, dears The speaker, a well-known gadabout 
sigh and winked lasciviously at Fredie who smiled and turned away. 

‘The shining Gatino indeed shone. His quiet dignity was daunting. He had not cut his hair to take 
the wigs. The thick argosy of shoulder-ength mane was swept back and tied with a red sik ribbon, The 
formally dressed Higekuro, a very slender, very aristocratically handsome man of mide years, 
hhumbly hed his atention: "tn The Tale of Geni the ancients saya secret love runs deeper than an open 
one. Not for me is wakashurdo.. samurai love of young men.not even asthe Taoist way to 
consciousness of our true natures. For me is konga..t0 be an actor's diamond-pure servant. beg 
nasake..compassion. | wish to be nrwashiki tomo...very intimate friend.” 

Removing his attention fora moment from the reverential Japanese ambassador, Camille's 
animated eyes swept the room and came fll stop on Freddie's beaming face. He smiled his impish grin 
in return, excused himself politely with a ceremonial how tothe ambassador—"Sayonara, uriwuashiki 
tomo," and crossed the room straight into Freddie's startled azure-diamonded eyes. 

“Hello,” he said in French, his strong, sonorous voice muted.“ saw you inthe stage-ight box 
tonight leaning so far forward I thought you were going to tumble out into the orchestra pit. You were 


as rapt as any player could wish of his audience. What is your name? Are you a friend of Naum’s?” 


(CHILDREN OF PARADISE /122 
“My name is Alfredo Gage,” he answered in his now near-fluent Italian with a heavy American 
accent, “Mister Rozenberg and I have some friends in common, May | ask after Baltasaro? You must 
‘miss him teribly. Where is he? You haven't brought him to Pars to walk with you at dusk” 
Camillo's amber eyes blazed gold with delight. “Yes, miss him teribly, He’s on holiday in 
Rusuttano probably not giving me a thought. I walk alone now. Perhaps you would like to join me one 
evening at dusk, Alfredo? May I call you Alfredo?” he asked, switching to English, "You want Alfred 
‘or what? Is it Fred or Freddie? You Americans are the sweetest..have the sweetest, childlike names!” 
“You can call me Alfiedo,” he replied in Italian, “only if ean call you Camillo.” 


Visibly startled, Camillo looked deep into Alfredo’s eyes and said nothing. The warmth 


sufTusing his face spoke his feeling-response to the question. After along pause, he said: “If you call 
‘me Camillo here, no one will know who I am except for my dearest friends.” 


“Is that such a bad thing, Camillo, if | bocome a dearest friend?” Freddi asked softly, his right 


eyebrow cocked between an invitation and a challenge, his face aglow with a pickpockets fine-tuned 
alertness. The glow was subsumed into a blush as his courage wavered. 
Again there was a long silent look into Aflredo’s eyes. “It is what I most long for, Alfredo.” 


Tread softly because you tread on my dreams, * Camillo.” 


“Ambassador Higekuro would say we have made a compact in another life. ‘So few and fleting 
the nights, so few the dreams./ Would that the dream tonight would take me with it. 

‘They were standing very close together. Both were taken by surprise when Naum Rozenberg 
put his arm around Gattino’s shoulders and pulled him into an embrace out of Freddie's obit. “What 
‘are you two talking about so intently?" 

“Walking in Paris and Rome,” Gatino answered. 

“I'm against walking. Why walk when you can ride? Even Christ chose to ride a donkey.” 


‘Both younger men laughed. It was Alffredo’s clear, free, entirely joyous laugh that caused 
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everyone to look at him and smile. Camillo leaned toward him. Only Naum Rezenberg frowned. 
CHAPTER FOUR 

‘The subject ofthe query made by the Director General of the Comedie Francais Monsieur Piquot at the 
‘opening night party was not about Bella Maria but Gatino, Normally the captain of one ofthe most 
revered theater companies in the world would have sent a minion to discuss business within the week, 
However, Monsicur Piqut was totally flummoxed by what he saw on stage and who he saw at the 
party. He knew he ad to strike immediately: there were commercial producers with sacks of money 
circling the bejeweled Rozenberg like termites around a birch tee. Without an introduction, Piquot 


approached Stefano, 


conversational French was still dicey at best. He pointed to bi 


the 
‘company’s “Business Manager.” She told him what he wanted to know. 

“Gatino’s contract is with Mister Rozenberg, Monsicur. We've no legal hold to prevent his 
joining your great company. Naturally, he will be a Guest Artist with a contract renewable for each 
‘new production? I know the position of pensionnaire is for actors under contract by the year in your 
company; and sociétaire is For life, both of which are out of the question, of cours, fora foreigner. His 
French is perfect. Limited, yet his ear i lke a tuning fork and in no time he will sound the notes you 
‘wish, He would enter at the top of your financial scale, yes? He will bring French youth flocking 


through your ancient doors, 


Lippolytus isa gem. His Almaviva is priceles, as I'm sure you've 
hheard. His Don Juan-Moliere’s naturally-will stop your heart and make you believe you have never 
seen the play before! Isnt time you paid more attention to Shakespeare's Romeo and Angelo?” 
‘Monsieur Piquot told her the salary of his Guest Artists, a matter of public record for his 
‘government-subsidized company. Bella Maria smiled with delight. While Piquot went on selling the 
‘dea, hinting atthe dangers lurking in the world of Boulevard Comedies for youths, Bella Maria was 


reviewing the Boulevard and film offers she and Pier and Stefano had just received. Piquot was the 
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answer to her maternal prayers. She wanted Camillo in a stable environment where he would be an 
artist among the world’s greatest theatricals, where a constant and exhausting exercise in self-discipline 


‘would prevent him from settling for exhibitionism and the easy effects so common among celebrity 


Star players waiting for their luck to run out, waiting forthe time the marketplace said, "That 
‘We've done with you! Get lost!” 

Both younger Teatro Gruppo women agreed they wanted the pizzaz and the fun of the 
‘commercial theater (as id Stefano), Bella Maria had no desire to compete with the implacable and 
supreme mimetic genius of Thérése who made Lady Macbeth look cuddly but who would take Gatino 
safely up the sheer cliffs of dramaturgy known as Racine and Comeille. It was not cowardice on her 
part, It was the realty of her not having trained in the very specific Comedie traditions. She never 
expected an offer to join that austere company. The balancing on razor-edge required by the radical 
transformation of theater as conceived by the revolutionary Meyerhold and Reinhardt had been a 
challenging stretch for her; it was debilitating for the older traveling players inthe Teatro Gruppo while 
it was as easy as breathing for the newly-hatched Gatino as would be his working with Thérése, 

‘Meyerhold studied with Stanislavsky, the great Russian director and theorist; his complex 
approach to character development was too baroque and demanding for Stefano and his parents, They 
‘ould not relate to it, For Stefano, the last straw was people fainting atthe end of Ibsen's Ghosts, It was 
staged by Meyerhold as "a horror show” in Stefano's opinion~"Call me old fashioned, but iat theater 
supposed to be uplifting and not a hospital visit?” 

For Bella Maria, it was actuating to watch Gatino instinctively neuter himself as Oswald by 
softening every aspect of his personality and crumpling inward in the char inthe last scene during the 
syphilitic atack on his brain. Al his muscles loosened; the expression lft his face; his eyes stared 
blankly as he whispered hoarsely, “Mother, give me the sun.” Every sold-out performance, she as his 


‘mother, stared in speechless horror shaking with fear as she struggled with herself to assist his suicide 
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‘With the morphine pills she clutched in her hand, Was it any wonder people fainted? Cast as Regina, 
Oswald's illegitimate half-sister and near-wife, Picr confessed to throwing up afte each performance 
and suffering nightmares. 

Ghosts was followed by Meyethold’s Lady ofthe Camellias where Bella Maria's very graphic 
death from tuberculosis and Gatino’s frenzied grief left people beside themselves in blissful misery, 
«rying so loudly the curtain calls sounded as if they were playing ina coughing and hacking 
tuberculosis hospital ward. These dark dramas were the reason they added two classic farces by 
Planché to the Paris season: The Loan of a Lover and The Follies of a Night. t was either that or 


‘Stefano wanted out, for even his Harlequin del! arte improvisations and Jazzi had to be worked into 


controlled compositions devised by Fokine with lighting patterns he complained imprisoned and stifled 
hhim, And the music by Stravinsky and Schoenberg gave him a headache! 
On top of everything else, the slavish attention to details let Mama Lucia in a heap after 


cleven-hour rehearsals. 


I'm 100 old! You can’t teach an old eat these new tricks!" Indeed, she and the 
Maestro had aged noticeably in Berlin. However, once the plays were “set” and the immensity ofthe 
success understood, they all buckled down, behaving like the troupers they were. Yet, it was evident to 
Bella Maria: as much as she and Gatino reveled in the Meyerhold-Stanislavsky method of preparing a 
role, the days of the Teatro Gruppo and Moderisim were numbered 

‘Her mind at rest over her beloved Gatino's future in Paris, she relaxed. Changing the subject 
with Piquot to her company’s upcoming repertoire, she asked the General Director to review his 
calendar, The entie run would be sold out by noon the next day. House seats would require the cash 
‘equivalent of one of the ‘gonza’ rubies curently adoming Rozenberg’s large body. 

‘When the company awakened in the Third Class compartment to find Gatino gone, Bella Maria 
hhad assured them there was nothing to fear. “He's in the First Class Wagon Lits with Monsieur Naum, 


“My only question is how the hell did he get there?” 
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‘She applauded his decision to move in with the rich Russian. It was a shrewd move at atime 
‘when such moves were necessary to protect his sanity. She could not imagine his having any resistance 
to joining the Comedie beside sentimental ones; and she knew he would value the independence it 
‘would give him from Monsieur Naum’s ambitions. Gatino would have all the rchearsal time he wanted 
‘and, most importantly, he would be playing no more than twice a week depending on the schedule of 
the revolving repertoire. He would have time to rest, time to study, time to go see other players at work, 


time for mi 


time for art and time to wander the streets of Paris incognita, And time for love, 
‘With this thought in mind at the party when the Director General left her, she noticed Gatino 
detaching himself from a clutch of clutching guests and crossing the room in her direction, His glance 


very firmly on the good-looking tal, blond man with radioactive blue eyes whom she had 
noticed tilting at rig attention inthe stage right box during the performance, She had wondered if they 
‘would cancel the performance if he fll out and broke his ncck onthe piano in the orchestra pit drctly 
below him, or would they, as they did in aly create an interval while the dead body was cated out? It 
‘was a bizare distraction mid-scene, as bizarre as watching Gatino’s body language change from 
seductive to seduced at this party 

‘Who was that young man? What had he just said? Gatino's fascination with him was as obvious 
toher as it was to Naum Rozenberg who crossed the room to end i. The Russian was not jealous, only 
protective of his investment. He had heen receiving the most lucrative offers from producers of popular 
plays and films who wanted to feature Gatino. Max Linder promised a liberal contract from Pathé Fréve 
Pars. Ther Fort Lee, New Jersey branch was thriving, but American censors were still barking over 
“lax French morals" i the local product. Pathé Pars had a new marketing device: lm d'art. It 
appealed to American distributors and the French press; both cheered the hiring of Bernhardt and 
[Réjane to add class to their product, and a draw to entertainment stil considered suitable only for 


‘working-class types in the States, In Europe, narrative pictures were again drawing everyone. 
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Linder wanted Gatino to make all kinds of films with him and his colleagues. Rozenberg was 
fascinated to leam how much money could be made managing and marketing objects of the public's 
affection. The Star system was just taking hold. Hoping to avoid the fiscal demands made by Stars 
the theater, the studios had fought it by withholding billing or by giving the players fake names in 
Europe, even returning fan letters unopened. But Rozenberg knew the public fell in love with people 
‘not companies. Max Linder was idolized around the globe. Five times a day, his pictues filled the 
Gaumont Palace, the newly-converted 3.400 seat hippodrome in Paris onthe chie Place de Clichy. 
Atready there were other players dominating the seen the way Gatino put blinkers on a theater 
audience, Rozenberg stil sold foreign films via their story lines and Biograph’s reputation; yet there 
‘were more and more requests for films with “Litle Mary” (Pickford) or Florence Lawrence the new 
Biograph Girl The burgeoning movie magazines were focused on the studios eventhough the stills 


from the films were starting to identify players. It was obvious film Stars would ould 


ance the fame of 
theater Stars simply by the volume of their audiences. He reckoned the men who controlled the time- 
and-light-bound pioneers of film acting would control the nascent industry and become as rich as the 


sgreediest robber baron. “How can my Gatino 


‘he wondered. "He is the avatar of graceful motion. 
‘Aren't silent moving pictures a variant of commedia pantomimes.” 

Bella Maria watched Gatino re-circulated by Rozenberg and Diaghalev. She watched the other 
‘one, the man from the stage-right box with the lovely laugh, turn and leave the party with alight step. 

“Alfredo Gage” she learned, growing accustomed to secing him tilting forward inthe stage~ 
right box at every performance and tossing a bouquet of fragrant white camellias at Gatino’s feet. Each 
‘night she picked them up, handing them to her co-star after kissing them. She saw the American back 
stage in Gattino’s dressing room many times standing aside from the burbling mob where his soft 
American courtesy quite distinguished him. He always left before Naum Rozenberg arrived to take 


Gatino to some party where Alfredo Gage rarely failed to appear. He and Gatino would have some 
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brief intimate exchange under the close observation of I padrone, as Bella Maria thought of the 
generous Russian, (Gatino’s wardrobe and jewels were the talk of Pars). Then Alfredo Gage departed 
‘with alight step and an invisible smile gleaming on his handsome face though no feature moved. He 
unfailingly left behind memories of his clear, free, entirely joyous laugh. 

With her, Gatino made no secret of his daily walks with Alfredo Gage. Their rendezvous was 
the carousel in the Bois de Boulogne. Each moming, the actor sent his day's schedule via the 


_pneumarique on his frst break in the mori 


practice time. Rather than observing the five positions, 
[ijinsky taught him o execute in 45-50 minutes his warm-up stretch exercises at accelerated pace 10 
improve the energy of the muscular drive and speed, working on elasticity of his entie body. Once in 
‘motion, he never stopped to the amazement of those fortunate enough to observe him. Vocal exercises, 
French enunciation and singing class, dance and fencing completed the morning. 

Lunch was followed by one-hour devoted to reading plays aloud with his teachers, Shakespeare 
(English and French), Moliere and Racine and Comeille (French), Goldoni (ltalian and French) 
Goethe and Schiller (German and French), Chekhov (Russian and French); with his advanced memory 


skills, the texts fueled his vocabularies. As wit 


‘most actors who worked in repertory companies, his 
‘memory was tenacious and prodigious. He played the usual actor's games with his Teatro Gruppo 
colleagues: reading a newspaper while playing a scene, then reciting the newspaper story aloud. The 


time remaining was devoted to rehearsals. The plays in the repertoire needed constant freshening and a 


‘new production was added every two weeks. Appointments with photographers were on weekends. 
He left Naum’ bed at 7 A.M. and did not return until L1 P.M. The social demands were 
lessened as sereenings at home of new films increased. They both loved the precise grammar of 
Pictures. Ever since Naum met Linder, the producer's days were spent atthe Pathé Studio watching 
‘motion pictures being made, giving Camillo leeway to escape the confines of the theater for 


appointments with his new fiend. All of his colleagues atthe theater encouraged him to "get some 
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fresh aie" when not on call. His happiness, quickly attributed to the American friend, was a prime 
‘concer. Soon, afternoon schedules were organized to allow for his absences. He was never late on 
‘returning and was always prepared and never complained if time was not there for Freddie who was 
‘grateful for whatever time they could snatch to be alone together. Unemployed, he planned his day 
around the daily pmeumatique reports. 

Late one afternoon after rehearsals when Naum was on location with Max, Freddie took 
Camillo for a cab ride out ofthe city center for a walk along the Seine, Pausing under a bridge, he ran 
his hand along the embankment wall when there was no one in sight. In answer to Carmine's query, he 
explained he was looking forthe entrance to the carriéres, the ancient limestone quarry tunnels that 
snaked for hundreds of miles in a deep and intricate web under the city, 


"Paris," he explained searching fora brass ring, "sits atop formations of limestone and gypsum 


‘once mined for building stone. My friend Louis Charlie is Cocteau's boyfriend, He works for the 


Inspection généate des carriéres o¢ the IGC as we calli 


He showed me this entrance when I told him 1 
longed to hold a friend's hand out walking. There are many doorways. This one is less known. It's 
cleaner than a manhole! In Les Misérables, Hugo calls the carriéres the conscience of the city From. 
the sewers all humans look equal. Especially in the catacombs! Overcrowded cemeteries were emptied 
{nto old quarry tunnels. Some bones go back 1200 years I know the rng’ here! It's covered with mold 
‘and hard to see. Anyway, about a thied of the limestone for Notre Dame came from the Left Bank 
‘quarries in the twelfth century. Some ofthe tunnels have collapsed taking apartment buildings with 
them! There’ a team of ICP men propping them up with stone pillars. Im thinking of adding this 
performance to my Art Tours," he joked as he found the ring, pulled it, and opened the wall 

‘The light from his small torch capered on the damp stone walls with the quicksilvershimmer of 


‘moonlight. A narrow corridor confronted them along with a whoosh of cold, damp, thick air. It 


enveloped them and Freddie's merry, echoing laughter. They stepped inside. Finding a matching brass 
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ring, he closed the door silently behind them. He clasped Camillo's warm hand. They began to walk 
slowly straight ahead. 

Excitedly, Carmine told Freddie about his tour with the Teatro Gruppo of the honeycombed 
‘underground of Naples. Papa Gruppo took them to see the remains of the Greco-Roman amphitheater 
‘where over 6000 people watched Nero sing during an earthquake. "Napoli is built and rebuilt in layers 
‘of compacted voleanic ash and rock called rf. It began to be in 470 B.C. when the old Greeks 
invented Neapolis, their ‘New City” At the archacological muscum, we visited the Secret Cabinet. It is 
from Pompeii and Herculaneum sexual ancient things. To those Greeks and Romans, the phallus means 
prosperity, and fecundity, and luck. There are homosexual scenes, 100, They were used to decorate 


homes and public baths and bordel 


is must be added to your Art Tour, yes?" 

Freddie kissed Carmine's hand. For him there was a new Genesis in which be had a full part 10 
play. Life had been a void; now there were actualities he longed to conquer layer by layer. The obverse 
‘of love was not hatred but fear. "Eniri, mon ami, the underworld Paradise! Here we do what we want!" 
the whispered as the walkway began a gradual descent. He began to sing: “Che faro senza Euridice?/ 
Sal perdu mon Euridice..." 

“No! No! You have found your Euridice, no? Yes? You must not let go of my hand!" 

Down and down they went singing Gluck’s famous aria from Orféo and tightly elasping hands. 
(On the frst landing, a seemingly-endless tunnel opened to their right and left. A sign pointed in the 
direction ofthe ossuary. Freddie consulted the map given him by Louis. “I's that way and five stories 
down. Are you game?” he asked spontaneously in English, 

"Game?" Camillo asked in English. "Me a game? Me and baseball?" 

"No!" Freddie exclaimed in Italian, "Game as in ‘willing I's American angot.” 

“Oh! Si! Yes, lam game. Mighty game” 


"You are definitely nor ‘a game,’ Camillo! was said in Italian. "Games are played to win 


CHILDREN OF PARADISE /131 
something. Our adventure here is a game, a form of play." 

"To win what, Alfredo?" 

"Your friendship. Dare I say your heart? As you have won mine” 

“Is it possible on such a sudden you should fallin so strong a liking for me?” be quoted in 
English. "You have won my friendship.” he said in Halian. I will play with all my heart, Let us vist the 
dead. We must remind ourselves we will very soon be among them. We have no time to lose when 
hearts are to be won.” He concluded in English: "Big prize! Home run, yes?” 

Down and down they went following markers and road signs. Inthe ossuary cave they found 


‘hundreds of thousands of skulls, tibia, and femurs neatly stacked to form walls fronting a chaos of 


bones belongi 


1 of the two 


to over six million Parisians. There was a moment’ full stop inthe 
‘men holding hands gazing at intimations of their own mortality while six stories overhead Notre Dame 
loomed serenely under a grained moon white as a bone button 

‘The next afternoon, they were escorted by Louis Charlier through the stage door into the 
darkened Opera Garnier. Silently, they crossed the vast empty stage nodding at stagehands, In a 
shadowed niche, Philippe produced a key unlocking an unprepossessing wooden door. Winking at 
Camillo, he entered a tiny room and tugged on a brass ring hidden behind some mops. The wall slid 
‘open, The three men entered a labyrinth of narrow corridors, secret passages leading to various 
ts underground pond featured in 
Gaston Leroux's novel Le Phantéme de Opéra and reached by a winding stone staircase. Ric 


dressing rooms, administrative offices, and tothe carriéres wi 


ngina 
row boat, they fed the resident plump fish stocked by the stagehands. “As the foundation for the opera 


house was lai 


the 1860s," Charlier explained, “engincers struggling to drain water from the sodden 


earth ended up impounding 


in this reservoir sixty-yards long and twelve-feet deep. I's used to run the 


stage's massive hydraulic lift. On summer days, you swim in it 


"Where are the oldest tunnels, Louis, please?” 
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“Not far from here, Gatino, There isa clean exit na school basement near where we are going. 
Look up. See our breath gathering in clouds along the ceiling?” 

Unlike them, inthe strong beam from his worch ight, the illuminated clouds wandered 
aimlessly, Before exiting tat early evening, Louis introduced them tothe 18th-century “research 
corridors" created by the JGC to locate and stabilize the oldest quarries. "They tend to follow the 
pattems ofthe streets above. Those plagues tell us the number ofthe reinforcing wall and coincides 
with the numbers. on the map you ae holding, Alfred.” 

“T wondered what those numbers were.” 

“Vl get you cach a street map with those particular numbers on it and with the safest, cleanest 
entrances marked, too. These blue and yellow signs where tunnels intersect indicate the names ofthe 
‘streets above, They will keep you oriented. There are also some abandoned train tunnels, too. If you 
come upon gates they are thereto kesp pooplcofT the active train tracks. The exits from those ar only 
{hvough manholes in the streets and on the sidewalks” 

“I've seen people emerge from them. I could not imagine what they were doing!" Camillo said. . 

Many days, holding hands, the two walked for hours, the happiest cataphiles ecg the surface 
‘World and its ules, though many others met in tunnels, caves, at crossroads seemed equally delighted 
with themselves and their friends, Once they were invited to take part in a buffet birthday party. Once 
they came upon a Buddhist meditation group in a candle enclave. Often they saw artists painting on 
the walls. Several times they avoided lovers in action by retracing their steps amidst the familiar 
echoing sounds. One late afflernoon afer such a near-encoumtr, Fredie gave Camillo the first of many 
kisses on his forhead at an underground crossroads, kisses Camillo carefully noted in red on his copy 
ofthe map Louis had given him. 

During the day on their way to preferred doorways, they linked arms. Speaking Italian made 


this gesture seem commonplace among the French who were familiar with their neighboring country’s 
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social norms for male fends. Happy to be with his affectionate frend in daylight or in torch light, 
Camillo talked freely forthe frst three months with an open heart once he realized Alfedo's attentions 
wore chaste and as respect oF his personas Vakow was to this day. 

“He wants for now wo be my urawushik tomo, my sincere fiend, car,” Gti confided to 


Bella Maria, "He makes no promises and speaks Shakespeare: Vows are but breath and breath a vapor 


1s Latch with emotion not ‘0 seem the Lapwing and to jes, / Tongue far from heart." He wants to 
gett know me, | told him I dont know me; fee! me alive. And ‘me’ changes with my costumes, Me 
and Richard Two: ‘There play In one person many people./ And none contented. He said we can learn 
together, He, too, is geting to know himself. He says he stopped buming his candles at both ends 
because he is undone by too much doings." Camillo laughed with delighted understanding, "He says "7 
«am for other than for dancing measures.” He also says we can never really love someone until we love 
curseves, Do you love yourself, cara?* 


Bella Maria smifed affectionately. "Yes, I think I do. I love what 


lovable in myself, 
caro 

"And what is that?" 

"Well, lets see. The ability to give and receive love. Honesty. The ability to see and appreciate 
‘others, A feeling response to others. Intelligence. Bewilderment over the way most people waste their 
lives. Self-liscipline. Joy ia my work. love these things in you, too...as does Mister Gage.” 

“He says he has a friend in New York City named Armand de Guise who was struck by love as 
he was struck by love in Rome. The way Romeo is struck by love for Juliet. And Orlando for Rosalind 
‘And Olivia for Viola dressed as Cesario. Whoever loved that loved not at first sight?’ And maybe the 
‘way Angelo is struck by lust for Isabella: What's this? Whats this? Is this her fault or mine?" Mister 
de Guise had to unlock’ the love in his Vadriel Vail who quoted another English writer to him: ‘None 


but the giddy, you know, love at frst sight. I thought you were too wise o be swayed by first 
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Impressions.’ He is like me in that way, Alfredo says." 
“How like you, caro?” 
“Lam a guarded soul, he says, adverse to flatery. Am Ia guarded soul, cara?" 
With good reason. People can be trashy.” 
"That is what he says. He says he has been very trashy with other people's hears. He has given 


"Yes, you are, my dari 


‘me a word for my wary heart. ‘Guarded It feels comect. He and his friend Armand are very smart 
bout me, It seems Alfredo and I have a great deal to talk about all ofthe time." 


‘One month later he confided: 


is eyes are till full of flames and tears but with a steady glow, 
‘now. When I talked to him last night about my fears in joining the Comédic he listened and was not 


isa 


ed in me, Tam no longer ‘a thing enskied and sainted." He assures me itis appropriate for me 
to feel anxious about diving into that poo! of sharks. Iam no longer some fantasy creature to him, 
‘Some 'sweetling.’ His ego is not tied up with my success. He wants me for myself: He says he longs to 


cout his sleeve for me, ti 


ATi, the last ofthe Han emperors.” 
"Cut his sleeve?" 


"Yes," Camillo laughed and blushed. "Seems Ai Ti was also a wooer of lads way bac 


in BC. 
‘One morning he took a sword and cut the sleeve from his gown so as not to disturb his beloved who 
‘was sleeping beside him with his head resting upon that sleeve.” 

‘One month later, he confessed: "When we hold hands, I crave long, tender caressing of bodies, 
kissing, touching, slow loving. Ihave never wanted this with anyone. Very serious stuff no? Very 
<ierent from the flame I steal al of the time from Naumky’s body thinking of Alfredo! Iam feeling 
very dishonest with Naumky, very complicated with him, very blue. Very triste. lam playing an 
unkind game in my mind in our bed. I worry because you and I know from Twelfth Night: In nature 
there's no blemish but the mind/ None can be called deformed but the unkind" Alfredo says he now 


knows his love was not midsummer madness. He was cynical at first of his infatuation. Now he knows 
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hhe was indeed struck by love, true love, very lke his friend Armand de Guise. He was not a giddy.” 

"What does he intend to do about it?” 

“He wants me to take a holiday with him before I join the Comédie, Armand is coming to Paris 
with his Vadriel Vail. Alfredo wants me to spend time with them and him to witness firsthand "the 
holiness ofthe heart's affections". Until then, he says he intends to continue to wait” 

"Wait for what, caro?” 

"Wait nti grow to love him ashe loves me. He says he sces love dawning in my eyes. He is 
correct, My love grows from hour to hour fast asthe green alder shoots up when Spring is young " 

‘One night at dusk on the selt-imposed finale o their three-month engagement in Pais, Bella 
Maria was siting in the theater's Green Room on the second floor taking a breath of ar at an open 
‘window. Being the fifth day of the fi month, the Day ofthe Iris in Japan, the room was filled with 
the purple flowers gift from the Japanese ambassador. The large room overlooked the stage door 
alley where the actress saw Alffedo Gage engrossed in conversation with Camillo. 

‘They paused to say goodbye under the fire-escape stairs. She watched Alfredo kiss Camillo 
tenderly on both checks. She thought it one ofthe most beautiful gestures she had ever witnessed. It id 
‘not surprise her to see Camillo gently touch his cheek as he tumed to come to work obviously attached 
to his friend with all the ardent fist love of his unquenchable heat, Eyes flashing in a thrill of emotion, 
Alfredo watched him disappear into the theater before he turned and weat for a meal prior to entering 
the stage-right box he claimed every night. 

‘That evening on their walk at dusk, Camillo had told Alfredo he wanted to converse in English 
“But I've leamed Italian just for you.” Alfredo exclaimed. 

“T have a motion much imports your good.” Kalian has served its purpose, n0? I want to speak 
only English to you. With you. I speak English with no one else except to study with Bella Maria and 


Cecchetti the original Shakespeare of my roles to make better the translations. English will be For me 
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the language of the heart, Alfred. To me, the heart is still a foreign country. Things are done differently 
there. English only spoken! Do you understand? Am I sensible?” 

“Oh, God!” Alfred exclaimed, suddenly overtaken by sobs of happiness. 

“Yes, Isee I am being sensible. | mean, I see Iam making sense for you. To you. I see Iam 
‘making sense to you, no? The carte de tendre is now replaced by a carte d'amour, | must begin the 
‘world again. With you by my side. I must not beat the bush around. In short, I love you. I love you. I 
love you, Sounds swell, no?” 

‘When the RM.S. Titanic sent her first distres signal under her code name MGY, Vadriel Vail was 


1g in Armand de Guise’s embrace in front ofa coal fire on a red leather couch in the second-floor 
library oftheir Gramerey Park townhouse. A recording of the Andante Moderato movement of 
Mahler's Sixth “Tragic” Symphony was calming his rage. A telephone call with an agitated JefT 
Mowat, the night manager of the Vail Shipping Line office on lower Broadway, had set him cursing, 

‘These nightly calls were in addition to calls placed at various times during the day. They began 
the previous Wednesday when the Titanic began her maiden voyage to New York with Goodbody and 
Mortimer aboard in perilous seas. It was now Sunday night. The 45,000 ton colossus was due to dack 
the coming Wednesday atthe White Star Line's Hudson River Picr $4 beside the Vail Lines Pier 5S. 
were a speedboat! He will do anything to set a 
is ang of...” He sounded impeded by fury 


"Smith is still driving that ship, Armand, as 


record for Morgan and his gang of 


"Hooligans, Vadrie!? Criminals?” Armand offered, mirroring Vadriel's distress. 
"Yes! Criminals! It is unconscionable of Morgan to have canceled his reservation atthe lat. 
‘moment, Smith is offering the people in his care as a sacrifice to his own and Morgan’ vainglory.” 
‘That morning Mowat informed Vadrie! how the Vail Line's flagship S.S. Thomas Jefferson, 


traveling in the Internationally agreed sea lane on its current crossing due on Tuesday in Southampton, 
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hhad used the new Marconi apparatus to wire both the Vail office and Captain Smith on the Titanic an 
‘ecbery warning at 42° North from 49° to SI° West, which Smith had obviously ignored. According to 
his current report to the U.S. Navy's Hydrographic Office in Washington, D.C.,his ship was still 
‘moving in that icy realm at 22 knots while the captain of the Jefferson had been ordered by Vadriel 10 
slow his ship in broad daylight from its usual 26 knots in a dead-calm sea toa crawl if necessary, not 
‘more than 10 knots. This had safely moved them out of the danger zone. Now it appeared Cunard's 
RMS, Californian was parked ina fild of ice about ninetcen miles north ofthe Titanic’ line of travel 

‘The music was doing its magical work; Vadriel was calmer. "It has been the mildest winter in 
Greenland and the far north in thirty years, Armand. Great fragments of glaciers known as-" 

"eebengs, my dearest?” 

‘Vadirie! smiled as he pushed deeper into Armand's embrace. “Pardon me, my dear. Its not as if 
am desperately fahtootsed.” 
"Well, you've told me the bergs have boen drifting southward encouraged by the cold sub- 


‘you've not heard allthis before, is if? As Robbie would sa 


surface Labrador Current of floating north-eastwards on the warm Gulf Stream, right?" 
"You were listening! I'm certain 'm boring you to death when I will go on about weather 

conditions. But this year is most unusual.” He rose and went to his desk to collect a notebook with 

diagrams. "I've not shown you this. You see this unique concentration of bergs along with floes is 


‘causing a ghastly hazard: a fifty-nine sea-mile ice field on the main Atlantic liner route" 


"Liner? means the shortest distance between two points on the globe, a straight-line across, no 
stops, as fast as possible to encourage sales and win prizes! You are now number two with the 40,000 
ton Jefferson! Cunard's 30,000 ton Mauritania is number one 


1907. We live in hope." 
"Brilliant!" 
Nearly a year ago in May, Vadriel had gone to Belfast to tour the White Star Line's RM.S. 


Olympic before her maiden voyage, and to watch her twin-sister, the R.M.S. Titanic being launched 
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imo Belfast Lough. He met with one of the ships’ principal naval architects, the Right Honorable 
‘Alexander Carlisle a serupulously honest professional man Vadriel hired to review the final drawings 
for the Jefferson. Carlisle and his colleague Thomas Andrews created sleek, graceful, elegant ships for 
the White Star Line, as opposed to the top-heavy ships built by Cunard and Vail. 

[No longer employed by the Harland and Wolfe shipyard, Carlisle was willing to work for Vail, 
an American competitor, because he detested J.P. Morgan, America's most powerful financier who in 


1907 snatched the White Star Line in hostile takcover, making it subsidiary of his Intemational 


‘Mercantile Marine (IMM), a scurrilous trust created to win contol ofthe lucrative Atlantic commuter 


route serving nearly eight million people a year. As the Vail Line's major stockholder and chairman of 


its board, Vadriel had fought off Morgan's attempt to seize it by using his own fortune to buy out 
‘everyone favoring the IMM deal, and then by firing Morgan's toadies on the board with the approval of 
the remaining Vail board members. 

‘Cunard also remained independent. A symbol of Britain's success on the high seas and as Royal 


Mail Carriers (RMS), it was now receiving the government's financial support. 


In Belfast, Cais supply of eash-cash that he used 


and Vad! discussed Morgan's uni 
in 1895 to single-handedly save the U.S. government from defaulting on the gold convertibility of the 
dollar--cash that made him the principal target of U.S. antitrust legislation revisions~cash that had 


created the White Star's Olympia Line: the R.M.S. Olympic (the pioneer), the R M.S. Titanic, and the 


proposed third sister, the R.M.S. Gigantic. They were the most luxurious liners on earth, more lavish 
‘than the German lines, and the largest: eleven stories high, one-sixth of a mile long, half again as any 
ship ever bull. They were the inspiration for Vait's Presidential Line, but with major differences. 


Knowing Vadriel like Morgan was “pharaob-rich,” Carlisle approved of the reasons for 


ix years of 


‘Vauirie’s lack of interest in an American Olympia Line. "Such massive ships will take 


‘uninterrupted, booked-out crossings to recover construction costs,” he said, confirming over dinner in 
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his home the young American's research. "With so much space devoted to public grandeur, they carry 
‘fewer passengers than ships half their size. They require 1391 people to run with 2435 passengers! This, 
‘is madness to me. Now that Morgan, in spite of his lobbying, has been forced to allow his crews to 
‘unionize, and since he was not able to shoot them the way Frick and Rockefeller have done in your 
‘country, Mister Vail, our accountants are even more distressed by what Morgan cals ‘the bottom line.” 

‘To Morgan's chagrin, the IMM was actually losing money. White Star's Olympia Line had to 
succeed at any cost, Carlisle admitted the White Star Line was extraordinary even by the buecancering 
standards of the day, "They are the opposite of your Vail Line, Mister Vail. Money uber alles,” 

Most vehemently, Carlisle disapproved of the decision by Morgan and the builders, his own 


bosses, to seale down the numberof 


feboats, his responsibility, preferring to use the space for more 
expansive promenades. Carlisle's initial plans envisioned sixty-four boats, enough forall the souls on 
‘board, They were reduced to twenty. In spite of the Olympia Lines being over 46, 000 tons, this was 
still above the complacent British Board of Trade regulations of 1880 based on 10,000-ton liners, 
regulations they refused to change due tothe “safe” trans-Atlantic sailing tracks, watertight bulkheads 
‘making ships their own lifeboats, and wireless communications. The Vail Line always had complete 
passenger and crew "coverage," and Vadriel, representing the U.S. government, twice unsuccessfully 
‘addressed the BBT demanding an update in their regulations. 

‘On Carlisle's instructions, he also insisted the Jefferson's watertight main deck be welded to all 
the hull's transverse watertight compartments below it to keep intrusive water from spilling over and 


filling them. Carlisle was overruled on this expensive precaution for the Olympia Lit 


was deemed 


ince six of the sixteen tightly-fit water 


1 compartments would have to be breeched by 
«an onslaught of water and this was deemed impossible. How could so much water ever invade the hull? 
‘The days were gone when whales cratered wooden ships! 


Coincidentally, the Vail and Cunard Lines established their year-round, daily scheduled Atlantic 
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sailing service in 1840, Both had piers in Boston and Southampton, England, with its famous double 
high tides most conducive to ship movements. Speed was a selling point for these liners and safety was 
the priority for both founders who, in 1848, were forced to move their North American terminals to 
‘New York City’s double high-tide Hudson River because Boston Bay froze each winter imposing 
serious delays and fines on Cunard as Royal Mail Carriers. The race for faster and more efficient ships 
pressed both lines into steam propulsion and sails in 1857, and into building larger ships when sails 
vanished and turbines appeared. Cunard continued to have ships built for him; Vail built for himself. 

Like Goethe's Faust, Grandfather Vail hamessed the energy of the sea: his man-made harbors 


and canals moved his ships full of his goods and his men to his railroads; his dams made possible his 


large-scale irrigation projects and the water power to attract and support his industries and the towns 


and cities of his devising on his land in areas where white settlers had not been able to thrive, He and 
his fellow entrepreneurs created a new form of manifest-destiny romance through the titanic work of 


‘economic development aided by Faustian political bargains: unrestricted and grandiose development. 


‘As with Faust, "Human sacrifices bled/ Tortured sereams would pierce the nis 

‘When Vadeiel's parents died in a sailing accident, his grandfather placed him under the care of a 
‘man of integrity, his trusted assistant Ebenezer Norwood. He continued the Vail corporation's growth 
attending to antitrust laws. Renouncing a monastic life, exploring his empire with Ebenezer, Vadriel 
found the Vail Lines his only territory of any interest. Under his close scrutiny, the turbines produced 
floating grand hotels. "No more completely organized communities are to be found in the world than 
aboard the modem ocean liners and in major opera companies,” Vadtriel suggested to Gustav Mabler, 
‘who agroed. Vadriel rejected stupendous floating palaces on economic grounds alone, 

"The Olympic has had a disastrous year,” Vadriel told Armand ashe flipped through his 
notebook. "With crossings lost due to its dropped propeller and its collision with the H.M.S. Hawke 


while Smith was on the bridge, coupled with the lawsuits they lost, a mighty packet went down all 
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‘round! No denying it. Just look at these figures, Armand! Captain Smith has a series of marine mishaps 
including the grounding of three liners. | wouldn't hire him to command a tug boat. Let us not forget 
hhow on the Olympic's maiden voyage he trapped and almost crushed tug atthe White Star pier. Our 
<dcar Goodbody and Mortimer are at this man’s mercy!” 

"They booked the Titanic because the interior, cheapest First Class cabin for two was reduced 
from $125 0 $100 all inclusive with free transport from London to Southampton. You know how they 
love a bargain, those two." 

"offered them two guest passes on my ship. think they wanted the glamor of a maiden 
voyage, Armand, For me there is nothing deadlier than the Topsy-turvy of a first crossing. | know those 
{wo are going to be disappointed. Even with the current col trike in England having canceled many 
other crossings, and with passengers swiped by bargains from those stil scheduled, the Titanic is 
trarely half fll, The Olympic captured the public's imagination last yar. The Titanic i old nows! The 
Olympic thrones over her twin in history and probably always 


‘The phone rang. Glancing at the clock: it was 10:10, Vadriel rose and quickly crossed to his 
desk. "Ths is probably Robbie changing his mind yet again about our reservations. The way he is 
tending, wel be traveling in July. Good thing ’m his understanding travel agent.” 

"Til eave you to it, Vadrie” Armand sid rising, stretching, and stopping the musi. "Dont be 
too long now, dears, pleas” He was playfully amorous onthe couch and his checks were slightly 
flushed with expectations; his eyelids were at half-mast giving his smile a lecherous downturn. 

Vadrie laughed, Heft his heartbeat faster. Auburn Armand could never hie is erie 


intentions. His 


ened color: a raunchy masculine glow, always spilled the beans. 
Jeff Mowat's voice boomed out of the telephone receiver. Armand could hear it across the room, 
He changed his direction to be beside Vadriel. "Mister Vall Mister Vail, sir!" the man shouted. "We've 


received a CDQ... an SOS from MGY!" 
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adil stiffened on an intake of breath. These dispatches always had the directness ofa curse. 
"Read itt me, Jeff please!" 

"Yes, sir Is daa tribe! Its what we've feared. Here goes, si. ‘COME AT ONCE... WE 
HAVE STRUCK AN ICEBERG... IPS COD. OM... POSITION 41°40N, S02 14W.."" 

"What about the Californian? She's listed a about nineteen miles away” 

"She's not responding to our calls o to theirs, sit.” 


"Maybe she's gone to the rescue, Jeff? Maybe there's no one on the Marconi 


they're all preparing to take passengers on board?” 


"Yes, sir, maybe, sr. Oh! Hold on! There's more coming from MGY. There are thirty-six ships 


in the North Atlantic tonight. Only the Jeffersonian is ours and she's nearly half-a-day ay 


xy now. She 
‘went full throtl to make up for the lost time. Shall we have her tum around, sif? MGY says they 
struck thirty-five minutes ago” 

"Thirty-five minues ago! What the hell took them so long to wite for help™ 

Armand took his free hand, “What do you want todo, Vadrie? Do you want to go downtown?" 

"No, Tur on the tcker-tape in your office, Army, please eff?" 

"Yes sit” 

"Send me MGY's messages onthe ticker tape, please. Were going upto Armand!’ office now. 
“There's. a phone there Call me if you fel the need. Who besides the Californian is closes to them?" 

*Cunaras Carpatia, sit. She hasnt responded yet. As you know, Captain Rostrom’s a good 
‘man, st. By my reckoning, ithe responds soon he'l ned about three hours to reach MGY. She's our 
best hope ifthe Californian doesn't respond, which is not possible. Surely MGY will float with all those 
snug bulkheads. The Carpathia can tow her in for repairs.” 

"I don't know, Jeff All depends on how badly she's cut open and where. Three hours is a bloody 


long time if an artery’ severed. You take my meaning? I'm going up now. Who's with you?” 
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"Mark and Haris.” 

"Ring Peter and Graff to help handle the telephones. AP has a Marconi setup, They will be on 
this story already. Use my emergency code. il ing the exchange and have them block regular call.” 

"Right, sir.” 

AS soon as Vadriel disengaged, he dialed the manager of the New York Vail telephone 
exchange and gave them his order. Then he raced upstairs and asked Armand if he thought Donough 
and Robbie shouldbe alerted. Without responding, Armand rang them with the nows ofthe Titan's 
distress and invited them over to read the Marconi messages with them. 

‘The ticker tape exploded into action like gunfire in the quiet room causing both men to jump 
with surprise, twas 10:25, Like the messages, time seemed compressed, Armand rushed to the 
‘machine and caressed the thi strip of paper as it gave them the news, which he read outloud: *MGY, 
SOS, COD. HERE CORRECTED POSITION...REQUIRE IMMEDIATE ASSISTANCE. .WE HAVE 


COLLIDED WITH ICEBERG..CAN HEAR NOTHING FOR NOISE OF STEAM..." 


‘There was a sudden silence. Robert and Donough ran into the room as the machine clicked 10 
life again: “WE ARE SINKING FAST..1WM AND CHL GOING LIFEBOATS..." 

"What's with the noisy steam, Vay?" Robert asked having heard on his way up the stairs 

"They are releasing the pressure from the twenty-nine boilers, Robbie. To forestall explosions 


ift-whon!--the 28-degree water reaches them. Obviously the sea's breeched the unattached bulkheads, 


‘Those bloody, hubristic foots! She's been taken down by a berg equal to Ahab's Moby Dick!" 

Jeff called to tll them the Carpathia just responded to the amended message and was changing 
‘course, She would take approximately throe hours to reach MGY. No one wanted to use any name for 
the stricken leviathan but her code name afler the message announcing at 10:45 the firing ofthe white 
rocket flares was followed in ten minutes with the dire news that MGY was down at the bow, 


"The cut is starboard,” Vadriel said soflly, tears welling up in his eyes. They were side-swiped. 
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Ie ust have been stght ahead when they spoted it and swerved to port to late the bow is down, 
nature will be calling the shots now. Fast, so damn fast! Ther are 2200 sols on board. they fil he 
Wifebous, the maximum to survive willbe 1178, They will not ill the bats.” 

"Why not, VadreP” Donough demanded. Those were theft words he had utered since 
ering the Filia 0m, 

"Morgan doesn waste money on training his crew, Donnie. He does his recruiting in pubs. He 
was suppose tobe on board with rick. Both men canceled not wiling to pay the od, | igue. He’ 
gone tothe south of France wit his pregnant mistess young enough tobe his grand-daughter. He sent 
his White Str chief executive Ismay to do his diny work to keep Smith in haroess he manages to 


survive, hell be the fall guy. They are a gaggle of ruthless and 


ieces of filth! Whiskey anyone?" 

"But how could they not see Moby Dick, Vay?" 

"Earlier this evening, Jeff described the sea as your kind of sca, Robbie. It was at dead calm. 
For the watchmen, this means no tell-tale phosphorescent wave-ripples atthe berg's base revealing its 
presence, Even if it had just rolled over and was showing its blue-black sides, there ought to be a white 
‘outline from the startight but a blurring haze was reported many times tonight." 

‘Vadtriel was pacing the room when word came of MGY's engine room flooding. Ten minutes 
Iater at 10:45, they learned from the brave, nonstop Marconi employee on board thatthe boilers were 
under water and MGY's stern was rising. Her three propellers were now fully exposed, 

‘The crushing silence in the room was broken by Robert who was nestled in Donough’s arms on 
‘one ofthe black-leather couches: "Will she glide straight down, Vay?" 

‘Vadtriel shook his head. He shot out of the room. The remaining three stared at each other. 
‘Armand said he had better go after him when Vadriel reappeared cradling the model of the Jeffersonian 
in his arms as i it were aa small, living child. It was obvious he had been crying. Holding the model at 


arm's length, he tilted the bow toward the floor and said in a tense, hollow voice: "She will plane down 
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"nil she snaps in two when her stem rises high up out of the watr...at approximately 45°." 

"She's going to break in half?” Armand exclaimed in horror. 

Vadlie! nodded. "Steel gets brittle at those temperatures. The vast, open interior spaces at the 
core of the Olympia ships, the grand staircase and the huge air shaft from the engine room below it put 
immense pressure on the keel, Carlisle noted this weak point in MGY's structure between the third and 
fourth funnels. The fourth, you see, is that air shaft and not a funnel at all, Imagine all that empty space 
filling with tons and tons of water. There the keel will snap. The liberated bow will plane down, The 
stern, where there is not yet any water, will drop back down tothe seas surface and stay afloat.” 

“For how long? How long will it say afloat, Vay?" 

"Maybe full minute, Robbie. Then, full of water, like a stone, she will drop to the sa's 


bottom, about two-and-a-half miles according tothe sea chants, 12, 460 feet according to Jeff's 


calculation 
[As Vad! placed the model of the Jefferson safely on Armand’ large, cherry-wood desk word 
‘came via ticker tape tha the last ofthe lifeboats was lowered. Then a message described the forecastle 


deck as going under, Then, at 12:17 A.M. Eastern Standard Time~2:17 A.M. in MGY's time zone~<all 


‘messages ceased. The silence sickened the four men waiting as ifthe earth were about to shake when 
MGY touched ground the first time since before her launch into the Belfast Lough while Vadriel 
‘watched the previous May. 

‘The phone rang. All four men glared at it 

was Mowat: "She has foundered, sir.” he said, choking back his tears. "We are mobbed with 


reporters, sir. We are giving them the bare facts." 


"Yes, thank you, Jeff. Good night. be leaving here now. ring you inthe morning." 
‘As he hung up the phone, he imagined people jumping from the sinking ship. Then he 
‘imagined, yet again, the young women locked inthe Triangle Shirtwaist Company last year and 
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{jumping from the fire to their deaths from the top floor ofa building as tall as the R.M.S. Titanic. The 


sround was as deadly a landing pad as the frigid North Atlantic. “Greed,” he thought thinking of those 
perpetrators escaping justice inthe courts just as Morgan and his cronies would escape from any 
punishment, "greed, greed, and nothing but greed!” 

Sueklenly, he began to shake with terror and grief. Armand grabbed him into a tight embrace 
‘when the tumultuous weeping nearly ruptured his hear as it broke in two, 

‘The next moming at dawn, the four men were walking inthe insistence ofbirdsong along the 
‘Atlantic shore at Gaywyek. They had ridden out in Donough’s private car attached tothe milk train and 


‘been met by the housekeeper Bryan atthe station. Near collapse, Vadriel pleaded they walk in the 


cleansing briskness before 


burgeoning Sprit to bed. The trees were budding and leafing and 
shimmering: they resembled to him a slow green tide rising in the sky overhead while the actual calm 
‘sea mirrored the rosy and silvered environment brazenly enveloping them. Low on the horizon, the 
‘waning erescent moon was a sail gliding along in the pearl-smooth staress sky, a pale Venus in tow. 
‘Weeping again, he said sofily, "I am blasted by the newsboys shouting the headlines of the 
Extras: TRAGEDY’ was the operative word. 1,517 lost souls equals tragedy! Not crime! The photos 
they are using are of the Olympic not of the Titanic! She was of so little interest, they have no photos of 
he in thei files! "Traedy’ will bred a cheap, romantic version of tonight. No greed. No evil doings. 


[No rush for imperial power. No defying Nature. The truth 


bbe of no interest to anyone.” 
"Morgan and the Archbishop of Canterbury, Vay?" 
"Exactly!" 
Donough grinned, "Not to put too fine a point on it, fellas, eh?" 
He was feeling adrift within himself. Goodbody and Mortimer were his soe allies in his 
struggles to breech the watertight bulkheads of fear and perverse longing welded deep in his psyche 


during those traumatizing years shared with his twin Cormac and their father. Both ripped his soul with 
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the 


ing edge of their unrepressed violence. (To this day, Cormac’s tormented spirit haunted him at 
Gaywyck:) Goodbody and Mortimer helped Donough find the courage to live in love as they had done. 
‘They were loving witnesses to his defenses being breeched first in Vienna by his "victorious protector” 
Freud, and then at Gaywyck by the flooding, luminous love of Robert. In tandem, they helped rescue 
him from a self-destruction as insidious as invisible bergs floating ina winter sea, He had not broken 
himself apart. He had not gone under. Thanks to them, his story had a happy ending, 

imposed a 
‘moratorium on news beyond the fact of only 750 having been taken from the lifeboats. Tugeing Robert 


‘And now they were gone. Having arrived one hour too late, the Carpathi 


{nto a tight embrace, he sad it was time for bed... not for sleep. Inthe time remaining, there were 
‘many ways of obeying nature and affirming life before he and Armand returned to Manhattan to join 


the mourners greeting the Carpathia at Pier $4. Maybe, just maybe, 


‘Waving a letter newly arrived fiom Paris, Robert Whyte Gaylord requested of Vadtiel Vail: “Get a load 
of this!” Vadriel was sitting by the bedside ofa dozy Dicky Dugan in an upper guest room of Vakiel’s 
Gramercy Park home. “Its from Freddie! A telegram had express his joy over their much- 
Postponed and now-scheduled visit and this ong letter was a delightfil surprise, 

“Whats he up to, Robbic? Besides awaiting our visit, of course." 

“Besides recovering from the shock of nearly going down with the Titanic and the loss of our 
<dear Goodbody and Mortimer... Robert choked on of-spoken grief. "Fahlempy,”he whispered 
patting hs chest. He took deep breaths with Vadiel patting his arm and embracing his trembling 


shoulders, For a moment, the two sat 


ilence recalling the night they would never forget. 
Donough and Armand left them at Gaywyck, returning to Manhattan to join the 30,000 
‘mourners at Battery Park watching the Carpathia emerge from Ambrose Channel northward into New 


‘York Bay. She was met by a small army of official and unofficial small boats overflowing with 
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reporters; even the pilot boat was infiltrated by them. There was some confusion when she passed the 
‘White Star pier and went up to Cunard’ pier to shed the Titanie's lifeboats in private before slowly 
returning to dock as expected, 

From the closed, neighboring Vail pier, Donough and Armand watched the magnesium flash 
‘guns blinding the survivors disembarking dressed in the motley of shipwreck. At the arrival of Senator 
William Alden Smith, chairman of the hastly-organized U.S. inquiry, Armand was relieved Vad 
‘was not by his side to sce Morgan's toady, elected with the financial support of the financier, sweep 
‘grandly aboard the Carpathia looking theatrically solema forthe photographers and announcing in the 
practiced, stentorian tones ofa professional politician to the foaming press, his determination to 
discover "the tragic truth behind the tragedy.” Armand then spent the night with Donough, his own 
hhouse under a state of siege by the press seeking a statement from Vadriel Vail on the tragedy newly 
befallen his indispensable industry, 

‘After tears ended and Roberts face was tenderly dried by Vadlrel, the sentence was eventually 
finished: “Freddie is in love!” 


“Good for her!” Dicky exclaimed in a croak of a voice having just been awakened from his 


requisite afternoon nap by Roberts weeping. 

“Freddic is a he. And he’s in love with a he!” 

“Good for her Boh!” Dicky repeated yawning 

“How madly unlike him!” Vadriel mused-- “And there is nothing left remarkable/ Beneath the 
‘isting moon." always thought him brave alin the way he dove ino pools. And be's such a amb! 
1 hope he’s bloody happy! 

“Well...maybe not. Listen to this. Our Freddie quotes from Shakespeare! He says the love of his 


life is an actor, a great actor- 


"What else?” Dicky chortled. 
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“No! A truly great actor. He's joining the Comédie Francais, for God's sake. That's the White 
House for theatricals, Dicky! The creme do-la creme. The tops! Oh, my God! He's enclosed a photo! 
‘Oh, my Sweet Jesus, Mary, and old Auntie Joe!” Robert held up Gattino as Cocteau’s Saint Francis for 
the others to see. 

“Oh, my God!” came the response «trois. 

“Out of sight!” croaked Dicky meri. 

"The Christian dialectic between the soul and the body is iredecmably flawed,” Vadril joked, 
“We must cherish the body as we cherish our very own souls.” 


“Hle’s as dizzy-making gorgeous as you and Donough, Vacriel!” Robert said thoughtfully, 


“Only he’s Halian Sicilian, no less. A golden Sici 


Bellini was a blond Sicilian, you know. From 
Catania. Six fet tall he was. Camillo has amber eyes. Look at those shoulders. Look at those" 

“He aint wearin’ nothin’ but rosary beads!” Dicky croaked beyond tilled. “Sacriege! Not 10 
‘mention scrumptious. Our U.S. postal service won't allow i o foul our mails the way they allowed 
‘until just recently postcards of favorite Iynchings by southems. I've made a prostitution of decorums 
and I wanna mount that cross in repentance for my sins. I'm getin’ all wet in girly places! Oh, those 
Sicilians! Mama mia! Musky and fruity on the tongue and furry allover and I gotta tll you guys" 

“Oh, pu-eas, brat! So give us the quote that’s shivered your timbers, Robbie?” 

“1h were all one/ That I should love a bright particular star/ And think to wed it/he that is so 
above me."* 
“Hie can be soooo0o00000 above me anytime, anyplace, anywhere, anyhow.” 

“Oh?” Vadriel muttered softly pointedly ignoring Dicky who had that moming announced he 


hadn't a grain of life in him. “But it does come from All's Well That Ends Well.” 


“Yes, it does, Vay. And she gets her man for what he's worth! 


“As will our Freddie. Hell constellate his “bright particular star” with ws.” 
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“I feel fat as butter!" Dicky complained bored with all the talk about someone he didn't know 
and pouting over the snatched- from-his-cluches picture of Camillo, "But like Portia the quality of my 
‘mercy is not strained, hons. Ive claimed sons of Wop flesh without drawing a drop of blood.” 

“On top of your protein-rch meals here, Tubby, this court awards you'll eat every miso and 
{ofu-thingy Iggy brings you from Taio even ifit’s laced with arsenic! The doctor says you're still 
‘mess, fat or otherwise. Didn't you just have another fainting fit? And you better get solidly on your feet 
so you can keep camming your feed with the Vail Foundation, Richard Dooooooooevegan, sweetheart.” 

“How's Nurse O'Flynn?” Dicky asked with shame written all over his blush, 

“Still crowing a litle over your downfall chronicled as it was on every front page of Gotham's, 
gutter press. Not a pretty sight, fatso. Florence was right. We should have killed her. Happily, | bring 
{you the great tidings that her sister has failed the trial period for your old job in spite ofa very 
impressive resume. No ‘people skills’ Surprise! Surprise! It's doused the true woman a tad and seems 
to have enlarged her bald spot.” 

“Have you found a replacement for me yet?” 

“There is no replacement for you, Dicky. Only someone who will carry on in your stead, if 'm 
lucky. Now thatthe job's open again, have you any ideas?” 

“Yes. Toni, We met at St. Vincent de Paul's, She is really smart.” 

“But what about Miss Blossom's dream of a flower shop?” 

“That'l never happen! She thinks some piece of Trade will set her up. There is only one thing 
‘Trade wants from the likes of us and it ain’t a business partner! Trust me, hon.” 

“You know, Robbie, I've been thinking about Heary the Eighth, All those monastery gardens 
hhe deflowered because, you know, Rose Fyleman is right.” 

‘They recited together with tremendous glee: “There are fairies atthe bottom of our garden." 


‘Then they rocked in ther seats with laughter and shook hands on the deal. 
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“What the hell is going on here?" Dicky demanded even though he knew and could not believe 
the good fortune about to befall his best girftiend Toni. Taylor, a.ka., Miss Blossom. 
"Never slouch, Dicky was determined to ear his keep. Vadriel’s office in the Flatiron Building 
‘on Madison Square was on the same floor as the Gaylord Foundation, He had a hard-working staff of 
‘wo, Since the Vail Board recently approved Vakirie!’s wish to accept applications for grants to the arts, 


the Vail Fund was inundated with requests from writers and theatrical and dance companies around the 


‘country. His duties inereased tenfold. His home office was a mess. Unlike his maniacal attention to his 


shipping business, he misplaced bits and pices, mixed-up odds and ends ofthe applications. 
patient adoring staff was threatening a mutiny while he grew more mysteriously distracted daily 

‘With the assistance ofthe part maid, Fiona, Dicky ad sneaked into Vadrel’s office whenever 
it was unoccupied as soon as he could walk. Inno time he had organized the files and insisted he was 
ready to setup a staggered application system forthe various types of grants inthe main office, He told 


‘Vaariel he only felt at peace when he was working. It was agreed he could spend a few hours every day 


in the office, even though he was still experiencing blackouts and fainting fits. Without his knowledge, 
Ignatius was keeping an eye on him and the entire staff took him under their wide-spanned wings. 

He had fainted a few hours before the image of Camillo was brought to Vadriel by Robert. 
[After ther gle atthe notion of opening a flower shop with Miss Blossom had quieted, Dicky spoke up. 
“Fiona,” he said, “is a whiz organizer, st.” (He kept to protocol when discussing business.) “She's 100 
talented to bea parlor maid all her life. She's gota gorgeous fell who'll imprison her with a dozen 
kiddies if you don’t move fast. She's started to lear the typing and steno from me. She's a treasure, 
‘And Nurse O°Flynn will be only tilled to have a true Irish woman with real-* 

“Yes, Dicky, thank you. If t's okay with Vadriel, it's a done deal” Vadrel nodded. It was a 
done deal. “How are you feeling now. Dicky? You were out cold again, Iggy had to carry you up here. 


[No easy feat these days. I want you to have another check-up tomorrow. This is very serious, hon.” 
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On the night of his arrest, Dicky was beaten senseless by the police. He was taken to the 
precinct jail and thrown in with rough bruisers who raped him repeatedly and beat him unconscious For 

being the “filthy fruit” he was. The experience transformed him. He still went to the workers taverns 
fora drink but was always in low drag. It was easier for him to melt into the night if the police became 
suspicious of him on the streets- now an unfounded fear. 

He attended every meeting of the Cercle Hermaphrodite, often with a participatory Robert by 
his side. Dressed in an old, casual suit, Robert was amused by how many men in The Hall wanted to 
buy his picture and whatever else he wanted to sell. "Some of them are so good looking, Donnie, 
‘cannot imagine why they are paying for what I'd give them for free if were so inclined, You'd start a 


riot if you ever came with us!* Donough gave 


4 level gaze in bed and asked for assurance he was 
safe, "Oh, Dixie and [are fine and dandy! A cop often walks us home! Its weird, Donnie. They are 
Jooking out for him. I don't understand it, sweetheart!” And he began to croon a favorite popular song: 

“Let me call you ‘Sweetheart’ Tm in love with you. 

Let me hear you whisper that you love me, 100. 

Keep the love-light glowing in your eves so true. 


Let me call you ‘Sweetheart, Im in love with you. 


Robert and Donough began attending lectures a the Ferrer Center, the anarchist schoo! and 
cultural institution. They sat happily among men and women ofall ages and colors who advanced 
sexual equality for everybody, socialism, single-taxation, and free love. One particular lecture called 
“Homosexuatism and Sex and Religion” caused such a str in the newspapers its lecturer Will Durant 
‘was publicly excommunicated by the Bishop of New York. Vadriel merrily reminded Robert how Pope 
Calixus excommunicated Haley's Comet in 1457, and cajoled Armand into attending a meeting of The 
Society of Medical Jurisprudence as a spy to infiltrate the lawyers, doctors, psychiatrists, and 
clergymen who operated the regulatory institutions. 
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"We are in serious trouble,” Armand reported this three friends over dinner, "when 
‘anarchism’ has come to represent the freedom to pursue happiness as we sec fit!” They became 
fascinated by what he called “the polities of homosexuality” and were soon attending lectures by the 
leading anarchists Emma Goldman and John William Lloyd ata packed Camegie Hall. 

Lloyd’ theory of sexual magnetism, or kareza, was particularly resonant for Armand, It 
described sex as being very close to soul, and only truly satisfying when it united souls, not merely 
bodies copulating fora thril. Armand knew is own expsricnce was being affirmed. "We must try 10 
feel ourselves magnetic batteries, Vadiel. We must give each other our sexual electricity in blessing 
‘with our entire bodies, though I have no interest in lamin to satisfy you without an orgasim." 

"Well, that is certainly marvelous to lean, my love. You area magnetic battery, Army. You 
tur us both into electric eelst If my nose could light up, 1 assure it would when we connect-up our 
‘wires. Mister Lloyds trac magnetic rapport occurs when two souls and bodies seem as one, supported 
‘and floating on some divine steam in Paradise. thought you held the patent on that particular float..." 

Dicky wasall in favor of karezza. He relied on his fellow boarders on Friday bath-ight 10 
recharge him in the way he insisted he needed most in this life. They were very grateful to have hi 
back in the "bliss biz," and treated him with a tender deference complete with gifs of lowers and 
candies. Most were harassed constantly onthe strcts by *Natvists” and the police with threats of new, 
‘estited immigration laws. They called themselves fazzari, lepers, slang forthe poorest of the poor. 
For him, each was unigue treasure with particular riches. They were never conflated in his dreams. 

‘When he told them he was thinking of not participating in the yearly Liberty Club's Golden 
Ball of Isis they were outraged. He had taken athid prize the previous year and they were all proud of 
him. He agreed o participate if they agreed to Form a personal boxy-guard brigade as part of his 
presentation-“A kind of Trade chorus line?"-though the police were always very supportive ofthe 


Ball since the cutbacks were huge. It was their job to insure there were never outbreaks of violence. A 
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‘200d time was always had by ll. Dicky’s fellow boarders insisted on chipping into help him with his 
costume; Bruno, an Italian from Naples worked for a wig-maker who gave him a great price. 

“Of course we are attending this year,” Vadeiel informed Robert, showing-off Dicky's 
‘organizational efforts in his home office the next afternoon while his assistant napped upstairs, “He's 
going as one of your idols: your Yaboo-shatering’ Sophie Tucker.” 

“Isnt he a litle slender for "The Syncopated Cyclone?” 

"Slender?! What has slender to do with the price of fish and chips? It's drag, Robbie, not 
‘Madame Tussaud! Have you never heard of padding? I's all about illusion. hon.” 

“No! Toni is gong as the Rite of Spring. She's wearing only fresh flowers. Sounds realistic, 
hhuh? And Jessie is going as some African godless. She's wearing feathers and beads of many colors. 
Pm doing their portraits. 1 don’t think gallery 291 will every recover from their presence at my 
‘opening! Stieglitz and his formalist” gang still don’t approve of my shooting fairics, They say it's 


‘undignified, muckraking documentary work like Lewis, 


‘and Jacob Riis with their pictures of street 
‘urchins and skyboys. They say it's not ‘Art." They call it‘photo-journalism. Yet the only American 
‘movies they admire are the ones made out in the open with realistic episodes of modern life! 

“Stieglitz told me yesterday he doesn’t regret refusing to hang the male nudes. He says ‘life's 
values are embodied in a woman's body.’ | asked him about the ancient Grecks and he said they were 
decadent, He says there's a direct equivalent between certain shapes and certain emotions, as if | didn’t 


‘know! I hate his gang’s macho ideology. | told him my shapes are as much about my spirituality and 


‘my life as his are about his interior business. 

“Only Marsden Haney agrees with me, Vay. He says I nocd to honor my realist’ connections 
‘ith Whitman and Caravaggio and stick to my guns. He thinks my next show shouldbe all portraits of 
fairies and should call it“0 Pionoors!” He's right. He wants to doa trade for one of my’ nudes of you 


He already owns one of Donough. And one of Armand. You know, i's funny how he's had dinner with 
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us so many times and he hasnt a clue who my models are. It's all that soft focus and artful posing I've 
perfected for 291 and for Clarence White’s classes. Didn't you think the Stieglitz nudes of Georgia 
(O'Keefe were stunning? I want to be more honest, Vay. More direct about the male form. 1 want ‘more 
‘matter with less ar,’ model o’ mine!” 

“Brilliant! I need a few weeks to return to my most photogenic form.” He patted his gut. “Being 
‘nude before your lens isthe incentive I need. Begin with Armand. His matter isthe stufT of high art 
always, He isthe perfect Ajax to Donough's Achilles, Whitman was pretty macho, too, you know. The 
‘old fraud, Why not do the fairy portfolio now? To go with your New Yorker one 

“Yes, yes, yes! I'm going to vist Lewis Hine. I've met him at Chris House. I bet he goes to the 
pictures all the time! Dicky’s borrowed Taio’s Singer. | heard them having a heart-to-heart about the 
‘needles to use on pleats. | cannot believe he’s parted Taio from his Singer. Taio loves his Singer more 
than me!" 

‘The doorbell ang. Vadkiel suddenly looked tense. Robert narrowed his eyes. “Okay, buddy! 
‘What’ you sttchin’ here...ton? You were damned specific about the time of my Your’ Who-" 

‘The very young new parlor maid Attracta appeared in the doorway. “I've shown Bishop 
Dunean and Father Carey into the front parlor as you instructed, Mister Vail." bring tea in shortly." 


“Thank you, Attracta. After you, Mister Gaylord. Do stop grimacing, please.” 


‘The mesting began anicably. The Bishop was all, siking man witha plumy English acent 
‘There was nothing sanctimonious o false about him. His work had recived several grants from the 
‘Vail Fund to improve the housing ofthe city's poor in the area around the new Anglian Cathedral, 
Saint John the Divine. He was progressive i his social concems, took care ofthe immigrant laborers 
‘working in huge numbers Fr him atthe construction sit, and had ined with Vaiel Vail and Armand 
de Guise in this Gramercy Park home. 


‘Vaulriel considered him a true Christian, a man participating inthe lives of the impoverished in 
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spite of his living ina palace uptown. He thought of him when he read in Danie! Deronda: "Vm tired of 
Christian otherworldlines. | want a religion in which justice is done inthis world.” 

‘Dom Daniel taught Vadriel in the monastery to consider action the only recognizable sign of 
hhope. Well, Vadriet was taking some actions because hope would not change the world, So if 
‘Tynulale's English translation of John's gospel for which he was bummed as a heretic at the stake by 
Henry VIII fit read: "Inthe beginning was the Word, and that Word was with God, and that Word 
‘was Gos,” he, Vadricl, joined hands with Faust~-as his grandfather had done--changing it to, "In the 
beginning was the Deed..." Before the Archbishop of Canterbury's peroration, Vadriel thought his life 
settled on the religion front. He was wrong. It was time to set things right, 

Father Carey, the Bishop's legal council, was another form of priest. A good-looking blond 


self-conscious working-class young man, he put himself through Fordham Law School before taking 


the cloth He was obviously ill at case. Vadriel thought ito since the Bishop took his legal council on 
his rounds ofthe very rich who locked wo their church. (The Roman Catholic Church had es social 
cach, considered a it was the home of uneducated immigrants: Varel had converte then returned 
‘ohis family’s church, Robert, ised ouside organized religions, had a different and comet) 
interpretation ofthe young priest's discomfort: “In his soul there is a kind of fighting agaist his 
nurture that will not leave him be at peace with ws qucers..et. Wel take care ofthis bruiser.” 

“Your leer has made me very unhappy, Mister Vail” sai he Bishop. “I have come to ask you, 
to plead with you, to reconsider. Your suppor of our mission is of paramount importance tous." 


“The reasons for my decision are not open for revision, Bishop Duncan. I will continue to 


support your social programs only. am leaving the backward-glancing Church not the Faith.” 
“You must be joking, sr!” blurted Father Carey in a lowd voice, goofy but masterful and full of 
cadence. His face was as red asa cardinals feathers. Vail's money was critical to their mission, 


‘Before Vadriel could continue, Attracta appeared withthe tea fixings. The housekeeper Mrs, 
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Loftus had outdone herself laying on the latel6th-century de Guise gold-crested silver service for the 
Bishop of New York even ifhe wasn’t of her pew, as she said to Attracta, The Baroque antiques were 
polished toa blinding luster. The dazzling ensemble was balanced on an omamental silver tray equal to 
Achilles shield. It was much too heavy for the young gir! to manage. It had her bending atthe knees. 

‘She was followed by Richard Dugan. No longer "oh-natural” (in his phrase), he wore heavy 
koh! on his eyes, rouge om his lips and cheeks, and his hair was done to resemble the meringues of 
Florence Gage’s imagination. He bore the cakes and cookies and pastries and cucumber sandwiches 
(uncrusted) on a jeweled (emeralds), silver etagere the size of an end table. Under the stress of the 
situation, Attrcta was on the verge of hysterical laughter; her bright red hair seemed a halo of flames. 

‘Vautriel rose to assist her wondering why Mrs. Loftus ransacked the safe for an afternoon Tea, 
"Was she expecting the Princesse de Cleves? This absurd kit must go the Metropolitan Museum," he 
thought. “Um,” he sad, “thank you, Richard, for lending Attracta a hand. It is most kind of you.” 

“I is nothing, site. Doth bis worship the Bishop require lemon or cream, site?” 

“We'll tke care of everything, Richard. Thank you. Begone, now.” 

“Yes, Richard, begone now,” Robert thoughtlessly echoed Vadriel, both dazed by the display of | 
the most ungupatchka antiques he had never seen, and in teror of bursting into the same hysterical 
laughter Attracta was fighting as she beat a fast retreat lapping her arms in total disarray behind the 
chairs where the visitors were sitting ina state of shock and disbelief at the entire show. 

In imitation of Taio’s bow, Richard tilted atthe waist giving the impression of dress extra in a 
‘community production of The Mikado. He then saluted the Bishop who gave a polite wave in return, 
performed a perfect military tum, and high-stepped out of the room. 

“What is thar?” bellowed Father Carey. Now a blend of comic actor and orator, his voice 
revealed his shyness and a candor devoid of hypocrisy. 


"We never use this ancient stuff, Father, i's" 
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“"No, no! Him?" He pointed to the door where Dickie had just exited. Who is he?" 

My secretary Richard Dugan, Father.” 

“Dugan? Richard Dugan?” said the flummoxed Father Carey. “How do Tknow that name?” 

“It was on the front page of nearly every newspaper in Gotham, Father.” Robert reminded him 
with a gentle tone, a respectful smile, and a wicked gleam in his eyes. He found the dismay adorable, 

“Oh, my God! He was one of the men taken in the hotel raid, wasn’t he? I thought they were all 
‘sent to prison for six years?” 

“No, Father. Richard was given a suspended sentence.” 

“Have you brought him into your life to rehabilitate him, Mister Vail?” 


“Hle is notin need of rehabilitation, Father Carey. He is perfect as God made hi 


"God has given him a great deal of espiéglere,” Bishop Duncan said, admiring the silver. 


“The Church has a very strong position on the behavior of his kind, Mister Vai 

“His “kind,” Father Carey?” 

“Yes, Mister Vail. Homosexuals.” 

“Oh! We new species of human invented macaronically in 1869," Vadriel said with the coldest 
asperty quickly leavened with a lecture’s neutral tone. “As Bacon observed: ‘words..nightily entangle 
and pervert the judgment. They make it impossible to...round nature in her wanderings.” 

“Let us not neglect Alexander Pope, Mister Vail,” the Bishop offered: "Words are like leaves; 
‘and where they most abound./ Much fruit of sense beneath is rarely found.’ Since the revealed will of 


God happens to be clothed in words, doubts and confusions always unavoidably attend that sort of 


‘conveyance...interpretations abound.” 
Robert added, "What's scary is how words will make us behave like Pavlov's dogs! The noise of 
‘a word can produce a visceral response without thought? Jonathan Edwards used ‘em to set people 


shrieking! Yet he failed to get them to reject European prejudices and create a new world.” 


CHILDREN OF PARADISE /159 

"Ido wish the German word spinners had retained his standards of propriety and held fast tothe 
Greek calling us homogenic: homo being ‘same genic bing sex. Im not discussing esoteric 
knowledge here, like the use of pomegranates in Turkish carpets oF Leonardo's use of sign language in 
his paintings or Michaclangelo's subverting his Church's teachings inthe Sistine Chapel by promoting 
universal tolerance especially for Jewish people, Not a single Christian appears! It's the word ‘sexual’ 
that’s disturbing our present-lay Tartuffes. I'll play Mother. Milk or lemon, Your Grace? Sugar?" 

“Lemon, please. No sugar.” 

‘Vadriel continued without a pause noting the amusement sparkling Duncan's dark eyes as he 
received the fragile, almost transparent antique, rose- porcelain cup with a silver de Guise erest. "As 
{you know, Father Carey, Eve in Genesis is Adam's meged czer his helper: as Lam Armand's neged 
cer in this our life together. Milk or lemon? Sugar?” 

"Milk, please, sr. Three humps, please, sin.” 

"Was the itinerant Jewish prophet, the hasid or holy man who never claimed to be the Second 
Person inthe Trinity, a carpenter's son?” Vadriel asked the two-hundred year old sugar bow! in his 
suavest English vowels and in his sf, monastery-gentle way. "The Greek word rekiin could mean 
stone mason or day laborer or scholar. Greek words, like Hebrew ones, have many meanings. Very like 
‘our English homographs? In fact, words will harm us, along with sticks and stones.” 

Sipping his Earl Gray ta with undisguised pleasure, he added: "The New Testament was 
shaped and reshaped by the politically ambitious Paul and Church council 


Their invention of 
‘Christianity’ conquered the Roman emperor, and their pope matched the shogun's might. Surely, Jesus 


‘would have found their success the work ofthe same Devil who tempted Hi 


in the desert with 


similar earthly power.” 


“Paul brought to fruition the Kingdom of God promised by Jesus, sir.” Father Thomas insisted. 


“Every prophesy in Paul's First Letter to the Thessalonians is false. James, the austerely sublime 
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brother of Jesus writes in is Epistle, 'a mani justified by works and not by fit alone, repudiation 
of Paul's, 'a man is justified by faith and not by works." Paul gave the nod to words and not deeds, 
Jefferson deseribes the recorded words of Jess andthe embellishments ofthe evangelists as diamonds! 
ina dunghil’ I'm towing my oar in with James and putting my money where my mouthis* 

Father Carey gasped at the Jefferson quote. Vadriel continued his exit speech. "Paul's: 
descendants are applying his relentless hated for sexuality macaronically. Jesus never mentions same- 
sex love He was not Paul's Old Testament ogrs, but aman fll of love. Cake, anyone?" 

Both men shook their heads. Rober filled his fragile plate with samples of everything. 

*So, what | propose today, Father Carey,” Vail proposed in a voice warmed by patience and 
ty a very conversational smile on is ken, emotional lip, “s a return, bythe eductted like yourselt, 10 
discussions of the Arian Heresy--" 

"What is that exactly, Vad? “Robert asked, thrilled to his newly categorized! macaronic sul 
by the genius of Mrs, Loftus sa baker and by the endcaringly confused face of Father Carey. 

“It provoked a war that consumed the Western World through the second and third centuries, 


Mister Gaylord,” Father Carey explained, happy to wedge an 


elligent word into a provocative lecture 
rich in heresies and much new information for him to mall over. 

"Yes, thank you, Father.” Vadriel smiled with genuine warmth, "Do have some cake, please.” 

“Don't mind if do, thank you." 

"The butternut cream cake is sublime, Father.” Robert added with his mouth full, 

"So, Mister Vail, you were saying?” the Bishop queried reaching for some cake. 

“Lwas about to explain to Robert that the Arian Heresy raised the question of whether The 
Christ was the offspring of God-—His only begotten son, or was The Christ one with God personified. 
‘The loving, human Jesus was long out of the picture. Inthe Greek, did The Christ share an essence with 


God the Father—homoousian-or were He and God the same in substance--homoiousians? | suggest we 
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stick to the Greek since I believe we homogenics and homosapiens are both homoosians and 
‘homojousians: both the offspring of God and the living spirit, the essence of God." 
"Do you and your Greek kind not believe history moves toward manifesting God's kingdom?" 
‘A shout in the street drew everyone's attention, Vadriel jerked his thumb toward the window 
saying, "That isthe manifestation of God's Kingdom, Father Carey.” 


“What is God's manifestation, Mister Vail? 


"A shout in the street, Jesus found God's Kingdom in everyone. And Swedenborg insists the sky 
isa very big man since everything inthe spiritual and natural sphere is reciprocal and corresponding.” 

“Have you and your Greek kind. no personal God, Mister Vail?” 

"Reality tits very deepest level, Father Carey, is personal. For me, God is the Ultimate Reality 
For you, reality is accessible only after death: the Pauline ‘for now we see through a glass darkly, but 
then face to face’ For me, the real world is here on earth, Like Lear, I hope not to be broken by the iey 
blasts of reality, poor, bare, forked animal that I am. And as Lear learns, he who does not love does not 
know God: for God is love. Tha is the moral lesson of Jesus. Yet your God Christ has pushed hatred of 
‘man's humanity into high gear. Jesus never judges in those tales of him. He even meets withthe Devil." 

"Do you consider us the Devil, Mister Vail, for damning you and your kind to helt for--" 

“Now, Thomas,” the surprised Bishop interjected in an attempt to calm both his youthful egal 
advisor, who was not rigid by nature, and his host whose eyes suddenly looked like flashing electric 
poppies. “This issue of sexuality is still being debated among the faithful as you well know.” 

Ignoring the temperate words of his Bishop, Father Carey continued in complex confusion, 

“The Anglican Church, Mister Vail, has always been on the cutting edge of morality.” 
“The cutting edge did you say, Father Carey?” Robert asked in amazement. 
\Vaariel and Robert looked at each other and began to laugh hysterically. When Vadriel caught 


his breath, he was able to remark: “The cutting edge? That is rch! Tell that to Anne Boleyn and to 
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Catherine Howard! More anything anyone?” 

“Tea, thank you, Mister Vail. May I finally call you VadricI?” Without a moment's hesitation, 
the Bishop joined in the laughter leaving Father Carey to sit in petrified attention aching with shame 
and humiliation, instantly winning the hearts of both Robert Gaylord and Vadriel Vail. 

“I must come back on my own and apologize,” he thought, fecling plunged like @ specimen into 
‘methylated spirits. "What has come over me? Why do I split life into the sacred and profane? Life is 
sacred always. [admire the courage of these men even if they are... Vadriel Vail has violet eyes...” 
Naum Rozenberg knew his captive was eluding his grasp. He capitulated to Gatino's Comédie Francais 
‘contract because the frst film reviewed by the prestigious newspaper Le Temps in 1908 was with stars 
from the Comddie, He was certain the tuffiness ofthe national theater, is hidebound tradition, and the 


snobbery of its members, would 


I its charms. Its prescient Director Gencral intended him to be an 
‘agent of change; yet there were damning articles in the high-toned journals expressing concern the 
‘young Italian's erotically charged presence and his “vulgar” popularity would upset the balance of a 
company devoted to acting as a vocation, not a career. 

“He belongs on the Boulevard where Roman candles titllate and arouse the hoi pollo,” the 
‘conservative critic Bakker argued in an article illustrated with that eternally provocative image of a 


nude 


1 ina state of eestasy as Saint Francis, 

Images of Gatino aroused even Rozenberg who possessed the actual item. In photos, his 
presence was three-dimensional, his flesh palpable. Krilloy also broke out of frame like a fanfare 
“Its the way their bone structures reflect light,” he decided, eyes sharpened by countless hours 
‘watching motion pictures. Yes, photos were different from paintings: paintings summed-up a person; 
photos captured them live in the moment. 


“Mysteriously, some were brought forth by the camera, made potent as dream images. He wore 
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‘outa riveting newsreel clip of Gatino arriving atthe theater. Weekly appointments with the best French 
photographer were imposed on his property clothed and unclothed (in chaste classical poses). He edited 
the images with the dedication he showed mastering English tenses by reading Biograph'sinter-ttles 
aloud as the immigrants did in American nickelodeons, He distributed the most haunting all over 
Europe. The profits astounded him. He would never allow such a cash-cow to slip away. 


"Clothed or unclothed my boy is Eros with no bad angles!™ 


White Naum was gazing at Gatino's image, Gatino was gazing at him in the flesh these days as 
the had never been looked at by anyone. Peculiarly curious and alert, the actors head was always lifted 
high like the summit of a mountain and his eyes: terrible, gleaming, questioning eyes, were enhanced 


by the Promet 


mystery of his creative fire and by the atuaites of his leonine body brought to a 
‘molto, molto excess of perfection by Nijnsky’s exercise techniques. He seemed tobe gazing at Naum 
from another world, a world with an intensity and beauty unknown to Naum and forever deni him. 

Quite apart fom the one in his groin, Naum had knots of longing in his mind and heart A band 
of tension constricted his head and chest controlled by some uncanny authority he dared not, could not 
understand. (Krillov once had an authority over him, a primal one he well understood.) 

‘Was hein love? Was the constant pressure in his head and heart and groin love? Frightened by 
this loss of self-control, he went to Diaghilev who was in anguish over Nijinsky’s randy behavior with 
‘women, Mockingly, he was told Gatino was in love with the rich, handsome American: "You're being 
played for a sucker, bwbbe. He's a Bosie, a garvon fatals! Spies in the theater soon reported the 
‘meetings at the carousel in the Bois de Boulogne and the adventures inthe tunnels under the city. 

‘Naum Rozenberg felt discarded, betrayed, and very angry. The depth of the actor's distraction 
at times was profoundly disturbing. “He is present elsewhere with his Alfredo except when we are 
‘making the beast with two backs." During the time devoted tothe knotting and twisting oftheir ims 


together, with the rasping sound of flesh escaping under flesh searching for the perfect fit, and with the 
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spicy smells of men in heat-"All senses on go!”-Gatino was aware of only him as he expertly created 


new centers of consciousness, po 


is of contacts he alone controlled. Observed at parties where the 
American was lurking, Gatino was silly with adolescent happiness making plain the relationship was 
slil platonic, The most obvious solution, or so Naum Rozenberg deduced from his experience with 
Krillov, was to keep his prey sexually alert to him and satiated always, needing no other lover, In his 
rage Naum repressed the fact of his own and Krillov's macadamized hears 
(Oggi, sempre took on a new meaning for him, *Gatino is drawing the pith of manhood out of 

‘me replacing it with an inertia of the soul.” Snared, be fet gray version of himself, a fool in the face 
of the actor's public earryings-on, How else to explain the ful-tilt virulence behind his uncontrollable 


determination to control Gatino's free and open nature~"I 


Krilloy were here to kill Alfredo," 

Rudely and explosively jerked from sleep every moming, the laughing young man never 
confessed having been stimulated into wet-dreams of Alfredo Gage. These unchaste awakenings were 
the harbinger of unbuttoning and unzipping and brusque gropings, salacious kisses, and bold, frontal 
attacks at every demanded private meeting during the course ofthe day. Naum compared himself to a 
‘vampire milking the body rather than bleeding it with the victim equally in his thrall 


‘At bedtime, the focused conspirator went into predator overdrive. He knew his own physical 


allure well, how Gatino loved being enveloped by his naked, hirsute, strapping body~"Oh, Dio!" As 
they nestled under the covers, ight embrace always drew forth the enthusiasm ofa say, afer a 
theatrical performance, the adrenalin stl coursing in the actor's body brought an instantaneous and 
lascivious response heavy with exhibitionist bri. 
“Proud and aticulate, my Gatin becomes a foo! for love when licked into forgetfulness." 
‘The Russian had no modesty in bed. He considered nothing gross or nasty. His determined 
stamina surpassed the disciplined stamina ofthe younger man in his arms. Wel int the night they 


reveled in the richest carnalty until the frothing moment arrived for Rozenberg to assert his total 
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dominance. At first gently, then with a growing ferocity, he rocked Gatino into a stupor of torrid excess 
leaving the laughing, sobbing, sopping-wet recipient of Rozenberg’ unrelenting and purposeful 
propulsion in a near-comatose condition. Except for a flicker of sightlessness atthe erest of his own 
‘orgasm, Naumky did not miss a second of the action. Unable to move, Gatino lay completely at peace-- 
"Splendido!”-so flushed, so handsome, so smooth—love smooth. His exultant lover Felt profound 
satisfaction in an adulterous job magnificently done~"Roman candle, indeed!” 

‘To complete this gratifying ritual, Rozenberg rose from the damp sheets, went into the 


bathroom, showered hastily, moistened a white cotton face cloth with hot water and lavender-scented 


alcohol, and returned to bed. Lovingly, he washed the sleeping Gatino who had shed the flesh and 


donned the universe in search of Alfted~"Viemi,viemi qua. 


ting a violet-scented cigarette, Naum felt la belle indiférence, the “beautiful calm" of 


hysterical people. He gloated over the uncovered iconic perfection splayed in a conquered heap by his 


“Beauty it curves: curves are beauty. Shapely god, stern Apollo: curves the world admires.” 
Inhaling the hot smoke deeply, Naum believed himself the most powerful man inthe entre univers. 
‘The moming after the Teatro Gruppo's final performance in Paris, Mama Lucia went backstage in 
search ofthe theater eat she had grown to love. The short-haired calico was called Killer by the crew 
‘because of her skill in keeping the rodent population at bay. There were several feral cats living both in 
the vast sewer system beneath the theater and backstage after the disruptive mechanics of performances, 
ceased, Killer won Mama Lucia’s heat by giving birt to six kittens in her dressing room closet 
Following much deliberation and discussion with her fellow company members, Mama Lucia intended 
to choose one ofthe kittens to take back to er birthplace, Venice, a city with a huge feline population, 
‘here the next chapter of the Teatro Gruppo’s history was to be sorted without Gatino, 


‘The theater was deserted. The sets were struck and packed for storage. The only light was 
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‘emanating from the uncovered bulb center stage. It created deep shadows in the wings where Mama 


Lucia wandered e: 


ling for Killer and her brood. They had not yet been introduce to the Paris sewers 
and were most often spotted around the scene dock in the far reaches of backstage. The veteran actress 
‘was completely at eas in this dusty environment, her second home, andthe further she ventured into 
the darkness the more she relied on instincts developed over decades. 

‘The familiar smell of sawdust told her she was nearing her goal. An image ofthe kittens 
‘gamboting like butterflies over her daybed while she applicd her makeup made her smile. She spotted 
Killeron the move, Calling her name, Mama Lucia knelt and placed her right hand onthe oor to 
‘maintain her balance. She Felt something feather-ight touch her finger. Before she had time to flick it 
away, the deadly brown spider bit heron the side of her palm with the faintest pinch and scurried away. 

Quickly, her entire hand went numb, The odd sensation rapidly sped up her arm and across her 
chest. She caught the scent of camellias and heard a door slam inthe distance as her mind was shut off 
by the venom invading her brain and stopping her heart. In les than sninute her life came to an end 
Alfred Gage I was at home resting on the chaise-lounge in his bedroom. Newly soaked in lavender 
herbal bath to eradicate the smell of chlorine, he wore ony a silk kimono, purple with clusters of| 
chrysanthemums, and anafter-shave redolent of poonics given him by Armand de Guise, The strenuous 
‘morning swim revivified his body, cooling his aor for the moment. He had lunch date with 
Carmine, the English name of his beloved and the color of their co-joined hearts. They were to moet in 
the Bois de Boulogne near the carousel. His being inflated with happiness. The fact ofthe Comédie 


‘contract being signed at four in the theater office of the 


or General in the Palais Royale offered 
the two loving friends the opportunity to take a long walk through the blooming peony garden, then 
across Paris, aglow with burgeoning Spring. 


Freddie was lost in a reverie recounting the wonders ofthe Teatro Gruppo’s final evening, The 
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play was The Servant of Two Masters directed with typical panache by Max Reinhardt, scored from 
Rossinis operas, designed by Picasso. Gatino gave a consummate, finished performance looking 
forescent in his maturity. During the interval, Fred overheard the snide ertie Bakker (of the Roman- 
candle metaphor), proclaiming his gratitude thatthe “visionary” Comédie was going to “save” the 
radiant young Halian from wasting his “genius” on Boulevard comedy. “There are kinds of beauty,” he 
hhad elaborated, “before which the moral imagination ought to withdraw. At this moment all those kinds 
‘of beauty are being served well by our Gatino. He can take us with him into the fourth dimension by 
some inexplicable magic of his own!” 

“True,” a fellow critic responded. “The perception of beauty is inseparable from yearning or as 
[Nietasehe wrote specifically about the arts, our eyes remain fixed on what remains veiled even after 
the unveiling.” 

“Hle obviously never saw Gatino’s Saint Francis!” 

“Kant regarded the desire o possess the beautiful disabling to the aesthetic experience.” 

“Shows how little she knew, poor dear Kant!” 

Atthe first of forty curtain calls, the stage was filled with thrown bouquets of camellias, word 
having spread of the actor's partiality forthe flower. At the second call, Carmine picked up a bouquet 
and threw it into the stage-right box where it landed in his Alfred's lap. To cover his tracks, the actor 
threw one to Rozenberg who sat with Diaghalev, Nijinski, and the Director General in the stage-left 
‘box. Merrily, he threw many others into the screaming throng. They were shredded in the excitement of 
the moment filling the air withthe scent of his love. 

(On their walks underground, the two passionate friends shared thoughts about his repertoire. 
Allred was reading Shakespeare in English and French with him. (The actors history with the Teatro 
Gruppo included several Italian sources for the Bard's plays.) He was translating monologues and entire 


scenes into French, which Carmine leamed in both languages after two readings. Shakespeare's archaic 
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English began to seep into Carmine's sentences applicable to the moment much to Alfred's amusement. 
‘He was aware of his own visual memory~"I store most information in images.” Carmine's verbal 


facility was a neat parallel, 
‘The French were not patil tothe Bard. They found his discarding the classical unities 


ign of 
frivolity and decadence, Alfred conjectured the time was ripe for Carmine to change their minds, His 
Hamlet was already a touchstone of modem French culture among the young, and the breadth ofthe 
«anon would give him the opportunity to throne indefinitely in their imagination, With most French 
translations mediocre, Alfred hoped to devise satisfying versions of suitable plays. Now lounging by 
the open French winkdow and breathing inthe Spring freshness rufling the silk edge ofhis kimono, he 
‘was thinking history plays, imagining Carmine's Henry Vin tights and a short tunic without rting the 
xenophobic French, Suddenly, Carmine himself burst into the room unannounced by Georges. 

“Alfred!” he cried, tears streaming down his fushed face. “Mama Lucia is dead!" 

Alfred sat up and opened his arms. Carmine fll into them weeping with his entire being. When 
hhe could speak, he explained her body had been found by Bella Maria who went in search of her when 


she did not appear inthe front of house a 


even to meet with management about the final reckonings. 

“What did she die of, my darting Heart?” 

“We are not for certain yet! A heart attack maybe the doctor said But there isa melting of her 
left hand and the doctor is acting Sherlock Holmes. The stage hands tell she was looking for one killer 
and found a different killer. They say there is villain spiders..there are very bad spiders in the scene 
dock. They think a small brown wood spider made her well and truly dead. Oh, 7 make a broken 
delivery ofthe business.’ IFonly Paulina could restore her breath, 100..." 

Again, his tears choked him. He had to join his grieving colleagues. He rose to leave. Alfred 


rose and pulled him back into his arms wiping his face with a handkerchief stashed in his 


lage sleeves. 


[Impulsively, he began to kiss the flushed, wet checks passionately in consolation. 
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“Please hold me, Alfred? Pin me to your heat prego?” 

Alfred reclined, making oom forthe not-tiny actor to jin him. The kimono fll open. He 
reached to close it, to cover his exposed body. Carmine caught his wrists, smiled his impish grin, and 
sad, “No! It is God's will, Weare together now in the realm ofthe heart, We will celebrate Easter 
early and open the hoy sepulcher!™ 

Freddie laughed. "Has the time arrived to study the swelling heart's external contours now?" 

“Sit Yes! Is time for more lessons about cach othe’ heats." Completely opening the robe, he 
‘wrinkled his nose in delight over the delicate fragrance. Freddy's superb form made his eyes narrow 


‘and his internal heart beat faster. He happily exclaimed: "Ah, you are gold and pink as Tiepolo' 


angels! We are very different white-kinned gentlemen, no? Look how Iam olive-tinted, yes! May I 
touch?" 
"Yes..you may, Beware! Our statue-still Pascal lamb will awaken and stretch..." 


“Freddie! 


‘twas named with boyish enthusiasm, “It 


wire! And itis carmine, oo! Um!" 
Twas gutturally approved. "tis, how do you say? Awake to my love!” They both laughed asthe heart's 
blood expressed its yeaming silently, firmly inside Carmine's massaging grip. “Que bello! Wow! ‘0,’ 
he's ‘warm: Ifthis be magic, let it be an art/Lavfil as eating." May ‘ips do what hands do'.." 
"Awake it sa very bold Pascal lamb, is it not? Demands attention, like van Eyck’ in his Ghent 
Alterpiece. Wt sure as hell would shake up my art tours!" 
Carmine kissed wetly the hears pulse he held in his palm. "Una cassata," he sighed: "My 
Favorite Sicilian Easter sweet celebrating resurection. It is filled with ricotta...white, creamy ricotta." 
Freddie guffawed. “This resurrection, my sweet, looks more like cannoli.ricotta, 0, no" 
“Si..yes ..cannoli is anche ..also Sicilian dolci de badia. Taste of celestial paradise for me, 
Freddie. Ah, buonissimo vivere! Ciborum lautica! Good living and magnifico food forthe soul! Sacred 


cating! See how we pray with cassata at Easter! Unworthiest mouth...saucy sweetness!" 
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Freddie groaned at this shameless silliness as warming synaptic firings giddy zipped around 


his insides in response to his tickling the palate of a gourmand. "Ah, lips...‘ blushing pilgrims’ 


Suddenly serious and on the verge of joyful tears, Carmine paused to whisper: "4, pilgrim lips 
‘that’ we ‘must use in prayer." Til death us do part, Freddie? Oggi, sempre?” 

“Oxi. sempre, Pilgrim of such mannerly devotions! May I now see my other external heart?” 

Carmine laughed merrily, quickly obeyed, kissing passionately on the lips. 

Freddie gloated on sighting: "Oh! OH! Que bello indeed! Pub-tease! Oh, boy! What fun!” 
(CHAPTER FIVE 
‘St. Bonnet du Gard was a day's journey by horse-trawn carriage from Avignon, Freddie had been to 
the ancient village twice with his now: friend, once-lover Philippe Cassade, a struggling painter who 
had inherited his aunt's heirloom, country house along with 350 acres nearby. At lunch one day in 


Paris, P 


ippe confessed to Freddie his desire to sell the estate-"Or atleast rent i.” He was overjoyed 
‘when Freddie made him an offer on an open-ended lease. “We don’t know how long we will be staying 


there, Pr 


ippe. We may eventually go to England or Ireland, but I'm not certain the brisk, rainy 
climate there will agree with my companion” 


“We? Your companion?” 


“Yes, Philipe. We. My compan 
“And who is this we?™ 
“Carmine Salina 

“dont thik know him. Have we ever met?” 
“No. Very few poop have ever met him, Philippe. 
“And where did you meet him, rede?” 


“Ata party in Paris.” 
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“Oh. One does meet the most interesting people at parties here." 

Allred laughed his wonderful laugh. He was deeply amused by the lack of curiosity in most 
people, even Parisians who were currently leaders ofthe radical movements changing life on earth in 
the Westem world. Fora brief moment he missed his brash, openly-nosy American friends in New 
‘York and he longed for a dinner at the Pepper Pot or the Dutch Oven in Greenwich Village where 
radicalism and boundless curiosity were shameless house mates. 

“L wish we were being where people speak a litle bit English, Alfred,” Carmine confessed as 
they clopped along in a hired carriage stacked high with their luggage. “Why are you so much excited 
bout some antique place on Rue Farigoule in an unknown village forever far from Avignon? Its not 
really Provence, you know,” he concluded glancing out the speeding carriage’s window at what struck 
him as a barren, unappealing landscape. He wondered if they were not hanging their hats on the moon. 
‘Then he wondered if the mount 


in the distance had any caves init and his sense of place was 
satisfied if not stimulated. "Seigneur, Dieu!” he muttered, thinking of Katharine in Henry ¥. 

“You will se, my darling. Come into my arms and let me hold you close. 1am so happy I could 
‘weep regular tears. Well weep the pearly tears of Eros again even before we unpack!” 

‘Carmine did as he was fold. There was no reason for him not to slide across the seat into 
Alfred's open arms. He loved him with a fecling of completion he never thought he would own. He 
loved him with a joy expressed in rapturous lovemaking uniting them in spirit, not justin body. He 
loved him with a brave new-world courage allowing him to say goodbye to all his old-world trappings 
in spite of very strong resistance from those who also loved him. 

Ithelped having Maestro Gruppo retiring to Resuttano. He was to manage the Prince's theater. 
Carmine's beloved mentor took him aside and said, “All that matters, Camillo, is that you have happy 
‘memories. Do what you think best, my son.” 


Italso helped having the other three members ofthe Teatro Gruppo working in Paris in 
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Boulevand hits. “Reflected glory,” Bella Maria teased delighted by her success in snaring a first-rate 
Parisian theater agent who not only signed up Stefano and Pier Agnelli but also got them work 
‘immediately in a revival of Feydeau's La Dame de Chez Maxim. “Reflected glory squared,” Pier 
‘Agnelli had quipped, All three theatricals were appalled by his decision to leave the stage atthe height 
of his glory days, Bella Mara called him a traitor to his art. “The Muse is a hard task-mistress, Gatino, 
she does not like tobe double erossed. You are tempting fate. But | know the Director General will 
take you back aftr this well-camed holiday.” 

‘Naum Rozenberg was the angriest of them al. He slapped Gttino across the face, called him "a 
litle shit ofa whore,” and when the actor tried to eave without his belongings, the entrepreneur called 


him back and helped 


pack having recovered his senses, Like Bella Maria, he did not credit this, 
self-indulgent, childish affair ofthe heart with the rich American dilettante lasting through the summer, 
But it was better than an exclusive, binding contract with the Comedie. At the door to the apartment, 
the paternally pated the actor's fim butt and wished him “Bon voyage, mon petit” 


Rue Farigoule was a sharp left tur up a hill off the sandstone village's long dissecting street 


{nto what seemed a narrow, winding, cobble-stone alley. In fact, it was the entrance to the labyrinth of 
‘most surviving medieval towns swirling around a church. The carriage climbed upwards fora short 
time stopping in front ofa large oak door ina tall stone wall extending like an opened ange!'s wing 
from a three-story, 1Sth-century, yellow-gold, stone house tothe lef of it. 

“Hlere we are!” Alfred exclaimed in giddy excitement shoving a befuddled Carmine out the 
carriage door into the bright sunshine to stare at their unprepossessing destination. 

‘The lange oaken door in the tall street-wall swung open silently. Both men were greeted by the 
white-haired, very elderly male housekeeper wearing black trousers, a white shirt opened atthe neck, 
and a long red-and white striped apron. He was tall and thin as a vine and the only change Alfred Gage 


‘had made in this rental property. 
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“Good afternoon, Gervaise,” Alfred said in English, 

“Good afternoon, sir.” 

“Welcome to Paradise, my shining one, a Paradise worthy of you,” Alfred whispered. 

‘Stepping back to allow his beloved to enter, he laughed as Carmine stopped dead in his tracks 
after only three steps into the walled garden and exclaimed: “Maria Semtssima! This truly is Paradise, 
Alfred! We will keep our revels and live our dream forever together here, no? Wow!” 

‘The Drag Ball at New York’s Hotel Biltmore was a red-letter event for the demi-monde, te literati, 


and the au courant at all levels of society. There was no other news on the Rialto, It was she most 


‘important night ofthe year for most oF the 


ries preset, and they were there inthe hundreds. Made 
distnet by the seductive employment of plumage extravagant as the most exotic binds of Paras, they 
‘were the glitter amidst the throng of fashionably dressed thousands, 

Iwas a perfect late Spring night. The moon was full and its neighboring Evening Star looked 
like a diamond accessory. Robert Whyte Gaylord surveyed the cheering crowd of observers ouside the 
hotel behind police lines fom the crowd of ticket holders, and he noted the line of carriages depositing 
the gussied-up Cinderfellas onthe red carpet leading up the hotel steps. He was happy his gang 
decided to come in spite of Gotham being in mouming for MGY. 

“Lhaven't boon tis excited by an event since the premiere of Fanciula with Destinn as Minnie 
and Caruso as Dick Johnson conducted by Toscanini last yea! Orby the premiere of Mahler's Sixth in 
‘Vienna in 1906! Or-Christ in a tiara!’ Wouldja Zook at that diva! Thank you, goddess, for leting them 
all pose for me this afternoon before everything wilted or came unglued!” 

All doed-up informal evening wear complete with red bow-ties and top hats, he and his three 
companions cheered the entrance of their own Miss Blossom! She was a vision ingeniously draped in a 


gown and cape and headpiece composed entirely of flowers. 
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“Who's she suppose to be?” a sig drunk man behind Robert wanted 1 know. 

“She's the Rite of Spring, of course!" Vadrict answered “Isnt she divine!” 

“Notas divine as you, handsome. Do you have a card?” 

“Hes spoken fr!” Armand de Guise made ler 

“Have you gota cant? 1 could do you both oa tur.” 

“No thank you,” Vadrel politely declined, “We tum each other.” 


Donough Gaylord laughed. “May we all tum round and round forever!" 


“Hlave you got a card? Woooo-whece! Outa-sight the four of you!” 
‘Their exchanges were cut short when the police officer in charge of controlling the ticket 


holders bid them go 


ide. “Hi-ya, Bifly!” Robert exclaimed. The handsome young cop looking newly 


‘minted waved them on with a broad smile of recognition. 


“I hear ya got Dixie sprung, Mister Gaylord. Good for you, sir. He's a nice kid. I was real sad to 
‘hear what went down, We all were. The Sergeant's written up the guys who let it happen.” 

“Hli-ya, Bifly! Have yow got a card?” the friendly stranger behind hallooed. 
‘And have a good night.” 


intend to do more than move my ass believe you me, Officer Bif-eake!™ 


“Move yer ass, 


Inthe main ballroom, streamers and balloons bung overhead as multtudinous as the stars in the 
sky. A Dixieland band was playing a medley of Scott Joplin tunes and the packed house was swaying 
to the syncopation while groups danced the Turkey Trot-men with men, true women with true women, 
‘men with true women, men with divas transformed into fantasies of true women, and divas in goddess 
drag with divas in hallelujah-costumes tickling the imagination. Cops in thei best uniforms, shoes 
shining, hats on straight, stood against the walls and guarded the stage, preventing enthusiastic revelers 
{rom trying to take control of it for unauthorized performances. 


“Shall we, Dick Johnson?” Robert asked Donough who smiled in acquiescence. They took to 
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the dane floor with Donough leading since he was the alr. They ha never danced together before in 
public 1 00k seconds foe the music to take hold of them and ss them on thee way. 

“You know, Donnie, Minnis right. “Love isthe heartbeat ofthe universe 

“Shall we?” the courteous Armand de Guise asked Vadrel Vail, bowing as he had been taught 
in dancing class, He recalled the first me he ha ever seen Vadric.It was a dance in Newport. He 


hhad fantasized taking him in his arms and s 


irling with him around the gilded ballroom, their coat tails 
‘loating behind them. He felt weightless now and slightly lightheaded as he took his beloved into his 
rms in this spectacle of a dance hall, His auburn hair had a lustrous sheen. It equaled the one in his 


eyes, “You lead, dear, asin life.” 


‘Vautriel laughed. “Oh, boy! I will lead you directly into the teit if you don't stop making love 


to me with your eyes, fella.” 
“Into the toilet? Why? I'm a damn good dancer, Vadriel.” 
“Forget about it, hon. Let's dance!” 


“Exactly!” 


‘And dance they did. The crowd opened and closed around them, They circled the room several 
times, saw their two friends and switched partners--Donough held Vadriel and Armand held Robert; 
then they met up again induc time and switched again~Armand held Donough and Vadril held 
Robert. “Amy isa sensational dancer, Vay! He told me he first saw you in a ballroom in Newport.” 

“Yes. As you know, [was son ta be married toa trae woman, a wonderful true woman, But 
the gods have led me here! The thing that happen to oe in this if!” 

“And may they never stop happening!” 

“Enact!” 

Holding hands, Armand and Donough came to collec the chatting buddies and lead them to 


table 36-“The last number on the roulete wheel!” There cold champagne awaited them in a silver 
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bucket. They sat down just as the show was about to begin. The lights dimmed, drums rolled, and the 


‘master of ceremonies, a fat woman in a tuxedo and top hat, called out: “Miss Jessie from Georgi 


‘Bongo drums thumped and a flute made bird calls asa barefoot creature with mouth of erimson, 
hair sprayed gold, and shapely Black legs bared tothe hip burst from behind the red curtains of the 
‘gold-cardboard proscenium arch. The vision slinked and bumped and wiggled onto the stage adorned 
scantily but modestly in baubles, beads, and dozens of peacock feathers ablaze with hundreds of bright 
blue eyes in their shimmering background of greeny-bronze staring atthe gasping audience defiantly. 

‘The crowd lost all control of itself. Miss Jessie was nature's universal icon: eyes, frightening 
and alluring to all creatures with vision from insects to fish to lizards to birds to mammals. Added to 
the visual display was the peacock's natural sound effects: the shafts of those long feathers were made 
to clatter like the swords of a sword-dancer--and there were her screams! Violent, shrill, ear-splitting 
sereams! At the end of the runway, Miss Jessic tumed revealing a dozen of the look-alike, three-foot 
plumes ofthe King Bird of Paradise springing from her head and trailing behind like fire or the tesses 
‘of some goxdess. The retreat back into the folds ofthe red curtain was an arms-raised_ scream of joy on 
re-entering the urban jungle. 

‘The audience lamented then peacock-screamed its approval ending only atthe following 
‘announcement: “Miss Dixie Dooooooogan as Miss Sophie Tucker, The Last of the Red Hot Mamas!” 

‘To a jazzily trumpeted “Take Me Out to the Ball Game,” out stomped Richard Dugan, Padded 


Dixie encapsulated the great vaudevillians public sexuality and public pleasure. The vermilion satin 


costume was a witty send-up ofthe brash sta’ flamboyant gowns. Cunningly, it integrated into the 
center ofan immense white bow omits back a white plaster cast of Dicky's but: joke on Sophie's 
rowdy, suggestive song iris and on the police officers alert tothe possible lah ofa private par. (The 


butt was a life-cast made by one of Dixie's artistic Italian stone-mason admirers who knew it well.) 
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Andere was a sensational bonus! When “Sophie” began her singin perambulation down the 
runway, ive well st up, broad-shouldered, way-hared nagacsi entered squeezed into baling, 
smuscle-hugging, rested bascull uniorms~<created by the absent Taio, They cartid rd lower 
baskets, Amidst stunning owls from the packed crowd, they started throwing ed carnations into the 
awestruck audience as if they were baseball. Iwas coup de theatre, andthe piece de resistance as 
faras the house was concerned. The five young bruiser were the definition of Trade tothe fires 
whistling and stomping and yodcling while ickng thie tongucs in the univer sign of desire. 


“Bath night,” Robert muttered to Vadriel rolling his eyes. “Coulda die?” 


“Is it any wonder he can't wait to get home on Fridays! 

“Who are those cute guys, Robbie?” Donough asked delighted by the beefy men’s shy 
demeanor and by their being such good sports. Several were brightly blushing from the unfeigned 
approval they were receiving even from the applauding cops trying to catch their lying camations to 


put into their button holes. “Quel coglioni!” Donough said before j 


ng inthe raucous whistling. 


“And what was that about bath night, Robbie?” 


“Um... bath-room, they share the bathroom with Dixie in her boarding house, Army.” 
“Tl tell you when we get home,” Vadeiel promised, pinching Armand’s cheek. 
“You'd do better to show him, Vay.” 


“That, 100° 


“Bvacty! 
Aer many more inventive presentations, the emcee lowered her already low voice and 
announced with sigh, “And now last but not least, 8 The Right ofall us Spring Chickens, Miss 
Blossom of the brand new and fabulous Blosom Box at Number 80 Grove Street at Seventh Avenue 
open seven days a week!” The band struck up “Ae the Bal is Over” and with the ower-cape drawn 


‘up in front of her entire body and her gladioli headdress, Toni flowed on the stage, opened her arms to 
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reveal a human bouquet generating a great sigh of pleasure in the heavily-perfumed crowd. 

“She's right aw-right that girl!” one of Jessic’s girlfriends in a red taffeta gown bellowed 
deliriously right into Donough’s ear. “That's half her new shop on her back, handsome! Here's a card 
for her shop, I'm putting one on each table. Ain't she jist grand, you beautiful thing! You free or 
what?” 

“He's what, giel! And I'm it” Robert snapped squeezing the diva’s dark hand (adorned with 
large costume-jewelry rings), before pecling it off Donough’s shoulder and kissing it. 

“Wovo00-whece!” she squealed and bent and kissed Robert on the mouth. "Lucky yout! 

Everyone at the table laughed. When the crowd around table 36 dispersed, Robert muttered to 
‘Vaatriel, “God only knows where that mouth las been tonight, Lets dance!” 

‘They danced and talked and danced and drank and laughed all the night long until dawn when 
the band reprieved “After the Ball.” Armand de Guise finally got to dance with Vadriel Vail with the 
tails of their jackets floating behind them. 

Deciding not to try for a cab, the four walked home to Gramercy Park. They talked happily of 
Dicky (and company) winning First Prize with his two sisters tying for Second, of Blossom’s being. 
inundated with work, and oftheir upcoming trip to Paris. The S.S. Jefferson sailed from New York 
City to Southampton in three days. They were occupying, as Vadrie's guests, two adjoining, deluxe 
corporate suites complete with gyms and saunas and dining rooms and a screening room and a sta of 
four and a private chef. Vadriel devised the menus, as well as perfect weather. 

‘The day before they sailed, Armand de Guise received a letter from Alfred Gage with the return 
address of Rue Farigoule, St. Bonnet du Gard, France. It was a long and very passionate letter thanking 
him for advice given many years ago during a conversation on the beach at Gaywyck, a conversation 
Armand did not remember. He was profoundly touched both by the contents of the letter and by its 


affectionate, respectful tone. Freddie was really a friend to the younger Robert and Vadriel; Armand 
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always enjoyed his company, admired (and desired) his sleek, almost hairless swimmers body, and 
betieved him much more intelligent than he et on. This leter revealed a beautiful soul 

Acmand decided to impart ois fellow travelers only the information pertinent to ther plans: 
the change of address The rest he would leave for them to discover for themselves. 

[Atthe very moment he was rereading his letter nthe privacy of his study and recalling 


Freddie's remarkable laugh, Robert was brandishing his letter from Freddie at Vadriel in the front 


parlor below exclaiming, “Now he’s quoting Joachim du Bellay! 1515 to 1560, I had t0 look him up! 


Git this: *Heurens qui comme Ulysse a fait un beau voyage.” 
“What's shat mean?” Dicky demanded. Freddie's doings were of great intrest to him. Not only 


‘was his boyfriends picture 


Georgian silver frame in a place of honor on Vadriel’s desk 


“I'm glad you asked, First Place Diva! I've been working hard on my French. It means loosely, 


“Happy the wanderer, like Ulysses, who has come happily home at last 
“Sounds like he’s really in love. Just like you guys, right?” 
“Exactly!” 

“Lucky stiff” 

“Your tum will come, Dicky Doooogan! Ifthe heart is willing, the mind and body and spirit 
follow. 1's only a matter of time. Just stat looking at what you see. Seeing is believing.” 

“How will know it when I see it?” 

“Love is as easy to spot as the Statue of Liberty, Madison Square Garden, and the Brooklyn 
Bridge! It’s as obvious asa rainbow we once saw in Ireland the size ofthe Brooklyn Bridge and just as 
beautiful! It was in the west. The westem ones portend creation." 

"And if it was in the east?" Dicky needed to know. 


"Danger and destruction, toots!" 
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"The story of my life, hon,” Dixie sighed. 


“"Not any longer! Taio has been chanting for you day and night. He keeps us awake with his 


prayers for you.” He began to hum "Un bel di’ from Puccini's Madama Butterfly 
‘Vaaiel began to sing 


"Un bel di vedremo—" 


Engh 
Vadriel obliged: 


1, please!” Dixie demanded. "Give me my fortune in English!” 


"One fine day weil see 
4 wisp of smoke arising 
ver the the extreme verge ofthe sea's horizon, 
dad afterwards the ship will appear. 
Then the white ship 
will enter the harbor, will under 
a.salute. You se? 
He's arrived!" 

“Thanks to Taio, life isa whole new ballgame now, Sophie." Robert said "No more Trade 
Pinkertons serewing-over our favorite Cho Cho San.* Everyone laughed, "Where i St. Bonnet du 
Gard, Vay? L mean, where exact? I know i's someplace ia southern France but it aint in my atlas.” 

“Why do you want to know, Robbie? 

“W's where Freddie is living with Camillo, formerly Gatino, and now Carmine.” 

“Ah, as you two classy boyos would say, What's ina name? His fury Sicilian self by any other 
‘nme will make every day fine, hos!” 

"Bless you, Dicky! You always cu tothe chase." The three men laughed. "I want know 


because we're going there Vay. Freddie says it's Paradise.” 
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Paradise was an ere of walled, fertile land onthe lowest slope of the mountain Carmine spotted from 
the carriage. Divided in half by a ight of gently ascending, wide stone steps indented by centuries of 
use the left half was level ground with three ancient, classcally-proportioned stone buildings filing it 
the right half was three terraces with mature deciduous tees, lowering shrubs, seasonal flowers, anda 
‘warm, spring-fed pool, al arranged in secluded dell ising up snugly beside the ancient buildings 

‘The street gate opened directly into a rose garden off the Rue Farigoule atthe base of the 
ascending stars and tothe right of the elegant main, three-storey house, once the country manor of a 
titled Cassade landowner, A two-storey bam was behind it, connected to it by an ascending stone 


‘walkway lean 


the barns second storey, an artists studio overlooking the pool on the second tir, 
‘The studio was linked on its far wall through an arched doorway via a narrow stone bridge tothe 
second storey ofthe guest house, once the vagrant workers’ dormitory and servants’ quarters It stood 


‘against the far-left, outer stone wall. At the top of the di 


ling stairs on the third tier, two mighty 
ceypress tress, pointy as swords, towered over the rear wall like guardian angels keeping destructive, 
replilian trespassers out of Puradise. They faced defeat in the near future. 

Philippe's expert renovation preserved all the original wood workin the main house when all 
the exterior stonework was cleaned. The only exterior, structural change in $00 years was made to 


transform the barns top floor into an artist’ studio Its outer wall was replaced with foor-t0- 


@ 
French windows flooding the room with light and allowing direct access to the second-tier garden with 
its large, square, secluded pool created ingeniously from a warm-water stream. On Freddie's two 
previous visits, he and Philippe had frolicked merrily init. He could not wait to get Carmine into that 
temperate play station. 

“Would you like to swim, sir, before you unpack? Gervaise asked Alfred when he stepped into 


the garden behind Carmine. “The water as usual is delectable.” 


(CHILDREN OF PARADISE /182 

“Delectable?” Carmine asked Alffed while turning to smile at Gervaise. 

“Divine. Like you. Delicious, too. Like you" 

“And like our Paradise! Did you pack the water wear, Freddie” 

“Bathing suits. You don’t need one. The pool is completely private unless someone isin the 
studio, You can have one if you 

No, no! I swim like Adam in his Paradise. You, 00” 

“Yes! Yes! We children nced no water wear in Paradise.” He laughed as Carmine bounded up 
the steps to the poo! shedding his clothing as he ascended, “Oh! Has our guest arrived, Gervaise?” 

“Guest?” Carmine echoed loudly, again toppi 


in is tracks, but this time frowning as he 
turmed to ask: “What guest, Alfred? I thought we were here solo until our cassata at Easter when 
‘Suddenly, the sweet sound of bird calls was overwhelmed by a loud and happy bray. 
‘The day after the Gramercy Park four sailed for Europe the weather inthe city was ehancy. Bright 
sunshine was bruised or completely banished by dark clouds. Dicky arrived at work from his boarding 
hhouse in the East Village very depressed. His sisters had lost patience with his continued reluctance to 
frolic at the workers’ taverns or in The Rambles in Central Park or in the subway toilets for adventures 
in love, as they called it, He told them he had every fantasy fulfilled “tenderly” on Friday and Saturday 
nights safe in his own room. Having seen atthe Drag Ball the high quality and stellar variety of Dixie's 


visitors seeking (and getting) “release” and having had precise descriptions of each one’s endowments 


nd predilections, they laid off him moving on to more convivial sisters. 

Dicky simply could not imagine putting himself in situations where he might be exposed again 
to the savage violence he suffered the night of his arrest. He sill awoke crying aloud. In the morning at 
breakfast, one of his Trade neighbors would read his face and sit close to him and hold his hand or 


‘wrap a muscular, hairy arm around his slender shoulders. Dicky shared his First Place prize money 
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‘with the five who danced with Sophie Tucker and they were now even more protective of him. If he 
‘came home unusually late, one would always be sitting in the kitchen waiting for him. 

‘This morning looking out the window at Gramercy Park from Vadriel’s home office, he still felt 
ill from the force ofthe previous night's dream-scape. He had gone without breakfast because he knew 


the tenderness a 


{ng him atthe table would press him into convulsive tears and he did not feel 


strong enough to comfort a gang of excitable Italians. It was selfish of him, he knew. The compassion 


the brought forth in them was a bright spot in their difficult and lonely lives doing dangerous work for a 
pittance with no opportunities for achieving what they saw as the American Dream. They were part of 


the largest human migration in history but being the most recent wave of immigrants, they were the 


most de 


x, the lowest on the social scale, and paid less than any other worker, Black or white 

“Le mia bella Torino for this life of struggle?” Filippo (a skyboy) once asked as he saddled 
his nocehio inn vice-tike grip smelling strongly of carbolic soap wsed to kill body lice. 

‘The lrish- Americans established politcal power in the nineteenth century. They needed 
scapegoats for the violence they regulary spewed upon the city, a violence made famous when they 
rioted in Manhattan over the Civil War draft laws and Iynched Blacks on lamp posts, Horror stories 
bout the Mafia and the Black Hand were used by them to incite hatred against the *hot-blooded and 
violent” Ialians~in the South: Iynching parties. Once joined by their common religion, the Irish and 
the destitute Halians clashed violently i industrial warfare wit the Irish i charge ofthe work sheets, 
‘overseen by an Italian labor boss, a padrone, inthe pay ofthe Irish. He acted as an employment 
agency, interpreter, cash-advance man, and his terms were exorbitant. Essentially the men in Dicky's 
boarding house worked as slave labor doing the grant work the Irsh had done halfa-century earlier. 
‘He thought ita sign oftheir inherent goodness when they sent money from their disgravefully small 
‘wages to their starving families in haly where conditions were even grimmer. 


“Lucky me! This i the American Dream,” Dicky thought turning his attention to the beautifial 
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imerior where he spent his days. Suddenly feeling dangerously lightheaded, he sat and dropped his 
hhead very near the floor between his fet. 

“Yor aright, mate?” 

“Yeah, Iggy. I'm great. I do this to get the blood to my face. It does wonders for my skin, 
Haven't seen you in a while. Not that I'm seein’ you now. I never thanked you for carrying me upstairs 
after I fainted last time. I'm trying to spare you the trouble. What do you want, mate?” 

“Noffin’ Ere’s a cuppa. Attracta says you was lookin’ ryte peakid when ya come in.” 

“Oh!” He sat up and seid atthe young chauffeur vaguely his own height and age but with 
features irregular speckled with freckles. His taut, shapely body and engaging smile made him a 
pleasant sight in a rough and tumble English wa 


‘uniform he had a certain dash, Dicky preferred 


him in civvies, tight denim trousers. “Thanks, Ig. fel lousy. Bad night.” 
“Trouble?” 
“No! Just bad dreams, mate.” 


“ly'fe ‘ad “em effer since ly serewed yup wiff the gov"ners. It's why lyfe bin ‘offerwise 


engaged! wheneffer you bin ‘ere. Caw! Iy'm effer so sorry, mate. ly neffer- 
“Iggy! It was my big mouth that got me in trouble.” 


“It's ya big mouff ly'l nefferfa'get, mate!™ 


“They both laughed. Dicky took the cup of tea and felt a rush of pleasure remembering his first, 
last, and only encounter with Ignatius Lydgate. Some men held back; some men gave thei all. lazy 
‘belonged to the latter class of Trade “with bells for balls,” as Jessie would have said-—"He's a thruster!" 


‘They looked at each other and each fel the frissom that brought them together 


tially. 
“Beer git back blow stars, mate. Good secin’ ya! Take care. Ta-ra.” 
“Yeah. See ya. And thanks forthe tea. Tata.” 


Feeling stronger, Dicky turned to the filing. He was making headway when Iggy returned to 
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light the fire. “Mrs. Lofus says it’s bloomin’ cold, mate.” In fifteen minutes he returned again bearing a 


tray laden with breakfast, “Mrs. Lofus says ya need nourishin’, mate.” Ina half-hour he retumed to 


collet the tray. “Mes. Lous says ya might wanna spend the nyte sein” as ain’ predicted by the gis 
that knows these fing.” 

Lean’ stay, ig. Tell her thanks but no thanks.” 

“Why not, mate?” 

Lean’, Pm otherwise engaged” 


“ly sure wish ya would, Dicky. ‘Onest.C 


! ly wish ya would.” He winked, 
Dicky shook his head. “You don’t dump in your own nest, Ig I've learned my lesson.” 
“But ly got alot more ta teach, mate.” He grabbed his crotch in a gesture more silly and 
charming than provocative. Dicky laughed. To his surprise Ignatius blushed and ran out of bluster. 
“Not that ya dom'know all there is ta know, mate. Could probly teach me a hing or three, No offense 


‘meant, Ly always put me foot in me feiggin® mouf. I's me bringi 


"up. Cheers, mate!” He lifted the 


tray. 


“I've had more feet in my big mouth than I can count! No offense taken! But it's not a good. 


idea, Ig. Much asd lke- 

“Nuff said, mate!” He winked again. “Ta- ral” 

I was the wink that sustained Dicky throughout the day. Whea the blues descended he saw the 
wink in his mind’s eye, felt tweak his groin, and laughed aloud. He was looking forward to lunch and 
‘was disappointed to lam Iggy was out on erands forthe rest ofthe afternoon. 

Ataround Tea time, the flickering sunlight illuminating the Park outside vanished ina shock of 
loom sinking the world into darkness fora brief moment before a crash of thunder made Dicky leap in 
his seat. The recurring thunder was followed by a great zig-zag of lightening followed by a torrent of 


‘water falling like a spigot opened directly overhead. It was a titanic display of wetness. 
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Ithad been lightly drizzling the night of Dicky’s arrest. He had forgotten the cold wetness of 
being dragued into the paddy wagon after the boss-cop stuck his greased truncheon up the rear end of 
the man inthe bed forcing Dicky to watch as blood flowed onto the sheet. Naked and trembling, struck 
hard on his buttocks by another policeman’s truncheon, he was allowed to dress only in his basic 
‘garments-no socks, no underwear-only a shirt and trousers and shoes-no coat or at or scarf, 

In the police station he was brusquely booked and separated from the other men by the cop with 
the bloody truncheon who led him alone into a dark corridor, through a door the cop unlocked, and into 


‘room with a large cage filled with yelling men. “Don’t say I never gave youse nothin’,” the cop 


bellowed, unlocking the cage and pushing Dicky into the groping, stinking mass of drunken men, 
Everyone laughed. The cage slammed closed behind him. Dicky remembered very litle after the sound 
of the clanking door. 

‘The downpour restored his teror as thoroughly as the loud rainfall drenched the sidewalk. 
Overwrought, he felt he was going to throw up. Kneeling to reach for the trash basket, he passed out, 


‘When he came to, a sopping Father Carey was lifting him into a chair infront ofthe fire. Mrs, 


Loftus and Attracta were muttering prayers and wringing their hands and milling back and forth. The 
‘minute Dicky opened his eyes, Mrs. Loftus took control ofthe situation by sending Attracta fora towel 
forthe sopping Father Carey and herself to make a hot cup of tea 

lave you any brandy, ma'em?” the priest asked the housekeeper as he settled Dicky in the 


chair. “'d like to give the boy a sip of brandy if you have it” 


“Of course, Father. You'll be needing some yourself to fend off the pneumonia, I'm sure.” 
“Yes, thank you. That's a good idea. I rarely drink but I've caught a terrible chill. was crossing 
the Park from Calvary to see Mister Vail when the sky opened. Did you ever sce such a downpour? 


Luck 


1 got here when I did!” 


‘The young priest was visiting the pastor of the church on Park Avenue and 21st Street to 
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discuss the problem of its wooden steeple. The Renwick church was never been properly completed 
and termites were discovered in its temporary tower. There was a danger it might blow over in storm 
similar tothe one just finished. I took all of Father Carey's courage to cross the small park. Infact, he 
had sat for a while praying for the wisdom to make a sensible apology. 

“Mister Vail has gone to Europe, Father,” Dicky sad, straightening himself the chair, He was 
‘wet from the prest’s wetness and he watched fascinated as raindrops fell from the thick, sable beard 
the man had grown since he visited last ime. The beard was beautflly trimmed, 

‘Their eyes met, Dicky's shame over his outrageous performance ia front ofthe Bishop and his 
assistant was matched by the priests shame over his own rudeness. They shyly smiled at each other, 

“What happened, Richart?” 


“I fainted again, Father.” 


It’s happened before then? 


en 
“Yes, Father. Several times, Father.” 
“Have you been to a doctor?” 
“Mister Gaylord’s doctor examined me after 
He began to sob with huge, loud gulps. Mrs. Loftus came in with the brandy and Attracta with 
large and small towels. When the housekeeper saw Richard's state, she handed the priest the brandy, 


ordered with at 


of her head for the towels to be put on the ottoman near the fire, and shoved the 
ttl out while telling the priest as she herself headed forthe door, “Ring me if you need anything, 
Father. 'm right here if you need me.” 

“Ah, the poor boy!” she whispered to Atracta in the hallway wiping ters from her face. “He's 
{in good hands now even ifthe priest isn’t one of ours.” 

In front ofthe fire, Father Carey stood, removed his wet jacket, his wilted collar and his black 
‘vest, which he spread on the hearth. In his damp undershirt, he then removed his shoes and socks, 
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‘hich he placed on the fireguard to dry after ringing out the socks. Richard accepted the towel offered 
‘and dabbed atthe received wetness before burying his face in it to ry as silently as he could manage. 

“Forgive me, Richard, but Iam soaked right through,” he said slipping from his trousers and 
‘wrapping himself in a large, white monogrammed towel. He secured the black trousers in front of the 
Fire by placing a Roman bronze figure of Mercury resting on the mantle ontop of the waistband, He sat 
nd dried his feet and legs. All the while seemingly engaged caring for himself, he kept himself alert to 
the young man’s diminishing outburst. Finally, it stopped but the face remained buried in the towel 

“After what, Richard?” 

“AMer the fuckers in the police jail nearly raped me to death! Sorry, Father.” 

“Ob! When you were arrested?” 

“Yes, Father, when I was arrested. The man in the hotel room with me died after what they did 
to him. I guess I got off easy.” 

“No, Richard, you didn't get off easy. Not if you keep fainting over it” 

“Well, you must be happy. I'm living in hell, Father.” 

‘The priest was silenced. He tuned his socks and trousers to keep them from singeing. He was a 
loss for words. His heart ached for Richard's suffering. No death had been reported in the papers in 
‘connection withthe arrest. He wondered what the police had done to the poor soul, but he hesitated to 


ask lest 


bring on another Mood of tears. 
‘They both satin silence watching the steam rising from the clothes. 
“You should hang your vest up now, Father. The pants are done, I think. That statue of Mercury 


is two thousand years old. Beautiful, isn" 


it? IF Thad wings on my feet" 
“What would you do if you had wings on your feet, Richard. Tell me, please.” 
“Td go someplace where I wouldn't be affaid, Father. Afraid of who I am.” 


“Mister Vail and Mister Gaylord don’t seem to be afraid of who they are. Doesn’t that help?” 
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Richard was so shocked by this reply he simply stared into the gentle eyes of the priest who was 

assiduously drying his beard as he stretched out his barefeet into the warmth emanating from the coal 

fire, When Richard glanced away into the fire, he was struck by how clean the priest's toenails were. 


Clean nails were an ongoing problem for the Trade in his boarding house, He blushed atthe linking of 


this classy priest with those rough men, but then he realized the look of compassion in the priest's eyes 
‘was the same as the look he had come to love in the dark eyes of his Italian companions. 

“No, Father. Mister Vad Vail and Mister Robert Gaylond, Mister Armand de Guise and 
Mister Donough Gaylord aren't afraid to be who they are. But they have love to shield them from 


people like you.” 


was the most painful thing anyone had ever said to Thomas Carey. It literally took the 
‘breath out of his body. In response to what fet like a physical blow, he reached for his socks and began 
to dress, They weren't completely dry yet. Rather than struggle with them, he put them back on the 
fender and sad in a voice choked with emotion, “Richard, please be patient with me, Some of us must 
Jeam to re-educate our minds. There will always be a difficulty deciding when the church should 
‘compromise withthe prevailing culture and when it should challenge and inform it. Throughout history 
the church has quietly modified and even abandoned certain biblical precepts that no longer made sense 
in light of contemporary knowledge. Our God isa strong citadel: Truth.” 

“Yeah,” Richard quipped thinking of Robert Gaylord. “Like, Thou shalt not kil?" 

Father Carey laughed. “Many good things have come from the actions of seemingly evil people. 
‘We must blame the frantic zeal of Luther’s young Reformation; but the despotic Henry had a meanness 
‘equal to his rapacity. There's no question the Anglican Church was created as an aspect of state policy. 
‘thad a very bad beginning. God used it for good. When the church takes a fixed position at an official 
level, it does not mean the matter has been resolved. Matters such as homosexuality, for example.” 


“I'm living matter, Father. The priests atthe St. Vincent de Paul School found me in a paper 


CHILDREN OF PARADISE 190 
bag on their doorstep. They taught me how Jesus defined discipleship notin terms of creed as you do, 
‘but in terms of relationships.” 

Father Carey sat back in his chair in amazement. He suddenly understood what Vadeiel Vail 
‘meant when he said Richard was fine as he was. Sofly he quoted: “*A new commandment I give you: 
love one another. As I have loved you, so you must love one another, All men will know that you are 
‘my disciples ifyou love one another.” 

‘To both their amazement, Father Carey began to weep. Richard stretched out his hand, The 
priest took it flooded with love, thinking, “Hic scientia fini. Knowledge stops here.” 

“Father?” 

“Yes, Richard?” 

“Your socks are on fire.” 


“This place really is Paradise,” a sun-bronzed Robert observed to a golden Vadkiel as they sat naked by 


the pool watching Carmine swim withthe grace of a merman--“...lulled in these lowers with dances 
‘and delight.’ I"ve never loved someone so quickly and so absolutely. "Well, let it be.’ Have you, Puck?” 
With shake of the head, Vadirel stood and dove into the pool. He was greeted with a gleeful 
shout, It set Baltasaro to braying on the second ticr, his head sticking through a shrub atthe side ofthe 
pool. In the studio with the garden spread out before them like a tapestry of Eden, Donough sat with 


Armand finalizing their travel plans to vis 


Mont St. Michel and Chartres and the standing stones in 
Brittany.. To everyone's delight, Carmine asked if he and Alfred could make the journey, too. 

“I desire molto..much time with them. My true friends who are like me in loving. I pray as 
Oberon: ‘So shall all the couples three./ Ever true in loving be."* 

It was a uniquely sybaritc vacation forthe visitors begun on the uneventful transatlantic 


crossing-"As promised, not a ripple!” Now they craved an extension on their visas in Paradise but 
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‘work in the real world could not be ignored forever. When not lounging by the pool, they were eating 
‘meals of such inventive simplicity and delectableness-cveryone’s new favorite word-that the days lost 
their names and too soon the weeks added up to their departure date kept in mind only by Gervaise. It 
‘was also a highly-charged romantic idyll for them all. Within the privacy of the walled garden there 


seemed no other form of lov 


in the ongoing scheme of things 
Living with Carmine and Freddie heightened their sensual pleasures, The sii of lave was 
ui and fresh and newly mint in their two hosts; their neo to express it in modest gestures of 
tactile tenderness was as capacious asthe sca. The thre sets of lovers, cach wosome often secluded in 
Alower-decked bower, dandled and fondled each othe, kissed an loitered, laughed and whispered 


together morning, noon, and 


on recliners installed for this very purpose. In community around the 
pool, draped in sunshine, they held hands and shared cushions speaking in what seemed Adam's 


rediscovered "sensual speech,” his natural language free from distortion and ilusion still employed by 


all the other animals but denied humans by their Biblical gift of dominion aver the earth, 
‘One night when the full moon was so bright it was hard to look at, Armand satin the rose 

‘arden listening to Freddie talk about his love for Carmine and how it had all come about. Armand 
‘smiled and nodded hearing the beautiful young Italian splashing naked in the pool above them, He 
struggled to calm his senses running riot with the scents of flowers and the sound of his violet-eyed 
‘beauty replying to Carmine's splashing with his own. He wanted to spy on them in the pool before 
abducting Vadriel as Donough just had done with his rambunctious Robert. As ifto calm his racing 
pulse and ease the ache of "Cupid's fiery arrow.” some lines from one of his favorite poems came to 
his rescue and seemed to sum up his and Freddie's good fortune: 

How many loved your moments of glad grace, 

And loved your beauty with love false or true, 


‘But one man loved the pilgrim soul in you, 
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And loved the sorrows of your changing fce. 
For three weeks, the three couples traveled together parting in Paris. Back in Paradise alone, 
the two lovers spoke often oftheir American frends. Without shame or guilt or modesty, his youth in 


flood, Carmine rol 


in bed his ot discourse of wanton imaginings fe their sharp appetites and 
Iniled down oaths while he detailed the haunting nooks and cranes of his visitors vii, sanctified 
bodies He reveled in comparisons wih his own rich endowments; he found none of them superior, 
which he thought more than compensate hit fr the limitless wealth of everyone ese. 


He confessed to being most excited by the auburn hairs and aq 


ine splendor ofthe sinewy yet 


‘voluptuous Armand de Guise. “He is a predator tamed eying me, a wee hummingbird in his presence, 


not an eagle like Iam with you! With him, 1am boyish blushes, Silly, no? He is the solo one who did 
‘never touch me in the pool. Yet his love for Vadriel is 'stubbomn-chaste' against his desire for me! The 
rude sea of his ust grew civil by love's song. Sweet and true. No matter what I do, | know I will not 
seduce him never. And I did nothing but be shy with vast pleasure. He reminds me of you in ways I do 
‘not know exactly why. He inspires me and is exciting, no? Do you not find him exciting, Freddie?” 
Aifred had to admit, yes. He told of being on the beach naked with Armand watching the others 


playing in the Atlantic surf. At the time he had sublimated his desire for the man, and for the others, 


especially the self-conscious Donough Gaylord-the shyest and the most modest. He, for Alfred, was 


the most enti 


ig ofall. Speaking of it now, he flushed with pleasure. He recalled a poem by Walt 
‘Whitman of young men bathing naked in the surf secretly observed by a lonely woman in a house 
overlooking the sea. He made a mental note to buy a copy of Leaves of Grass for his Carmine. 

‘Many passionate letters were exchanged among the new friends. A package arrived from Robert 
and Vadel for Camillo. t was Leaves of Grass and the plays of Shakespeare and Ibsen, Another 


package brought agit from Armand: a small bronze satyr by Benvenuto C 


ithad an 


accompanying magnifying glass for studying the details, “especially the sly grin,” the note instructed. 
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‘Aroused in bed by comparisons, Alfred asked for Naum Rozenberg particulars. “Am las-" 
“Alfred! Naumky in bed is cold fact not shared fantasy. | am with Shakespeare's Cressida: ‘Why 

have I blabbed? Who shall be true tows when we are so unsecret to ourselves?" 1 will lear from her 

‘In my rapture with you, I spoke what I now repent. Sweet, bid me hold my tongue.’ Now my own 

company offends me, Oy! From now on I lay down the treasures of my body in silence...sort of.” 
Gervaise and his small staff tended to their simple needs. Carmine did the shopping each day 

‘with Baltasaro and some of their guests. The summer glided away into a mild and temperate change of 

season, honored only by the flowers and the migrating songbirds. 
‘There was no sign of trouble in Paradise. 


Iteame as a paralyzing shock to Alfred when on return 


from a business trip to is bank in 
Paris he found Carmine and Baltasaro gone, along with the bronze satyr. With tears in his eyes, 


Gervaise handed him a short, huriedly scrawled note in Italian: “Goodbye, Alfredo. Let's call ita day. 1 


‘am bored with this childish Paradise of yours. Lam back to Paris and the real world. I realize love 
the cold fact of my Russian warrior. And I cannot live without the theater. Caio, Gatino.”* 

Freddie lost his balance. If Gervaise had not caught his arm he would have fallen tothe ground. 
Brushing off the hands of his servant, he said with transparently false bravado, “All good things come 
toan end, Gervaise. Goodnight. Thank you for taking such good care of us. Have a good night.” 

Alfred Gage had a very bad night. On his way to his room he spied the crescent moon. It 
resembled an electric stage fixture attached to a blue-velvet drop. Gattno’s Pierrot would sit rocking in 
‘that nar cradie forever in Freddie's imagination. He queried it: "“Essendomi sollecitato/ Stamor non & 
‘che dunque?” Then translating bis thoughts into the language of love, he closed his eyes and saw the 
crescent moon feelingly: "Now J am fired up/ If there is no love then what?” 

Having once sworn his love “by yonder blessed moon,” Carmine's treacherous abandonment 


proved he was telling the truth. Indeed his love was as variable as the inconstant moon. Flinging his 
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‘own fanatic heart on top of the coverlet, Freddie knew he was a foolish Pierot blinded not by the 
silver-dappling moon but by Sicily’s blistering Harlequin-son. What was love to a Harlequin but a 


commedia playlet ending with the death of Pierrot? 


we hung my life on bight, particular star, one who has vanished like the Titan.” Wanting 
to hide himseif among the crow of star in the moonstruck sky, he cried himself ino a torturous sleep 
in which he was agin onthe ice-struck Titanic, a dream he suffered frequently 

For wecs fr the ship sank, he and everyone he know read newspapers compulsively~"Have 
we ll aot ben on ships?”-string each dit of descriptive information on the disaster. The list of 


casualties contained a dozen people he knew. “I would have died! I would have stood with Astor and 


Guggenheim and Straus and Goodbody and Mortimer playing the brave strong man to impress them 
‘This reality had strengthened his resolve to make himself ready to receive the priceless gift of his 


Carmine's love as he struggled with a new awareness of life's evanescence. If ship as large and 


‘uxuriant as the mighty Titanic could vanish, only love had any intrinsic, lasting value. 
Love? It was never love! It was yet another mask the consummate actor wore-a mask of 


lightening Mashes. Gi 


ino, with his puer aeternis innocence, could teach the moon, tired ofits courtly 
figures, a new dance Jazz. Innocence? Right! The murderous innocence of the devouring seat 
‘Awake, and gasping for breath, lost inthe mists of an carly Autumn's dawn, Alfred Gage IIL 


‘wept and moaned bearing ia his blistering heart the mocking truth of his love, Having just stood agai 


in his dreams on the listing ship's deck while the last ofthe lifeboats were lowered into the frigid sea, 
nd the orchestra played “Alexander's Ragtime Band,” and useless signals of distress flared up to 
decorate the starry sky while 1500 people screamed and fog horns blew. Freddi cried aloud his love 
for Carmine grateful he had lived in joy and knowing he was triumphant in the face of death, jeering at 


‘tas heroes do in myths and legends. Awake, he wondered how long it would take for his 


dreams to 


accept the truth of his pitiful abandonment. 
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“Dreams, the children of an idle brain...Queen Mab hath been with me.” 

Yet in site of his rage and tor over ther bed-vows being broken int lashing shards, a 
comfort emerged from the chaos of his dream. I in dreams the Titanic stil sailed, hs love for 
CCarmine-"The singing master of my soul!”-could sil exist intact, to. If in dreams the moon-<old, 
Perilous sea was made civil by love's songs and welcoming-warm as it was at Gaywyck, a lover's 
Paradise then he and Carmine and Robert and Donough and Armand and Vadriel and, most 
importantly, Goodbody and Mortimer, could revel weet by moonlight forever in his dreams 

Locked in each other arms, he and Carmine had studied Whitman's poems at Vadril’s 
‘suggestion: “They have for us comrades a special meaning.” 

Drifting imo a sobbing deiium, Freddie Gage recited over and over: 

Comerado, | give you my hand! 

1 give you my love more precious than money, 

1 give you myself before preaching or law; 

Will you give me yourself? Will you come and travel with me? 
Shalt we stick by eachother as lng as we lve? 

Many bad nights followed. He awoke sobbing from dream after dream where he and Carmine 
‘were together on the carousel in the Bois de Boulogne or walking hand-in-hand through the darkness of 
the Paris underground or cating Easter pastrics with ther New York bude. tn his dreams, Alfed 
Gage III and Carmine Salina stuck by each other as long as they lived. 

Soon shame entre the picture. Images of his fiends in Paris mocking im jeerng at his belie 
in loving forever, made him wrthe in his twisted bed clothes. Or they would pity him for being 
pathetically naive. Or they would sneer at him for being repulsively stupid. Ashen-white, he brooded: 
“Were It disappear in my inal dream./ Would yet myname ive on in infamy? 


He strugaled out of bed and threw himself into the pool to distract himself from himself. When 
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the emerged, Gervaise was by his side to dry him and feed him and help him into bed for more fitful 
dreaming and erying aloud. Gervaise, his nurse and confidante, soothed and comforted and on one 
rainy night finding a naked Freddie preparing to dive off the second-story stone bridge connecting the 
studio with the guest house, grabbed him and clasped hit 
[Both men wept: the younger from the grief he gratefully shared, the older from the truth of the 


his arms with a life-saving tendemess, 


‘mutually-loved Shining One's flight he was under oath never to share. 


‘The accumulation of bad nights made Freddie dangerously il: "Gervaise, / should e'en die of | 
pity,/To see another thus." He was grateful when his mother appeared unannounced to tend to him 
nd take him back to Paris before taking him back to New York tothe life she was determined he live, 
CHAPTER SIX 
‘With Baltasaro settled in a hay-flled four-wheel car, Camillo set out for Marseilles. To underline his 
determination, he took his satyr with him. The last thing he did was swear Gervaise to secrecy about 
the visitor who had precipitated this hasty and unwanted departure. 

Mrs. Florence Gage had arrived in Paradise unannounced the same day Freddie left for Pars. It 


‘was not coincidental. Gervaise bid her w 


in the rose garden while he went to call Carmine who was 
in the pool having completed in the studio the three hours of physical and vocal exercises comprising 


his daily workout. He was exercising his memory by reciting Hamlet aloud in English when Gervaise 


interrupted to announce the visitor carrying what he gaged the appropriate clothing for such a 
‘momentous event. Emerging from the pool, Carmine asked tea be served in the rose garden, 

His long hair brushed back and still wet, be wore a white kimono from Hikeguro with gold 
‘embroidery and matching slippers. He smiled warmly at his lover’s mother. Dappled in sunlight, she 
sat on the wooden bench under a linden tree. When he appeared, she stood and smiled at him. He was 


bigger than she expected and his beauty was even more shocking than she remembered. Often as she 
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gazed at Vadriel Vail or Donough Gaylord, it stuck her as absurd how any man should own such 
profligate beauty of no use to him in the real world. Yet, in this flowering garden, Gatino’s beauty gave 
her great pleasure. Matinge idols were supposed to be beautiful. She understood why anyone would be 
‘swept away by him, And wasn't beauty-"Evangeline's beauty?"—one of the reasons she was here? 

“Good aftemioon, Mrs. Gage. Alfred is to Paris. He is not home for three days.” 

“Yes, Gatino, I know." She was relieved he spoke English, "May I call you Gatino? Or do you 
prefer Carmine now?" 

Looking into her cold eyes, he replied, “Call me Gatino, What do I call you?” 

“Florence, Please call me Florence.” 

“Lhave thought tea. Are you hungry?” 

“Famished.” 

“Oh! Let us have lunch pronto..now! I am hungry, too. Do you take wine in the afternoon?” 
“In France 1 do. And in tay, too. And in Germany as well!” 
‘They both laughed. He left to tell Gervaise to skip the tea and bring them lunch, While he was 


‘Bone, she went for a walk up the terraces, noticed the pool-"This explains his wet hair!"~and was 


delighted to find Baltasaro in an open shed atthe top eating his lunch. He twitched his ears and gave 
her what was known as his smile, (Robert Gaylord decided Baltasaro was not your basic mule but 
Father Carey “wanslated” for thet edification and asa reminder of life's mysteries.) 

From her vantage point at the top ofthe garden, she was very impressed with the place In fact, 
she wondered if she might not ent it when everything calmed down. After lunch, she intended to ask 
fora tour of the house. She was certain things would be arranged amicably before she left 

Over the first course of carrot soup, Florence spoke of her daughter Evangeline, The subjest 
took her attentive listener by surprise. Alired never mentioned a sister. 


“Unfortunately, she and Alfred are not very close. There is ten years difference, the crucial ten 
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years, She has just tumed seventeen. 1's sad when it happens but there you are. Evangeline is very 
beautiful and one of the reasons I have come to ss° you. I nood your assistance, Gano." 

“My assistance? You need it?” 


“Yes, but lt’ finish our wonderful lunch before we get down to the reason for my visit.” 


You have come to talk brass tacks with me? Not to see Alfred?” 

“No, Gatino. have come to see you. As I said, I need your help.” 

‘The second course was red snapper with grilled anise. It was followed by an arugula salad and a 
selection of local cheeses. The wine was a sof, mellow local wine, Carmine usually confined himself 
Gervaise circled the 


toa splash in water at dinner; suddenly anxious, he had a full glass, Frows 
table clearing the plates. He didnot ike this Mr. Florence Gage. He reckoned a fl las equaled 
trouble. He remembered a line from a nasty English play read aloud one evening after dinner: “By the 
‘twitching of my thumbs something wicked this way comes." He dawdled. Carmine caught his eye and 
sent him packing witha curt fick ofthe head. 

“Why do you come hers, Mrs. Gage, with my Alfred away?" 

“Florence, Gatino, Call me Florence, please.” 

“Si, Seusi. Sorry! Why are you here, Florence Gage?” 

“L've come to beg you to set Alfred free.” 

"Alfred sno prisoner here!” 

“Yes he is, He's a prisoner ofthis heavenly place. And prisoner of your angelic Beaty.” 

“love Alfed and Alfred loves me” 

“All the more reason ole him go, Gano. Your love foreach other isa dangerous thing forthe 
rest of ws, Your hears sacrifice wll be rewarded. Your hart wl be proud of sch a noble act.” 

“Dangerous? We tink it is delectable.” 


Honestly charmed, she laughed. “I'm sure it s that, too. But for Alfred it is very dangerous.” 
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“How is love dangerous for im?” 

“Altes fathers very ill, Gatino,” she successfully lied, “and he needs his only son home to 
take over the busines. There is no one else he trusts. There isa huge amount at stake ere...a 
tremendous amount for Alfred to lse. There is also the issue of his sister, Evangeline.” 

“My Affe is to take over business?" He frowned in utr disbelief: "What about the beauifl 
Evangeline? She wll marry soon, no? Her husband wil ned a job." 

Evangeline Gage was engaged 10 be marted imo one ofthe oldest, richest, mos prestigious, 
and most conservative of Boston families composed of judges, lawyers, state governors and severn! 


signers of the United States Declaration of Independence. 


“Evangeline is very much in love with her finance, Gatino,” she successfully lied again and 


‘continued lying. “He has told her his family will forbid the alliance if the rumor of Alfred’ liaison with 


‘you, an acto, is true, She will never recover from the blow.” 


“Why are you not talking this with Alfredo? Why try to cozen Fate with me! 


Florence smiled. “You know him as well as I, Gatino! His father has stopped his allowance, 


hat took him wo Pars. He thinks he has ‘dividends’ but he hasnt a cent of his own, When T 
realized the considerable sum his father gave him monthly was not covering his expenses, I started 
sending him some of my money and told him it was from his dividends. I knew he was too proud to 
take money from me. There is no way he can continue to keep you inthis paradise." 

“Thave my own money.” 

“How long will it last?” 

He nodded. It was true. His small fortune was jus that, small fortune being quickly depleted 
because Alfred had no sense of money. Run a business? Nonsense! He could barely add 
“Alfied is a New Yorker, Gatino, an absurdly pampered New Yorker. He belongs there being 


‘what he was born to be: a rich, successful financier working in his father’s bank in Public Relations. He 
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ean barely add, as you well know by now. How long can this romantic idyll of yours last? Be 
reasonable! He needs your help to take his place inthe real world. Please, Gattino, You must help us!” 

is distress surprised her as did the sudden outbreak of Baltasaro’s distressed braying. Carmine 
‘ose and went up the steps to the rear ofthe garden. She followed him talking all the way. Then she 
‘watched the tender way he caressed and quieted the animal and her heart went out to him. She could 
tell from the shaking of his shoulders that he was weeping. 

“Our lives are in your hands, Gatino, Please?” 

She left without seeing the house. Gervaise slammed the gate behind her after making certain 
her ear was waiting for her. He did not walk her to the vehicle. He was trembling with grief and teror, 
Maurice Hall quickened his pace as he crossed Washington Square on his way up from Wall Street to 
his new home in Grove Court, a gated cul-de-sac behind Grove Street near Seventh Avenue in 
Greenwich Village. Built by a man named Samuel Cocks—a fact that delighted Hall's beloved Alec— 
the small, furnished brick house had white shutters and offered a perfect respite from the noisy bustle 
‘of Manhattan, The pavement in the court was an assemblage of red bricks, 100. 

Before leaving England, Maurice did considerable research. He decided the famous bohemian 
quarter of Manhattan was where he and his Alec would be most comfortable while they found their 


footing in America, Their real-estate agent rook them straight to Grove Court explaining how the 


houses were built between 1848 and 1852 by Cocks, co-owner of a grocery on Grove Street: “They 
‘were intended for laborers and his working-class customers. No ‘respectable’ family would take a house 
‘ot on a public street before the Civil War." Grove Cour fit the bill for privacy and quiet. 

Maurice Hall and Alec Scudder had tried living in England without relations or money, outside 
class-consciousness and the moral outrage over their “sor.” Fora time they were successful. Had 


“Maurice tried to maintain his career as a stock broker in London even at the firm founded by his father, 
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he would have had to conceal the tuth of is dangerously lic relationship with Alec, gamekeeper 
and the son ofa butcher. Living ouside class consciousness was onc thing; living in fear of discovery 
and posible imprisonment was quite another. (Lond Risley, Maurice's Oxford classmate, commited 


suicide after being sentenced to prison and hard labor for being an "Oscar-Wilde type.") 


‘The ultra-conservative rural working class did not trust suburban Maurice, They assumed a man 
of his evident breeding and posh (to them) accent laboring as a farm hand or woodcutter was on the 


lamb, Fora wi 


the countrfied Alec dd the talking and got the manual work for them both, Being 


privately owned, great swatches of England were still uncharted and it was possible to vanish into 
them. The two lovers did reasonably well financially. They were extremely happy together living a 


simple, quiet, passionate ie. Their evident ender passion for one another, however, raise threatening 
suspicions and forced them to emigrate to America 

‘While working at his father's frm, Hall and Hull, Maurice was responsible fr overscing its 
transactions with Wall Suet. He had connections at several larg brokerages the strongest was with 


DeGuise. He wrote to the grandson of its founder, Armand, asking if there were any openings in the 


International Trade Divi hie wished to relocate to New York for “personal reasons.” He gave 


the address of a worker's cottage on an estate in the north of England and apologized for not being “on 
the telephone.” Intrigued, Armand made discrete inquiries, discovered the extremely competent 
‘Maurice mysteriously tended his resignation at Hall and Hull, abandoned his social position, and 
‘vanished. There were confirmed reports of sexual impropricties with a working-class chap with whom 
he was living. Mister de Guise stood wamed. Instead, he st and mulled it over. 

‘The motion picture business was currently a "comer" in Wall Street terms. It was quickly 
‘becoming an industry in need of major investments. As with all start-up companies the initial investors 
‘were “angels,” then venture capitalists, then in order to really grow and build, Wall Street would need 


to raise big money by issuing stocks, bonds, and other sources on their behalf. This end-game was still 
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the exclusive preserve of Wall Sweet firms. However, most firms were not financing new busineses; 
they were buying and selling securities ted to existing firms and capital projects. Armand de Guise did 
‘not want his company to become a tading house, a socially useless activity not designing, building, of 
selling a single tangible thing. 


"We are supposed to be a utility, like sewage or gas,” he recently explained to Vadriel who was 


asking questions forthe fist time about how (in detail) Wall Street functioned, “I want to allocate 
capital to its most productive uses, Vadriel, to help build new industries and ereate jobs. I want projects 
with long-term value not speculative real-estate developments in the swamps of Florida making a few 


scoundrels rich while creating perfect storms of wealth destruction, We are not yet like bank managers 


‘who make mirages look like miracles. ! want Wall Street to control our motion picture industry 


‘internationally. And | want DeGuise to be prime movers. We need to act now’ 
(On the brink of retirement, the director of the DeGuise International Trade Division thought 


hiring an Englishman withthe credentials and pedigree of Mister Hall was a sensible idea: “I'l bet we 


can get him preity damn cheap, Armand. The Brits don't pay their boys all that well. Halland Hull is 
solid, Small potatoes compared tous. Most places are | suppose.” 

‘Armand de Guise never bought on the cheap. He also never conducted business impulsively. 
His firm was run asa meritocracy. The man inline forthe directorship was a hard worker who lacked 
‘imagination and daring. He was content with his curent position and voived hesitation in face ofthe 
responsibilities attending a promotion: he was distressed over losing more time with his family. 
Armand accepted his decision with some relief. He wrote a letter to Maurice informing him there was 
an appropriate opening, and asking if he would need passage fortwo. 

Over a four-hour lunch in New York with his new boss, Maurice Hall confessed his response to 
Armand was the most important letter he would ever write in hs lif. In part, it was to escape the 


“baying hounds” led by the pastor ofthe church in the small village where they were living; but it was 
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‘mostly his knowing the paradise of personal freedom was “through the looking glass” where he had to 
‘venture, and he could reach it only by telling the truth about himself: He could suffer no mixing of the 
old life with the new. His frst sentences read: “Yes, I will require passage for wo. I will be coming to 
"New York with my dear friend, Alec Scudder.” 

[Now walking home to his Alee Scudder in Greenwich Village, the tall, blond Maurice Hall 
Jaughed aloud with happiness. Instantly noting his profound affinities with Armand de Guise, he told 
his entre life story climaxing with Scudder’s ultimatum in a boat house: “And now we shan’t be parted 
‘no more, and that’s finished” 

Armand told him of his own adventure with Vadriel Vail. Then, he added: “Can you and Alec 
come to dinner tomorrow night, Maurice? There are several people I want you to meet. And are you up 
for a country weekend so soon after arriving in Gotham? I've a place of my own on Long Island by the 
‘sea, but we've plans to go to our best friends’ home nearby. It’s called Gaywyek. There is more than 
‘enough room for us all at Gaywyck.” 

Alfred's grief pinned him to the bed. The weight of it made him think of the weight of his Carmine and 
he cried out his name. The previous night when the moonlight blanched his coverlet and the searing 
pain in his body nearly convulsed him, he thought in anger how Carmine might as well have covered 
their bed with the vengeful witch Medea’s cape because no one could put out the flames burning him 


alive, He was convinced he was going to die. Ina rational moment he remembered Rosalyn’s sage 


auvice,“*Men have died from time to time, and worms have eaten them, ut not for Tove.” He thought 
he might be an exception. It was the “from time 1 time” that made him burst into teas, tears as hot a8 
‘he Names that burst rom the eape when Jason's new bri put on her wedding present from the 
scomed Medea. 


“Je me vangerait” he hissed aloud. Like Medea, he would have his revenge. 
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“Don't get up just yet, Vadricl. Let me hold you a while longer, my dear.” 
“I cannot get up, Army. I am moving to gather my atoms into a cohesive whole again.” 


His soul washed transparent, Armand de Guise laughed a low, guttural, growl. “That was, 


incroyable! There's stil ie in the okt boy yet, eh? Ilove this private time with you, Vadrel Vail” He 
clutched his stil-trembling bedmate and kissed him into a deep, stirring silence. "You know, your eyes 
are purple pinwheel just before you shout my name and attempt somersaults. Love you so." 

“1 feel translated in an anagogical manner..all uplifted by your earthly loving, Army! Your eyes 
‘turn green as leeks!" Armand laughed. Vadriel fondled him as if he were the personification of the 
‘vegetable in question. "Y swear 10 thee by Cup's strongest bow:,/ By his bes arrow withthe golden 
‘head...’ that | do love thee entirely, my Herculean beau.” They both laughed. “It is desperately. 
inaccurate to call ‘old boy, this rocket launcher, this hefty, ylindrcal, uncut gem you inherited along 
With these ovoid, pendant ally-wags, the overthe-op silver, and other family kaiek-knacs. 1 is not as 
if our ‘private time” has diminished since you thrust your way into my life, Pun intended.” He clutched 
his equally-sweaty bedmate and kissed him deeply again, “Now what i troubling you tonight?” 

Armand grew silent. He did not loosen his hold. “I's ll this young fove, Vadriel.Ifeel 
‘swamped by young and daring lovers. | feel as if our adventurous days are over. | worry you'll get 
bored with me, And time is passing so quickly. I found myself in my office this morning with the door 
closed weeping for Goodbody and Mortimer. | miss them both terribly. Then | had lunch with my new 


associate and he brought Carmine..and Alfred in Paradise to mind, which— 


“And what’s his story, old man’? Are we a humdrum couple now? Are you bored with me? Has 


age withered and custom staled my once infinite variety? Carmine would knock anyone sideways." He 
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chuckled, "Robbie considers him a gift to our libidos. You do know you are still without exception the 
‘most individual person I have ever met? Time for a change?” 

“Are you mad? 11am so in love with you, Vadriel Vail, I could weep.” And weep he did. 
Convulsively and without restraint, he wept in Vadriel’s arms. “I'm so sorry,” he gasped between sobs. 
“Forgive me, Vadriel, Please forgive me!” 

“Are you mad? Forgive you for loving me so? Now I'm starting to cry! Oh, god!” 

Mingling their tears, the two men kissed again and again fused in joy. 

ACSt, Bonnet du Gard, Florence Gage observed her son's torment with growing apprehension, His 
suffering appalled her, A doctor summoned by Gervaise had diagnosed pneumonia. Freddie was to be 
‘moved by ambulance to a local sanitarium in a few hours, as soon as a bed was available. Sitting in the 
studio at dawn, she watched the water in the pool mirror the brightening sky and she prayed. On her lap 


‘was the copy of Ibsen's plays Robert and Vadriel sent 1 Cs 


ine; the affectionate inscription recalling 


their visit stunned her. Evangeline’s fiancé was related by marriage tothe socially prominent and 
prodigiously wealthy Vails. Florence’s pride in the union was elevated by this enviable connection 
She finished reading Hedda Gabler before noticing the inscription. The book was lifted off the 
table because Florence had seen Nazimova inthe role and it was a transforming experience. The great 
actress brought memories of seeing the gifted Gatino and Bella Maria on stage in Rome. All were 
eradicated by thoughts on the last line of Ibsen's drama, “People don't do such things!” 
Tt.was the mantra defining the life of Florence Gage. Her own Boston family was a match 10 


Evangeline’s future 


Jaws. She understood why the girl was attracted tothe scion of the family. 
Florence lied when she spoke of love inspiring Evangeline marriage; it was more a desire for social 
power akin to her own when she married Alfred's father. In Florence's family, this was the modus 


‘operandi for centuries. Alfred Gage II may have been born into poverty in England, but by the time he 
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arived in Boston he was one of the richest men in America withthe finish necessary to scale certain 
high-ranking, merchant family tees. They, in tum, brought him through the portals of the socally- 
defined great who were more lexible i action than ia thought whenever large amounts of money Were 
ager to be transferred into dwindling bank accounts, 

They had a good marriage. Florence was happier than most women of her class. In her heart she 
thought of her husband as “Freddie's father,” and when he died she would not take to her bed with even 
«shadow ofthe grief her son was displaying for his lost lover. She had no idea a love of this magnitude 
sctually existed outside romantic novels, the theater in melodramas, or in mation pictures, Hedda’s 
‘martiage to Torvald was something she could understand and sympathize with though Hedda’s excess 
‘was abit much when push came to shove. Blowing her brains ou? Really! 

In New York, Florence had reckoned Freddie was behaving very lke the infantile Nora in A 
Doll's House. One could only imagine what became of her out in the cold world where women were $0 
‘vulnerable, Like Nora, Freddie wasn't prepared fora life on his own. Pethaps Florence was in part 
responsible for his childish behavior, but the slamming of doors leading to security on principle or 
riven by emotion (love) was stupid. For Florence, being stupid was an unforgivable sin 

Sin. Ital eae back to sin. The light was now dancing on te surface ofthe pool. The morning 
‘was clear and warm. Florence went outdoors to sit by the water. She took with her another book from 
the table, Leaves of Grass. Thinking about sin and morality recalled a sermon she had heard at Grace 
‘Church the Sunday before she sailed to rescue Freddie. It was given by an up-and-coming young priest, 
the protégé of Bishop Duncan, one Father Carey It was extraordinarily thought provoking and stayed 
with her as few sermons did these days. 

The priest took asthe basis for his homily the Second Epistle of Paul's to the Corinthians: 
“When Iwas a child, I spake asa child, understood as a child, I thought as a child; but when 


‘became a man, | put away childish things.” She assumed when he started to speak he meant Freddie 


CHILDREN OF PARADISE (207 
‘was overdue inthe putting away of childish things, such as playing “doctor” with other boys. As Father 
Carey continued, she assumed he meant Freddic (like all living people), was experiencing everything 
through a plas, darkly, everything tinted by his own ego, and only in death with Christ would he see 
Life, Truth, Duy face to face-the Truth being his rash behavior damned him to an eterna life of 
suffering, as well as a day-to-day life outside the pale of social respectability. 

So fur so good. Florence found herself deeply stired by how apt the homily was, And the 
revelation continued because it was true how Freddie could only understand things partly only in 
<death with Christ would he know himself fully as Christ already knew him and forgave him for his 
‘sins, Living without access to Christ through the Church, forbidding as it did on the front page of The 


[New York Times such homosexual sinning, was slamming the door on salvation! 


But then Father Carey took an unexpected tur. “And now abideth faith hope, charity, these 
three; but the greatest of these is charity.” Aftcr the famous words, he declared “charity” meant “love.” 
Forcefully, he insisted it be the desire of every Christan to ensure all people be treated with dignity 
‘and respect consistent with the teaching and the spirit of Jesus Crist! After a short pause he repeated, 
“All people! Not just the ones who live their lives as we think virtuous, but all people, even those who 
‘march ta different drummer. However diferent they are to us, their march when they love is in tune 
with the heartbeat of Jesus, And for those of us who still argue the teachings of the Bible are clear and 
"uncompromising, we are wrong if we interpret those teachings through a glass, darkly. That is, without 
charity. Without love. God is not reached through understanding. God is reached only through love.” 

Florence Gage was publicly honored for her charity work. She had never equated it with love. 
‘She recalled the youngster Richard Dugan; he entered her life through her charity work. When he 
kissed her spontancously in her Gramercy Park parlor, she was conscious it was gesture of gratitude 
freighted with love. And he had reminded her of Freddie! 


{In Father Carey's mind it was a sin to be uncharitable, to be unloving. For the first time in the 
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life of Florence Gage, there was confusion. Saint Paul also said, “The first man is ofthe earth earthy” 
‘The earth in the south of France was Paradise. The garden where she sat was an Eden. To be of the 
arth was bliss even if t had its painful complications, most of them of humanity's own devising 

‘She opened the green, lather-bound book of poems in her lap. There was another affectionate 
insription to Freddie fom Vadriel and Robert~"Forgive him his sn of back- peddling about the truth 
of Mis love for comrades! The real story is inthe poems as ours isin the strength of our loving,” 

“These three," she thought atthe samee moment she heard her son ery out in his sleep 
somewhere overhead. The undiluted distress i his voce recalled the heatsick bray ofthat beautiful 
«eature Batasaro, Florence Gage burst into tears. 
By the time Camillo and Baltsaro reached Marseilles, the young man had full beard, He booked 
them passage on a freighter to Palermo sailing the night of thei arrival soon after he made a decent 
profit selling the horse and wagon. “Every bit helps,” he joked with his companion hating the fat of 
boeing born poor. “We'd stil be in Paradise if were rich, you know? But maybe not. Alfred has his 


‘work to doin ‘Public Relations’ and I have my relations wi 


the public, 100.” He sighed. Baltasaro 


sighed even louder. Sobbing, he quoted from Dante's Paradiso: "Felice & quei che spelta il vinco del 


amor torreno."* From force of habit he repeated in English: "Happy is he who breaks the bonds of 
carthly love." Grunting, he mumbled: "Never was I happir then when bound by earthly love!" 
‘The passage was rough. "Robert would kvezch and kvetc.* he thought. 
‘They hit a storm before losing sight of land. To his surprise, he found himself seasick, 100 
seasick to eat, too seasick todo anything but stay in his bed in the tiny single room he booked for 


himseif. However, in the middle of the night, growing concemed for Baltasaro down inthe hold, he 


rolled out of bed, walked barefoot like the young sailors, and found his “sea legs” inthe long, dim 


corridor of the bouncing ship. He also found a pretty young French sailor (wet and smelling ofthe sea) 
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‘named Riff with bright blue Alfied-eyes and a deep basso voice and brown curly hair who happily 
‘guided him to where Baltasaro was safely stowed. The two young men laughed when they found the 
_mule snoring so loudly he could be heard over both the engines and the howling wind, 

Riffi asked Camillo why he looked so sad. Tuming away, Camillo began to weep. Nearly every 


time he thought of Alffed, he wept. It was as ifthe wound in his chest flared open and he bled tears for 


the was certain his heart had wept blood. “I've lost my love,” he managed to say. Riff nodded in 
‘empathy. Taking Camillo by the arm, he led him to a mound of sweet-smelling hay where they sat and 
he listened to a short version of fost Paradise until a more physical brand of comfort was shyly offered 
to Camillo. It was gratefully accepted. He needed desperatly to be held. 

‘The comfort was erude and quick. It did not ease the ache in his heart though the engrossing 
sensations distracted him from it. Rifi knew only this hasty form of release. He was completely 
satisfied, When Camillo began to make love to him, he was pushed away. Riff suid he didn't goin for 
“the heavy stuff” not even with women. He liked it fast and easy. Camillo laughed. He said the kid 


didn't know what he was missing. The sorrow came back with tremendous force. He stated to ery 


again. Offering more comfort, Riffi confessed he was willing to try some of the heavy stuff fit would 
‘make the handsome Camillo happy. 

Itdid make Camillo happy. Infact, it made them both happy. The storm having ceased when 
they entered the Tyrthenian Sea, the night passed happily. 

“God is good!” Camillo told Baltasaro as they walked down the gangplank in Palermo. He 
‘waved to Riffi who was on the dock unloading the ship in the midst of the rough older crew. “Poot 


Riff.” he thought, “I've complicated 


life. Fast and easy is quicker to find in| 


world than what 
I've discovered in Paradise. Will I ever find it again? At least I have memories..ricordazione..10 more 
English spoken in my dull head or my gored heart except for the Bard's blessed words... pant for 


life. Is this the promised end?.."Our present business is general woe.” 
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With the help ofthe devoted Gervaise, Florence Gage mancuvered her som to the sanatorium in 
Avignon. His belongings were packed, sent to her hotel in Pars, the first leg on the journey home. She 
tipped the good man extravagantly. She told him she was keeping the lease onthe splendid place 
indefinitely. Her friend Edith Wharton had moved to France; her open disgust for New York society 


broadcast in The House of Mirth was not something Florence condoned. She would not move to France. 


Je-away would make a nice break from the social giddiness of Newport and Southampton. 
She had met Armand de Guise in Newport where she knew he met Vadriel Vail, The latter's 
divorve caused major ripples. The extent of the colossal Vail fortune muted the scandal even though his 


wife was of Dutch stock in the highest level of New York Society. She was a campai 


suffrag 
‘an equal-rights nut; many people were glad to see her brought down a peg. Nobody talked of Armand’s 
co-habiting with Vadriel Vail: their sort of people did not do such things, such impossible things. 

After four weeks is 


the sanatorium, Freddie was onthe mend, though there were sil recurring 


bouts of debilitating, disorienting depression. He memorized Shakespeare's pertinent sonnets: 


“Past cure am I, now reason is past care, 

And frantic-mad with ever more unrest 

My thoughts and my discourse as madmen's are, 

At random from the truth vainly expressed: 

For I have sworn thee fair and thought thee bright, 

Who are as black as hell, as dark as night 

‘The Avignon Sunday supplement ran a story about Gatino's debut at the Comédie Francais in 

Phaedra with Thérése. Extensive conservation work was done on the carousel in the Bois de Boulogne 
fora projected motion picture starring the actor. Staring at a postcard of the carousel sent him asa get- 


well note from Naum Rozenberg, Carmine's betrayal of him became intolerable. His rage strangled 
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him, He had been a total fool. Back under the thumb of his mother, his humiliation was complete. The 

Sicilian peasant was nothing but priapic scum: a satyr. Surly that was the message of Armand’ gift? 
“I will have my revenge! “4h! Vendetta!” 

‘He would kill Carmine atthe opening night party in Naum’s house. Then, he would kill himself. 
tas the only solution to his misery. The firs thing he did when he arrived in Paris the day before the 
touted Phaedra opening was buy a gun in Les Halles with money he stole from his mother's purse. 
‘Armand de Guise was stupefied by the brief letter he received in New York from Gervaise and by its 
‘enclosure: “Mister Carmine has left Mister Alfred. He cannot be consoled. He is los, consumed by 
{grief His mother is here taking care of him. When he can travel she will take him to New York. On her 
‘frst visit to Mister Carmine alone, I learned she isa very formidable woman who will not be refused. 
Please take care of him for me. He will need your help.” Enclosed was the serawled note from 


Carmine, written is 


talian and signed with his stage name. 
Freddie explained why English was the language of Paradise. Everyone enjoyed teaching the 


Actor new phrases wth his sponge ofa memory while correcting his pronunciation and his gram. 
Recalling the depth ofthe love he witnessed, Armand sofly recited tne from one of his favorite 
poets, "For the intercourse of angels i light Where for its moment both seem lost, conse. 

Arman de Guise smell a rat. He knew the boy. As surely ashe knew himself he knew 
Carmine Salina He also knew intimately young me like him, albeit without the genius for mimesis. 
For years Armand was involved witha swesttempered Sicilian peasant boy working under the 
soubriqust of “Guido” in a classy Gotham bordello un by a wit What started as a business 
rangement had evolved into a personal relationship because Armand was kind and apprecatively 
snerous with him and because the boy was true at heart 


‘twas all in the eyes and in the deceptive impish grin. It was about complicity in life's mysteries 
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‘not about cunning. Like Carmine, Guido used his physical sumptuousness to make seduction an art but 
unlike Carmine, he made sex his profession and this pat limits on his affections, limits Carmine did not 
have. Fr all the talk of “ice spivts” ia romantic literature, they were rare as Cellini satyrs. Yet 
Freddie managed to find one and managed to bring him to roost in the comfort and sincerity of his love 
‘Most damnably bizare he managed t lose him in the blinding brightness of their loving, 

Armand warmly recalled Carmine's confusion and embarrassment in their undeniably mutual 
animal attraction. Quickly, it bosame disciplined heart and mind over self-indulgent matter for them 
both--"All was not vanity in our ménage de gargon.” Connfortable clothed and unclothed, Carmine 
revealed himself modestly, never exposed himself flagrantly. Armand compared him to the guilt-free 
‘Adam in his Paradise before the Fall? "Isnt that why Masaccio's equally-shapely Adam in the 
Florentine fresco covers his face for shame and not his equally-prominent genitals? They were not the 
original cause of his troubles. Luigi Pali was onthe mark when he wrote: Yn principio era bua, ebuio 
‘fia.n the beginning was the dark and the dark wil always be." 

In the beginning Carmine blushingly withdraw into himself until Armand’ lupine gaze was 


tempered by reason. The younger man never luxuriated in those lingering glances however exci 


whe 
‘may have found them. He rejected them as inappropriate not rejecting Armand. Enchanted by the 
transparency of Carmine's sense of morality, Armand studiously observed the different way he behaved 
toward Donough from the moment they met. He was touched by the vulnerability evident in the silver 
‘gray eyes of such a hugely beautiful, broad, and virile man. The delicacy and openness of the complex 
‘emotions Donough stirred in the boy confirmed for Armand a fine nature informed by an artist's soul 
and he grew to love him unconditionally-a state of grace conferred upon himself by Vadriel Vail 
Donough Gaylord’s youthful sufferings branded him with a particular sorrow. (He called it 
“soul murder” and had freed himself from its paralyzing restraints though, as Doctor Freud warned 


him: he would never be “cured.” Melancholy shadowed him.) Outside the sacred precinets of 
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Gaywyek, undressing in public was a manifold act of trust for him. Of all the men Armand knew, 
Donough should have been the most electrifying in the raw. Every inch of him could induce envy in the 
less fortunate. However, af the Club when the last shielding garment was shed, he projected such a 
dofenseless self that lustrous flesh became lustra, ethereal, dreamlike. 

‘When Carmine first saw him tentatively drop his robe at the side ofthe pool, he had whistled a 


sreeting in respectful appreciation ofthe reality; the others (led by Rober) followed his lead. Fustered 


yet amused by the nizing approval-something no one but Robert had ever dared-Donough quickly 
‘maneuvered himself upto his waist in the water more desirous of cover than of the warm wet, Carmine 
splashed him and loudly announced ihe, Carmine, were cast as Paris inthe planned reading of The 
‘Odyssey, he would change the script and give the golden apple to Donough! 

‘With filial delight he then tossed a yellow ball atthe winner who, laughing, relaxed, caught it, 
tossed it back with a paternal gentleness, starting a game they played every time Donough was inthe 
‘mood, «happening more and more frequent. Soon Donough was lounging with them uncovered and 
participating in ther "Greek" gymnasium sessions led bythe tyrannical Carmine unabashedly poking 
and pring and pressing and squeezing their naked flesh with Yakov's cold objectivity. 

Robert knew from hands-on experience how once Donough overcame a self-protective 
‘modesty-"Protecting me from myslf!"he was pasionate and open as none could imagine. He slowly 
built up the courage aided by focused erotic energy. to leap over some inner hurdle~—"The past grips 
with such force it fees like an act of violence!"~and then was ready and eager for anything, eager and 
ready tobe beguiled by physical pleasure intensely absorbing to him as musi. His mulled sounds 
‘when engaged in lovemaking weat on and on and on as if he were deliriously humming. 

Slowly the mutually protective relationship initiated by Carmine helped ease Donough’s latest 
sorrows: the death of his fiend, the rhapsodist” Gustav Mabler-"An engine of hope in the world!" 


and his coruscating grief over losing Goodbody and Mortimer. (He told a very funny story about a 
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ccockatiel Christmas present and Robbie started to cry.) Feeling secure and safe in his welcoming 


smiles, Carmine sought him out for advice in matters of the heart. The depth of his love for Alfred di 


‘not douse his attractions for others," and he confided his confusions" have unclayp'd/ To the the 
‘hook even of my secret sou.” he joked in all seriousness. Donough’s comforting patience and shared 
‘wisdom about how staying in love with someone required conscious decisions, made over and over 
again, rekindled memories of Carmine's father’s tenemess and helped him forgive the disciplinary 
violence. Carmine became childlike with him, affectionate and playful as a puppy. 
Robert taught him a current popular song. They sang it in harmony to Donough: 
“Come 10 me, my melancholy baby 
(Cuddle up and don't fee! Blu. 
All your fears are foolish fancies, maybe, 
You know, dear, that Im in love with you. 
Every loud must have a silver lining: 
Wit until he sunshines trough. 
Smile, my honey dear, while kiss away each tear, 
(Or ese I shall be melancholy, too 
In the long summer evenings oftheir twicextended visit if he saw Robert and Donough inthe 
studio arms entwined chatting on the couch o intensely listening tothe myriad songbirds, he would 
shyly gain thir attention and plop himself down beside them only ifinvited...Each time, with delighted 
laughter, Donough would put his arm around him, pull him close and adjust his strong body for 


Carmine to cuddle comfortably against hi 


istening avidly to their conversation or, most usefully, 
identifying the oscines and sharing his deep knowledge acquired birdwatching withthe Prince of 
‘Resuttano during the Sicilian stopovers of uncountable migrating birds. 


(One afternoon when they were lunching on the second tier, a small, pale-brown and white bird 
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‘appeared on a slender birch branch directly above their heads and began to sing. Everyone froze in 
petrified attention as the depth and resonance of its virtuoso performance, its variety and rapidity of 
‘notes~some harsh, some liquid--and the vigor with which it was being poured out filled the entire 
‘garden with its delirious sonorous magic. 


“It is a nightingale!” Carmine whispered excitedly. "The boys sing always invisible inside 


‘bushes and small trees. I believe he is come to honor our love. Listen! Oh, could ya just di 

Donough reached across the table and squeezed Carmine's flutering fingers; Freddie held fast 
to his arm, The lengthy song was intoxicating. Carmine rose with the bird's flight mimicking the rapid 
succession of repeated notes, the very loud *chooe-chooe-chooe,” the luting, pleading “pioo” building 
Lup slowly into its crescendo, The virtuoso performance was a knockout! Donough carried him around 
the table lifting him to swing from the recently abandoned branch, anointing him Shakespeare's 
Philomel groeting their loves with sonnets in song in Summer's front, 

Robert had never seen Donough so playfully tactile with anyone but himself and Brian's 
children at Gaywyck. Infact, the hoisting of Carmine into the tree was the kind of thing he would have 
done with Timothy, Brian's oldest boy. A goodly portion ofthe Gaylord Foundation's work was 
devoted to the care and protection of children, building playgrounds and schools, giving financial 
assistance for medical needs, school tuition and uniforms, books, tutoring, summer camps. 

(On their first evening in Paradise, he had commented on how *young" Carmine was in so many 
‘ways: none of the poise and sophistication attached to Gatino's public persona could disguise enfant 
sauvage aglow in Carmine's eyes, in his boundless enthusiasm for friendship. "The combination must 


bbe dynamite on stage! And he's so wonderfully direct. If he didn't have someone in whom he could 


‘confide, he would "unpack [his] heart with words’ as Hamlet does in soliloquy! 
Yes, Robert dd think the same thoughts about Carmine. So did Vadriel, whose links with a 


“guarded heart” made him a focus of Carmine's avid collegiality. “Similar species congregate,” Robert 
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joked looking at them through his camera's viewfinder. Deep in conversation, they had parked their 
bbeauteous selves on the far end of the pool where thistles and tall weeds were planted to attract charms 
of goldfinches. The equally exceptional birds were fluttering behind the two turning the seene into a 
delectable spectacle for Robert to photograph both mid-shot (discretely) and long-shot (in al its glory). 
[Notall of his many photographs were framed for the censorious Stieglitz crowd, He made 
portraits ofthe Children of Paradise, as he called his gang, solo portraits, portraits of the couples, group 
portraits, and body studies, christened “groppi” or knot pattems by Carmine: imerlacing of complex, 
‘beautiful forms. He was inspired by the reflected patterns on the pool's surface, by toned male bodies 
clothed and unclothed exposed to the dense light ofthe region, so different from the moist light at 
Gaywyck. With his disciplined eye, he preserved many moments of great happiness for them all, 


“You know, Armand,” Freddie confided one aftemoon near the end of the visit, 


"Lam really 
happy our two ‘comrades’ have become such good friends. [ told Carmine about your pursuit of | 
‘Vaalriel, and about how alike they were in so many ways, and about how alike we are. Now he tells me 


they sing like birds in a cage and laugh at gilded butterflies and take upon themselves the mystery of 


things as if they are God!’ spies. In shor, they dish us from moming to night!” 
Both men laughed and agreed they defintely did not want transcripts of those confabs. 
"And do you believe how he and Donough have hit it off, Army? Sometimes when | watch 


them together f 


‘my father tremendously. When I was young, he was always expressing his love 
for me. He was always tugging me into his arms and putting his arm around me like Donnie with 
‘Carmine. It was done in a teasing and joking way. I would surrender to his care with a contentment 
exactly the way Carmine folds himself into Donnie. I've asked Robbie to take some candid pictures of 
Donnie and Carmine, pictures when they don't know he's around so I can have reminders of how much 


Hove and! 


‘my dad. We haven't been too close lately. | must do something about it. I's another gift 


Carmine has given me, Armand. Carmine, mio tesoro.” 
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“If you ever doubt his true heart, Freddie, remember him and Donough. Tuo tesoro is without 
antfice or guile. Please don't think ‘lam a very foolish fond old man.” Again they both laughed 
affectionately. "Carmine hasn't a malicious bone in his perfect body. Speaking of bodies, if ever meet 
‘Yakov I will kill him, He's added another hour to my workout if | don't want to lose this new lightness 


of! 


ing he's given me through our Gatinosky whose secret, Vadriel says is a dcep spiritual empathy.” 

“1 guess thas what makes him such a great actor, Army.” 

Looking atthe letter from Gervaise again, Armand knew Freddie was casting cold eye on love 
convinced Carmine had never meant a word he said about loving him. It had all boon a performance 
given by a superb actor. “I'l bet you've forgotten the purity of so fesaro's sul...” 

‘Then he reread Gervaise's letter for a third time. “Oh!” he exclaimed aloud. Decoding the 
‘message, he reached for the phone. He would call Donough Gaylord for advice understanding now why 
Carmine had exited Paradise chased by a bear 
‘The Prince of Resutano welcomed Camillo and Baltasaro with great affection. He showed the actor the 
bulging scrapbook his son created. Both wanted to know when he would start working in the pictures 
He was struck by the change inthe now-famous young man, There was a gravitas inthe way he held 
hhimseif, in the way he spoke, and in the way he made love. (Both knew it would never happen agai.) 
“What's troubling you, mio tesoro?™ 
“1'm sick at heart, Don Pietro. I don't now what todo with myself” 


“Is acting not your calling afterall? The Maestro would not agree.” 


“No, no! L wish it were that simple.” 
“Tell me, Camillo. Is there anything I can do?” 


“I noed distract 


Knowing it was not of the kind they had just experienced, the Prince had an idea. “Will you do 
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‘me a favor, Camillo, mio tesoro” Before waiting forthe obvious reply, the Prince revealed the French 
ambassador was coming on business with the King. They were meeting sccretly to discuss agitations 
arising from Germany’s envy of England’s colonial empire. He needed an entertainment, Maestro 
Gruppo was devising an evening. It would be a coup if the recent Parisian sensation took a role in it 

‘Working with the Maestro was the tonie Camillo needed. Unlike withthe Prince, Camillo told 
his old teacher everything on his heart. Papa Gruppo listened and nodded. “When Bella Maria wrote 
‘me with Naum’s news of your Ieaving Alfredo, | Anew actions needed motivation. The climax of Act 
‘Two was missing. A lover's spat would never have seat you fleeing off stage $0 early when you love 
hhim so deeply. One does not need a Tantric astrologer to know there are more act inthis drama.” 

“What should I do?” 

“Are you not surprised he did not come after you, Camillo? Beseeching or with a knife?” 

He laughed. “He's a rich, buttoned-down, American Protestant! Breeding tells, Maestro! 

“Not a knife, Americans are fond of guns, like our Mafia! According to our Bella Maria, he has 
been very ill Your leaving has caused him to be very ill, Camillo. He cannot come after you.” 

“ont” 


‘amillo Rushed. Suddenly having decided what he needed to do, he asked, “How shall 
we amuse the French ambassador and the King, Maestro?” 

“You mean before your return to Paris in two wocks with the ambassador, Camillo?" 

“Exactly! he exclaimed. “How can he come bak 1 me ihe doesnt ow where fam?” 
Gatino's debut with the Comedie Francais was scheduled immediately pon his tum to Pars, The 
ambassador made the nocessary calls tothe Director General Piquot whose enthusiasm moved the 
brurcaucratic mountains necessary to open a dressing room toa Guest Arts. Piguot imagined a new 
fara 


Gatino be announced in the press and on placards all over Paris as making his debut with her in 


‘of Don Juan 


il the great and magisterial Thérése, bored with her Hyppolitus, demanded 
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Phaedra in six weeks. The performances sold out in two hours. 
Proust declared the excitement in his circle as intense asthe Dreyfus Affair combined with the 
sinking of the Titanic! He hoped "the American Alfred, our mignon Freddie’ will reappear in Paris 
strengthened by betrayal and abandonment and in pursuit of a new love as one must be, certainment." 


‘The extraordinarily perceptive Thérése was a generous artist, «temperamental perfectionist, and 


Jolie laide-big boned, wide hipped, with every featur in violation of every classical ideal~in short, 
‘magnificent! A great arts, she revived the flame of classical tragedy in an age when Romantic cultures 
opened other perspectives. Being adept at espousing ideas, she feely modulated, withthe grace of @ 
Schubert Impromptu, the Modernist agenda inherent in the cold reason ofthe old units 


At their first meet 


after the contract was signed, she was struck by the change in Gatino: “He 
is handsomer in sorrow than in happiness!" She asked forthe low-down, He gave the essentials, At 
their first rehearsal, she was most gentle with him: “You simply stand where I place you, Gatino. Your 
‘beauty and I will do the res” Looking into her immense, glittering, dark-brown eyes, he smiled his 
now-adored sly grin knowing his talent was a given or he would not be standing beside her inthe main 
rehearsal hall in the Théatre Francais, home of the Comedie Francais in the Palais-Royale. Poit! 

“I don’t know how Iam going to keep my mind on this poor bitch with you grinning at me like 
that, Gatino..hough it does help me “find my character,” as your Meyerhold would say.” 

"More tothe point, maestr,” interrupted the diminutive titular director Monsieur Toup, “how 
are you going to keep the audience’s mind on the poor bitch with him grinning at you like that while 
‘wearing a very short tunie? I think along cape is called fr, no™ 

‘Thérdse erupted with laughter. “Fortunately, he opens the play! The audience will have 
regained its wits by the time I enter in Act One, scene three, no? Fora change, he is certainly worthy of 
‘my criminal passion for him. 1am a good woman yearning for innocence afflicted by Venus with 


burning lust for him, Who wouldn’t be? I believe I am up tothe challenge of being the granddaughter 
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of the sun! { will surprise you, Monsieur Toup! I know I will not surprise our lovely Gatino.” 

“OF that Ihave no doubt. Let us begin, pease, with Act Two, scene five, your frst scene 
together. I will ead Phaedra’s nurse and confidante Ocnone’s two lines.” 

Contrary to Naum Rozenbere’s prediction, the Théatre Francais was nearly dust free. (The 
amount of daily physical work prevented dust from settling.) The time-worn mellowness ofthe stage 
boards, of the vaulting conveyed the news immediately to the young actorthis was a place where 
serious work was done, had been done uninterupted since 1680, since the days of Louis XIV. If this 
‘were not enough to convince him ofthe importance of the dramatic ats to the French nation, his large, 
Guest Artist dressing room was decorated with French antique furniture and he was encouraged to visit 


the Louvre's warehouse to add or subtract whatever he wished to make it more comfortable as a home 


way from home: "Do what you will Gatino! This place belongs to you now." 

‘The warm greeting he received from the company gathered to mest him in the Green Room 
brought everything down to a more familia, theatrical scale. His recent suffering matured his good 
looks; they produced a strong shudder of delight among his new colleagues, many of whom were 
remarkably handsome, Yet beside him, they were like nondescript shrubs beside a flowering cherry 
tree. Envy and jealousy were subsumed into ambition. Most ofthe players hoped his broadening the 
{heaters public base and popular-press coverage would naturally broaden thers 

"The place is to0 calm, to supernatural-too complet,” Carmine confided to Bella Mari. “T 
don't deserve it. At least not yet.” 

"You and Saint Augustine! Men!™ 

‘The Comedie Francais was the very sprit of the theatrical profession, Ifthe Past saddened 
Carmine and the Future without Alfred filled him with fear only the knowledge of his belonging to a 
profession inthe Present, of his being abe, indeed compelled to contribute his share to it—only that 


reality procured him a holy joy. It quickly brought the comfort of his childhood religion; for as Alfred 
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had told him, “Inthe modem era one ofthe most active metaphors for the spiritual projects art" On 
the tour of the theater with Director Piquot, Gatno was conscious of how the Past, Present, and Future 
formed a continuity, like chain unwinding itself in time's relentless melt, He was a singe link, a mere 
link. The perennialness of his profession softened his personal anguish. He was struck by awe at his 
surroundings. A flood of love overtook him, restoring his sense of balance inthe world. 

‘The production of Phaedra was a traditional one in the classical mode. During the frst 
rehearsal, Gatino made his entrance on cue and stood where Therese and Monsieur Toup agrocd to 
place him in order to form the appropriate stage picture. Then she opened her mouth becoming an 
inflamed soul, an affective-athlete by continually shifting her voice in the manner of an opera singer 
creating the colors and nuances ofa full orchestra. She sang her lines laden with feeling as if following 
«musical score. Every gesticulation was chosen, calculated, rhythmic, sifted, and purified. The action 
of Phacda’s tragedy became a pure geometrical figure. She was the embodiment of Racine’s 
instruction: “We cannot be too careful not to put anything on the stage but what is very accessary.” 

Inher alarmingly huge presence, Gatino became paralyzed. He could not remember his first 
line, During his second siv-line speech, his voice was pitched too forward and was falsified while his 
French became guttural and unclear. Herein the palace ofthe great craft he could not embrace the 
situation he was supposed to be playing. The great alexandrines were nowhere in his range, Racine’s 
poetic word ofthe waking-dream became a nightmare! He began to sweat. At the end of her, “Yes, 
Prince, I burn for him with starved desire,” ria, she excused herself mid-scene to go the toilet. 

‘The moment she let the room, Monsieur Toup rushed to Gatino and took his cold damp head in 
his warm hands. “Listen to me, Gatino! I know this is supposed to bea simple blocking Sesion. Bur 
“Maulame Thérése is performing fall throttle. She wants you to achieve equal scale. Phacdra’s exaltation 
{sso tense and so extreme it must expres itself in song. You, too, must reach the Itical state for your 


recitative, However, not today, bambino caro! You must not try to reach it today. Ifshe did not trust. 
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‘you, Gatino, she would have played sotzo voce. On opening night, she would have obliterated you. 
‘Surprise isthe oldest trick in the book with threatening newcomers in this haunted place. Take a deep 
breath, Another. Another. Another. Squeeze your lemon. Tight. Tighter. Good.” 

‘The acting exercise imagining a lemon being squeezed between the buttocks helped relieve 
tension in the diaphragm. The door flew open. The mighty Thérése re-entered. She had taken time to 
‘comb her hair and freshen her face. As she passed Gatino, she paused to kiss him on his both cheeks 
saying, “You will be wonderful, Gatino. And I know L will not disappoint you, We must have dinner 
tonight. I want the pleasure of listening to your lovely French.” 

Listening to his French was not a euphemism. She took him through the text syllable by syllable 


‘adjusting his pronunciation and seanning each line wi ‘She complemented him on his ear making. 


itclear he had a great deal of work to do if he wanted to perform in front ofthe “barbaric” audiences of 


the Comédie Francais and get off the stage with his head intact. “They will boo you and throw things if 
‘you breathe in the wrong place, Gatino. Tomorrow you and I will make appointments with Annette, our 
‘accent and vocal coach. Some alexandrines in themselves constitute true and perfect chords, you know, 
‘my dear. They will oon inhabit your pitch-perfect ea.” 

“You and I with Annette? Your French is-* 

“Yes, know, my darling. But my ass ison the line with you, please remember. I am the reason 
{you are not debuting in something less stressful forthe mind and soul. Racine is God, you know. There 
‘are no compromises with God! 

Gatino nodded feeling cold spread over his body. “Are you sure?" 


“Positive, my darting. You see, I know what I do, We will make history together. I've already 


‘made history on my own, so we are half-way there! 
After six weeks of sixteen-hour days, he knew what he did and they did make history together. 


‘She literally crowned him with laurels. Naum Rozenberg paid a tout to fling the wreath. She caught it 
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‘mid-ight and placed it on his sopping-wet head. Her loud laughter was in celebration of both his 


triumph and her own. The carping crities who wrote she was getting stale could now go to hel 


ddeus-ex-machina chariot. 

‘The party was at Naum Rozenberg’s house where Gattino was again in residence, Both 
reception rooms were full. The buffet tonight was classic French cuisine. The traditional, staid elegance 
‘of  Comédie event was not much in evidence. The crowd was boisterous with excitement. A slightly 
tipsy Director Piquot was overheard telling the glowing members of the theater's Board that “the 
‘expansion of Gatino’s soul into the lyrical state caused my whole Being to become Rhythm.” On 


Gatino’s entrance with Thérése there was a deafening round of applause, whistles, and cheers by the 


crowd, a repetition of wha had happened inthe usualy contained Comédle audience when 
the curtain rose to revel him aloe center stage for his slo curtain call. 

[tthe chimes of midnight, a very drunk, disheveled Alffed Gage crashed the party looking the 
worst he would eve lookin his is, lla Maria saw i 


center. She went to intercept his lange toward 
Gatino standing between Ambassador Hikeguro and the great diva, Before she reached him, Freddie 
pulled a wad of money from his vest pocket and threw it in Carmine's face, shouting, “I have paid you 


all | owe! You fucking whore! Now I kill 


!" He pulled a gun from his coat pocket. Hikeguro stepped 
in front of Carmine. Thrown off balance by the heroic action, Freddie fired a deafening shot atthe top 
of Carmine's head shattering a gilded picture frame behind him. 

‘Screams ricocheted around the room. Several people fainted. Two men grabbed the deranged 
Freddie. They forcibly pointed the gun atthe ceiling where he fired and fired again and again and again 
‘until the gun was emptied of its bullets. 


Carmine stood frozen with shame and teror. “Maestro was right,” he thought non-sensibly, 


‘our Mafia, Ameticans prefer guns.” 


‘Suddenly Freddie started to laugh. The sound bore no resemblance to his usual clear, free, 
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entirely joyous laugh, It sounded more like the screams of someone in physical agony. 

When Carmine attempted to move around Hikeguro to reach Freddie, Naum Rozenberg, 
‘grabbed his arm. “Go to your room, Gatino, He won’t calm down until you are out of his sight. 
Madame Thérése, please" 

“OF course, Monsieur Rozenberg. Excuse me, Mister Ambassador, your love for our Gatino is 
inspiring. Now, come, my darting. Unlike in Racine, both you and your friend will live to see another 
day, No one knows how to clean up a mess like Racine anymore.” 

‘Two days afler Naum Rozenberg refused to press charges, and a goodly amount of Gage money 


changed hands in Parsi 


‘municipal offices, a heavily sedated Alfred Gage III sailed to New York on 
the S.S. Jefferson with his mother and a nurse. Florence never gave him the fetter she found stashed 
under his pillows in Paradise by Gervaise from Armand de Guise telling him of her perfidy, Neither did 
she hand over the notes from Carmine delivered by hand to the Paris hotel desk begging for a meeting 
at their carousel in the Bois de Boulogne. She was taking her son to Long Island. She thought he could 
be safely isolated there during his recovery until she figured out her next move. There, Freddie's 
fiends, though bewildered by his silence, had very different plans for him. 


END OF BOOK ONE 
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BOOK TWO 
CHAPTER SEVEN 
“No, she says, no visits!” Robert Whyte Gaylord informed his fiends, glancing up from alter while 
holding a groen leather book aloft. “She returns this s well saying Fredy has no more ned of i.” 
“Everyone needs Whitman, for God's sake! She most of al” exclaimed Vadriel Vi 
‘The wo men were siting inthe sun-soaked, second-floor rear parlor of Gaywyek, the Gaylord 
residence on Long Island andthe Atlantic Oscan. With them were Donough Gaylord, Armand de Guise 


and Dicky Dugan, 


igned to take notes under Raphael’s grinning Madonna holding a naked, smiling 


Christ child, Outside the double-glazed, lange windows, autumn leaves were fa 


ing from the 


‘multitudinous deciduous tress, The expanse of blue-gray sea resembled a sheet of vibrating glass 
responding to the playful Maurice and Alec frolicking nude in its warm, gentle surf, 

‘The wording of the first letter from Gervaise spilled the beans. Writng, “On her first visit to 
Carmine alone,"she had somehow convinced the actor to leave Freddie. In response to a reply from 
‘Armand, Gervaise confessed he was sworn to secrecy. Not being well educated, he did not know how 
tobe clever; hence he had lt the eat out ofthe bag. He hoped they were not angry with him. They 
‘could all see him smiling as he wrote his apology. What they could not see was why Carmine did not 
responded to their informative letters sent to Paris c/o Naum Rozenberg. 

(On the coffee table in the room was the day's New York Times. It was open to the wedding 
announcements: Evangaline Gage of Manhattan, Newport, and Southampton was engaged to matry 
Oliver Wendell Osborne of Boston and Newport. "It is too, too shaming for me to admit 'm related to 
them heinous Osbornes,” Vadriel muttered. "To get Freddie home, | wager Florence played the 


Traviata card. She probably stole the idea from Verdi when they last met atthe Met.” 


feel as driven as Leonora!” 


‘Vadriel agreed with Robert. “Let us pray we will be more successful than she!.” 
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“Oh, quel tsimmis” Robert sighed. “There is too much melodrama around being gay these days 
for ito ever be the bass ofa classical tragedy no matter how large our spirits. Too many high- 
‘maintenance ypes like me.” Everyone laughed. No one contradicted him, He was shocked again as he 
hha been the previous night. Cleary, he needed to have a heart-to-heart with himself 

-Atinner the previous night, the rough and direct Scudder asked if there was shooting at 
Gaywyck. When told guns were banned, he laughed his pleasant blared laugh and with his bright 
brown eyes sparkling joked how he understood why he felt so secure now. He told a story of Maurice 
going to:an American hypnotist in London to be cured of his wanting to “share” with men and the 
bloke told the patent to “sto around with a gun.” 


Delighted by how relaxed Scudder was si 


ata candle-lt dining table pitring with china 
and sitver and erystal, Maurice laughed the loudest certain the presence ofthe unprepossessing Dicky 
Dugan made things easier for his “nature boy.” (Sewdder had also bonded instantly with Bran, the 
caretaker and Margaret, the housekeeper, with whom he went with Dicky and Robert to buy foo in 
town.) Like Scudder, Robert grew up a country lad. Robert's “edges” were somewhat smoothed by 
‘maturing in a realm where e dusted Raphael Madonna and swam with Gustav Mable. 

Maurice was at home in large country houses filed with great art where traditions and local 
customs were honored, much more so than in over-decorated ones used only for escapes from cities 
where city pleasures were replicated and the tenants were treated as cate. At Gaywyek, the tenant 
farmers saw ther potato crops sold around the nation with subsidies from the Gaylord railroads while 
the fishing Mets in Sterting Harbor had their own spur line to transport the daily catch into the markets 
in New York. (Vadriel arrangod forthe boats tobe repaired at cost) On ther frst walk with Donough 
and Robert, both Maurice and Scudder realized they had been dreaming all their lives of just such a 
place, such a moming, such a chance. Asa coda to Scudder’s story, Maurice explained how the phrase 


“high maintenance” originally was applied to him by his platonic lover Clive Durham when Maurice 
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tied to kiss him on the lips. 

“If you think you're high maintenance, Mister Hall,” Dicky had exclaimed in a tone that caused 
‘Scudder to laugh, “just wait until you get to know Robert Whyte Gaylond!™ 

‘Now sitting in the sunlit parlor discussing the distressing conditions of Freddie Gage, Dicky 
pulled his atentions from the two naked men splashing in the surf--one tall, slender, the other shorter, 


stockier- knowing they would soon be heading into the dunes to frolic some more, His heart ached 


‘with longing for someone to frolic with and hug and kiss with his whole being. "So how do we tell 


Freddie his mother screwed him?” he demanded in a voice rougher than he intended. 


“Right! Well, we can’t telephone or write him because she asks us not to contact him directly,” 


Robert considered. He, too, was distracted by the activity inthe surf. He was grateful Brian had moved 
his wifle Margaret and their children and Nanny Welles tothe enlarged gate house for its proximity to 
the road and to the school bus to Sterling Harbor. For the first time in his life, he was grateful his. 
‘mother moved upstate New York to be with his aunt in the convent after Donough's mother died. All 
the women on the staff were gone with Margaret at noon. In the morning, nude bathing and frolicking 
‘was restricted 10 the area sereened by the large black boulder. 


“Not only that, my pouting, high-maintenance love,” Donough said rai 


ig a chuckle from 


‘everyone but Robert who laughed outright. “This news of Florence is not the kind of thing we can send. 


by carrer pigeon. It 


going to cause pandemonium in his heart and mind. We cannot leave him to 
digest it alone, you know. She says he’s not yet strong enough to venture from the house.” 

“Right, Donnie! I believe her. Why else has he not visited us here? Any suggestions?” 

“Armand used to be a first-rate house breaker,” Vadriel teased, Armand blushed, something of a 
rate occurrence. Flustered, Vadriel crossed from his chair to sit by his beloved on the leather couch. 
“Have | embarrassed you, my darling? But if you hadn't, would we ever have?” He kissed Armand’ 


cheek. “Silly question! Knowing you~ 
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"What is allthis about?” Dicky asked impatiently. Maurice and Scudder were cuddling and 
kissing and looking quite flagrant on their way to the dunes. He had had quite enough of life and love. 
“Family romance, hon. Where were we?” 
“We need to find someone who can visit Freddie at The Elms. Someone who will be able to 
deliver the news gently about Mama's orchestrated break-up, and then counsel him, comfort him-" 
Dicky sharply interrupted Donough Gaylord, another rare occurrence. “Father Carey!” 
“Who?” Armand wanted to know, aching over Carmine's loss. 
“Father Carey! You don't mean that shy naif who came to Tea with the Bishop?” 
“Dicky, begone!” 


“Not I'm serious!” 


fe glanced around the room at those he referenced to Iggy as The Gramerey 
Park Four. "I think he is our man. And I know he can help Freddie the way he’s helped me.” 

“Pardon me, Dicky, but I think I've los the plot thread here. Fill in the narrative, please.” 

“Yes, Mister Vail. You see, when you were in Europe he came to apologize to you and found 
‘me in a heap on the floor in one of the last of my swoons.” 

“You told me when we got back that you were all better, Dicky. No more fainting.” 

“Yes! I mean no, No more fainting. Thanks to Father Tom!™ 

“He's been counseling you?” Robert's face showed sudden interest, ineredulity, welcome, 

“Yes! He scooped me off the floor, sat me ina chair, and then put me on my feet.” 

“What did he say?” 

“Robbie! Mind your manners!” Donough scolded gently 

“Haven't you leamed I havent any when push comes to shove, hon?” 

“No, sr, it’s okay. When I told him I was afraid to be who I am he told me to take you four as a 
‘model since you weren’t afraid to be who you are. We agreed it's all about love.” 


It grew so silent in the room Cael woke from his nap on Roberts ap. Stretching and yawning, 
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hhe de-lapped to go sit on the windowsill and watch the falling leaves. 

“I'm sure the Bishop can send him to preach at St, Andrews,” Vadrie! mused. “But how do we 
‘get him into the house? And then how do we get him to Freddie in the Tower?” 

‘The deep silence was broken by Dicky. “I'll cll Father Tom. He'll think of something. Ifhe 
‘can’t think oft right away, he'll pray on it and something will happen.” 

“Excuse me! Dicky, do your sisters still recognize you?” 

“Oh, sure! Father Tom gives Blossom all his funerals.” 

“We should go to Europe more often!” Robert concluded and Vadriel emirely agreed. 
‘As well as being at the top of his games in Paris, Naum Rozenberg was at yet another crossroads in his 
life. Distributing motion pictures, supplying French raw film stock to American companies outside 
Edison's Trust formed to limit the number of movie companies by controlling the patented camera, as 
‘well as producing stage plays and runsing a photo agency were deliriously profitable. Krllov had 
freed-up his cash, scads of it; the jewels sitting in a safe deposit box were appraised at several million 
American dollars. Things were "peachy keen.” 

‘Then his silent business partner in New York rang. D. W. Griffith and his genius camera man 
Billy Bitzer were making noises about leaving Biograph to make longer "movies" without the 
constraints imposed by their penny-pinching bosses. Griffith would manage the amalgamated Reliance 
Majestic Companies for the Mutual Film Corporation owned by the Aitken brothers and compete with 
the hit two-hour Italian epies against the wishes ofthe Trust with their one-reeler obsession. The days 


of the Trust were li 


ted. Every day companies were bom, died, and merged into combines inthe 
ongoing strugale to finance "product." Very few movie men were businessmen. 
People were movie mad all over the world. Biograph was by far Rozenberg’s most lucrative 


distribution contract. He could not keep up with the demand. The twelve-minute one-reeler "vaudeville 
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program fillers," of which Griffith had made hundreds, were the most exciting ofthe lot. According to 
"Naum’s partner, they cost $65 to produce and brought in over 1700% in profit. The thousands of 
nickelodeons rented only one-reelers and the Trust was married to them. When Griffith joined 
Biograph in 1908 the company printed a few dozen copies of each one-reeler; now they were minting 
hhundreds along with his two-reelers. The nickelodeons showed these in wo parts, one a week, while 
the proliferating movie theaters and the vaudeville houses showed them as one feature for a quarter. 
“One reclers, known as ‘chasers, were originally the last act on the vaudeville bill here and were 
‘used to chase out the laggards until 1900," his New York partner explained, "When the vaudeville 
players went on strike, movies became the only bill. To meet the demands for product, the camera 
‘manufacturers went into overdrive. Once the strike was settled, they were forced to sell their overstock 
cheap, Suddenly mom-and-pop stores could afford movie equipment and nickelodeons sprang up 
‘everywhere, along with movie distributors, such as the Aiken brothers. We've missed the first big 


killing, Rozenberg. Lets grab the remaining gold rings! The movi 


are the new telephone!" 


Rozenberys New York partner originally focused onthe exhibition end. He owned national 
film distribution network and a vaudeville circuit with its Nag-ship house on 14th Street across from 
Union Square. It was being converted into a movie palace because, like baseball franchises, movies 
‘were the future. The Italians effortlessly expanded their traditional operatic and theatrical spectacles 
Jno the new medium; Quo Vadis (curently in production) was already booked into the Union Square 
hhouse for $3500 a week and 25% of the box office gross at $1.00 admission foreach ofthe two-hour, 
four screenings day. The nickelodeon theaters were still charging a nickel forthe whole day of half 
hour programs they changed every third day. 

‘Twenty-five million working-class Americans went tothe nickelodeons every weck to escape 
the stress and routine of moder fe. This was why Naum partner and A.H Giannini were financing 


‘independent filmmakers. Both men owned banks for immigrants where no deposit was too small. The 
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‘movie nickels added up faster than anyone could count. One movie financed the nex; if the company 
failed, the negatives and equipment went to the financier. Naum's partner was now considering entering 
the produetion end to se his equipment and he needed someone to overse the making ofthe product, 

However, the business was changing rapidly. In spite of th its orginal notions of anonymous, 
low-paid players, some studios wer billing the actors andthe frst popularity pol taken bythe new= 
bom Phoroplay Magazine was won by John Bunny and Maurice Costello, Mack Sennett recently left 
Biograph to form his own Keystone Film Company under the Mutual banner inorder to make 
comedies like those made by Max Linder at Path, He was being given $1500 to produce and direct 
three one-eelers plus a salary of $100 a week plus apiece of the profits! And Helen Gardner lft 
‘Vitagraph to form her own company, the fist start take control of her work. Then there was the 
rowing popularity of the former "Biograph Girl” Mary Pickford who jumped ship fr big bucks from 
Zukor and his Famous Players Film Company! "Soon the inmates willbe runing the asylum,” Naum 
‘moaned. This news was not withthe nickels onthe plus side for Naum without Gatino. 

Rozonberg’s partner talked of Griffith's fst “spectacle” in four reels and maybe his ast picture 
for Biograph, Judith of Bethulia. The budget was $30,000! He wanted to setup a financing group to 
bankroll Grifth with Aitkens at Mutual and help gt him and his company back to California from 
[New York Part of Judith would be filmed there; this time the move would be permanent, He was 
calling from New York to ask just how serious Rozenberg was about a career inthe cinema? Setting 


‘out on their own? "The pictures are still a free-for-all, Rozenberg! 


fou want in?” 

He knew Griffith and Bitzer and their Biograph gang were back and forth to California in 
‘winter searching for more sunlight since 1910. They were the first major New York movie makers to 
4g0 to a small town near Los Angeles called Hollywood. And where the successful Mister Griffith went 
the world would follow just as the world was following the way he and Bitzer made movies. 


Coming from a theatrical background where the melodramas were accompanied by musical 
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ensembles, Griffith took the non-verbal gestures, the pantomime relegated to “stage business” and 
‘made it primary source of his visual inspiration, He ingcniously juxtapose a varcty of moving 
‘images with a musical fuidity eplicating is thought process placing the narrative burden on the 


pictures. He took imaging techniques and ideas from others~long, mid, close-up shots-- marrying them 


via Bitzer’s technical genius. Since his photoplays could be followed by looking at the pictures, there 
‘were few title cards to be translated bringing greater profits to the distributors. 

Pictures are primal" Rozenberg told his German partner whose produc stove fora pictorial 
expression of art photography of ith intrest wo Linder, though several of his Path Paris colleagues 


‘were so inclined, “Primal! Like music. Like sex. Like ballet, the subjects don't matter because dancing 


‘urns anything into art and theatrical 


As the Americans say: Movies are hot stu 
His mentor Diaghilev had broken with classical ballet tradition in many ways, most notably by 
his story ideas and by making them a showcase for masculine beauty. Before him, men were 
comparatively minor figures, as they were currently in pictures, especially at Biograph. If Diaghilev 
‘could return the socially-respectable ballet to its carnival and its vaudeville roots, Rozenberg and his 
partner could work the opposite side ofthe street to raise the “ickers" from their peep-show 
beginnings toa social legitimacy in America, such as it had in Europe. He would reverse the 
‘millennial-old fixation on beautiful women. Weren't matings idols already cover boys on magazines? 
Finally, after centuries of secrecy and whispered absolutions given for sexual relations between 
‘men, the burst of public attention currently being showered on sexual "sensibilities" was bringing 


temporarily a stricter regime. It was also bringing new rules in the power game. Outside a police state, 


power was a fluid thing and everything was pregnant with its contrary. Male bodies and their pleasures 
‘were now an active part of public discourse. There was no limit to the money inherent in the coming 
revolution against the censorship of sexual desires, The success of the nude photos of Gatino was a 


proven weapon against the rampaging morality police. He would be a battering ram against the reining, 
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consortium of white-bread, non-threatening leading men. Max Linder was raring to go! "Audiences," 


hhe swore to Naum, "are ready to lose their virginity 

When Gatino returned o him, Rozenberg was filled with happiness. Guided by the Marschallin 
in Der Rosenkavalier, he wrapped the young man in tendemess. The sristesse permeating the actor's 
presence reminded the okler man ofthe four young sons he left behind in Russia, of the many times he 
hhad comforted them in matters of the heart. The sounds of children playing on the strets clouded his 
‘mind and flooded him with memories. He never spoke of this self-inflicted wound until one night after 
the gentlest lovemaking he had ever experienced, he began to sob in Gatino's arms. To insure against 
nother “escape,” all letters to Gattno from his American pals were confiscated and bumed, 

His had been an arranged marriage. Sofya Osipovna was an impoverished cousin ofthe ezarina, 
‘The Romanov family was immense. She was a childhood playmate of the Princess Anastasia which 
‘was how Rozenberg gained access for his motion pictues. (Anastasia attended his wedding.) His 
children were the loves of his life. Gatino leaving him for Alfred Gage brought unexpected grief. It 
colluded with the suppressed grief over his children. Naum suffered a serious depression. 

Ina fit of despair, he sent the St, Bonnet du Gard address to Florence Gage the second he 
leamed she was in Paris searching for her vanished son who left only the bank as his forwarding 
address. He then had Tea with Alfred's worried mother at The Rit filling her in onthe details; together 
they cooked-up the story of Evangeline's distress. The night Gatino returned to Naum's bed there was 
neither recrimination nor ridicule. He was welcomed home asthe Prodigal Son, Taken aback, the 
hheartsick youth responded gratefully and surrendered again to his protector. 

Gatino’s first film, The Chase was a genetic two-recler written and directed by Max Linder. In it, The 
‘Young Man (Gatino) has his wallet pick-pocketed (by Stefano Gruppo) on a city bus and a successful 


chase ensues. The setup was borrowed from a Mack Sennett comedy. It broke box-office records all 
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over Europe and in Russa and in the United States. The ators screen presence held everyone 
spellbound in darkness, and his physical agility made them roar with laughter watching his pratfalls, his 
swinging around lamp-posts, leaping over puddles, falling into puddles, slipping on a banana peel, and 
climbing up a massive oak in the Bois du Boulogne where the thief led him. Actors everywhere in 
‘movies did their own stunts. The final confrontation in areal and a studio-built treetop was @ 
breathtaking exercise only superbly trained bodies could have achieved without broken necks. At every 
screening, the auicnce raucous cheered and applauded its happy conclusion 

‘The Board ofthe Comedie was outraged to lear their Guest Player was dancing around tee 
{ops and all over the newspaper pages with a Boulevard Comedy player. It was one thing to appear in 
an adaptation of classi, quite another to do music-hall turns. They convened a meeting. twas 
Proposed his contract be broken. This proposal upset Director General Piquot. The glowing financial 
report for the previous quarter showed the box-office champion was Racine with Thérése and Gattino, 
“The administrators became upset, too. The meeting was adjourned, They all went othe pictures. They 
all roared with laughter. They all applauded vigorously at the end; two shouted “Bravo!” When the 
meeting was convene inthe club bar of one ofthe administrators, it was unanimously decided 
Motiee's Scapin was the next roe for their Kalian Gest Anis. 

Camilo went to watch Gatino in The Chase sx mes. He liked and he d's like what he saw. 
Best ofall, unlike the Comedie the pictures were a home for everybody. The plush surroundings ofthe 
Gaumont Palace did not scare them away. It was a temple with sky-blue decoration, long curved rows 
of seats, an enormous balcony, a all orchestra with specialized bruiteurs~noisemakers producing 
sound effects-accompanying the film and playing durin intermission. In fac, the grandeur soemed 10 
edify the people. He saw Gatino providing a beautiful moment for people who worked desperately, 
hard, could not afford to goto the theater (r bathe too often). This sentimental response shook him. 


Each time Camillo looked into the beaming faces of cheering audiences from the stage it 
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‘seemed as ifthe stars in the sky were buming with a passion for him he could not return and would not 
retum even if he could, Yet he shared inthe cinema audience's emotional response to Gatino. It was 
thrillingly contagious! Rather than study his work in the privacy of a screening room, Camillo returned 
‘again and again to the Gaumont Palace queuing and paying his own few sous. He knew by being a 
‘member ofthe audience he would lear what kinds of /azzi Max needed for the construction of both 
Gatino and of their films. 

‘Several times Thérése went with him. (She was delighted by his anonymity.) She adored the 
cinema. With Producer Naumky kvelling over box-office receipts and future projects, she helped 
Camillo recognize his priorities in the new medium. She listened: "I look at Gatino on the sereen, I see 
‘a shimmering marvel, [look at Camillo inthe mirror? I see @ handsome guy in need ofa shave. I feel 
responsible for Gatino up there! | know the best way to take care of him is to tum him over to the 
picture people who conjure him up there with my help. What is he but another clement in the frame?" 

He revered the make-up people, the lighting people, and the man with the camera. Max was the 


chief magician. He assembled Gatino in his mind and built him from strips of film. 


“Lam part of a company responsible for picture-perfect Gatino. I am the sorcerer's apprentice as 
| was with you on Racine. Max's light mates the magic lantem show. Gatino is now a figment of tight. 
He is the magic lantern show. He's a beautiful object, a banana peel generating expectations of delight 


{in an audience! Max says a performance linked with an object i 


always on of the most powerful 
‘methods of filmic construction. I that one sequence, the banana is the Star Player." 

“Thérése nodded, "It is a Form of conjuring? Aer secing you onthe seca, my spine tngled 
when saw you siting beside me twas as you were ghost in that seat! And when I saw the Banana 
pee L knew with everyone ese you were going to slip om it! never realized how every object has 
associations with actions for us. A gun sa silent threat. A flying racing car isa pledge of ese or of 


help arriving in time or ofa dizzying getaway. An actor and an object isa dialogue without words! * 
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‘The first rehearsal day at Pathé’s gigantic studio, Gatino studied a movie camera in disbelief: 
this machine was the source of all the ephemeral magic? Surely the round lens was another of 
Prospero’ circles where all stand charmed? Linder gave him a welcoming embrace. He told him to 
sacrifice everything to work with good people: “If you're lucky, a bit of it will rub off, Now let's get to 
‘work, Well Soon have Gatino sorted out on the sereen.” 


‘Working with Yakoy inculcated in Camil 


the process of inhabiting a character physically and 
the discipline necessary for exactitude in replicating actions. Filming the same action from different 
angles requited Camillo’ tiniest movements-eyebrows, eyelashes, fingers—to be as Max ordered or the 
pieces of film would not edit together to create Gatino as Max imagined him. It was technically his job 
to remember his costume, his coloration, his hairstyle from sequence to sequence; it was a cause for 
dismissal to serew up and not look identical from day to day. 

Meyethold never shouted or humiliated his players. Ifa scene were not working, he would 


sgntly interrupt it with, *No, {don't think $0," 


phrase he had picked up from his teacher Stanislavsky, 
the great Russian director. Linder's direction was equally logical, humane, and illuminating. 

He had leamed from experience how difficult it was to act with a glass eye studying him from a 
few feet away and he strove to give confidence. “Film acting is purely thinking, Gatino, 1 can tell 
‘whether an actor is thinking about what the scene is actually saying or if he is planning his lunch. You 
project 90% to your fellow actor and 10% to the camera, Most film actors get it reversed. One cannot 
play a part on sereen. One selects a few characteristics and demonstrates them; then, the character is 
Quickly discovered. by the viewer. Sereen time is faster than stage time. The significant points of your 
performance will always lic in your movements and expressions and in your eyes.” 

‘fa scene worked in rehearsals, it fell automaticaly into angles in Linder’s mind's eye. He 
instinctively knew how to place actions into a rectangle forthe screen. There was no script. There was 


only a story ine, an outline, The action was improvised by Linder and by his actors. They knew where 
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they were going: how they got there was up for grabs. It was an experience in spontaneity. It was also a 
‘communal effort actors, earpenters, lighting men, costume mistresses, makeup people, darkroom men 
all ate lunch together, watched the rehearsals, and put in their two cents. Linder had the final say but he 
listened to lear what worked with the average viewer and what did not work-"Andy, the cutter, says it 
looks like bad schtick when you do the business with the sliding glasses, Gatino, Try less of it slower." 

On screen, Gatino’s face first emerged from behind a newspaper he was reading siting on a 
bbus. There was a moment of silence noted in the score, just as there was in the audience as it took in his 
‘gargantuan close-up presence. Then the music resumed, the audience murmured “ah” and burst into 
applause. This did not happen when Stefano first appeared in identifying close-up, No silence in seore 
‘or audience. The restive human behavior continued: people talked, smoked, shutTled their feet, ate 
‘sweets. All that stopped mid-chew, mid-shufMle, mi-sentence. mid-puff when Gattino’s face lit up the 
sereen, And that is what it did. It lit up the sereen as ifhe were born with an intemal key light in his 
eyes to match the one placed over him. He alone seemed to pop from the sereen like a Jack-in-the-box, 

In spite ofthe comedic conventions, Rozenberg demanded Gatino's make-up be as natural as 
the camera would allow with chalky tints to make him appear “white” and not too Latino in order to 
avoid racial problems in the States."This primitive camera lens is a heartless bitch, Gatino,” the 
‘cameraman Grivet explained. "She's devoid of any human kindness. She even exaggerates laws. Adds 
ten years. Facial Lines look like canals on screen. Though he's only thinty-three, Stefano looks forty- 
five. With too much makeup he looks like he's wearing a mask. Even some babies look old and 
‘wizened. This is why your romantic Leading Players are adolescents!" Then Grivet congratulated him 
for having a face and skin that "photographed young.” 

Linder told him, “Ifyou stayin front of that camera long enough, Gatino, it will not only show 
‘what you had for breakfast, but who your ancestors were!” 


Guided by Naum’ old friend Max Factor (née Faktor) via detailed leters from Los Angeles, 


CHILDREN OF PARADISE?238 
there were tests and more ets with make-up color combinations to make roseateon screen Gattin's 
pale-golden skin. Some actors were wearing stage makeup and looked pasty, while others wore their 
own concoctions: odd mixtures of Vaseline and flour, lard and cornstarch, oF col erm and paprika. 
Searching fora more natural lok on scren in the natural daylight, the more adventurous even tid 
around brick mixed with Vaseline o land to get a Mesh-olord lok 

Max sent from his California lb a newly-invented greaseaint in cream rather than tick form 


Iwas ultrat 


in consistency, completely flexible on the skin, and it did not form a mask that cracked 
‘under the stress of facial expressions or blister or melt under hot lights. It also came in twelve precisely 


‘graduated shades. It was revolutionary. Gatino became one ofits greatest advertisements, 


‘Sharp and complex shadowing, designed by a Parisian beautician, was needed 10 prevent his 
high cheek bones from being leveled by the cloud of light She devised hair arrangements and eyebrow 
‘variations until Rozenberg was satisfied Gatino's classically Italianate beauty was calibrated correctly 


for the primitive lens. The objective was to enhance the characteristics that made his face unique. "ldo 


‘not want him transformed into a W.A.SP. lke all the other male players." More film was exposed 
creating the cinems's Gatino than used for traditional one-eeer. Nothing was left o chance 

‘One evening ater watching the first day's rushes with Linder and Grivet, Camillo presented 
them with a still photograph of himself taken by his favorite French photographer Laurent. "Why can't 
you two make Gatino look ike this in the loscups™ he asked, “im not criticizing you, Grive, believe 
‘me, 'm curious how to get this halo around him." 

Linder frowned, "Well, get your art photographer and have him make you look lke that on 
Sunday. We're too busy on our two-tecler schedule to light with such care. Okay with you, Grivet?" 

The next moming Camillo went to see Laurent and asked if he wanted to work in motion 
pictures. "I dont know anything about them but I do know your face and I'm willing to ty," was the 


hesitant response, The next Sunday, with Grivet's generous assistance, Laurent supervised the make-up, 
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handled the large camera, checked angles, meticulously set-up lights, and made two big "heads" of 
Gatino to be edited into The Chase later. Watching the rushes in the screening room, everyone realized 
the "heads" were special moments. Linder signed Laurent to a contract as a special-ffects man. 

Linder himself acted with a mask-like, stone-face in music-hall and dell arte fashion as did 
Chaplin and Keaton in America. In spite of Rozenberg’s wishes, and to damper Gattino’s too-lovely 
face on film in a farce, Max made him slick his hair down under a cap and wear big, round eyeglasses; 
these inspired /azz, In the frst Laurent close-up inserted atthe pause inthe film's score on his first 
appearence, he wriggled his nose (as if it itched) and the oiled glasses slid into his lap exposing his 
‘beauty and deepening the silence broken by laughter when he fumbled with the paper trying to catch 


the glasses and--returning to Linder’s shot-knocked the hat off the fat woman sitting infront of him, 


setting off a flling-down battle with the woman's fat husband allowing the thief to get the wallet, The 
seene was choreographed tothe inch on the cramped bus set. With all his actions growing from his 
emotions, they did it in one take even though, unlike Griffith, Linder was allowed to do retakes. 

‘The second thing Camillo liked was the way Gatino's body looked in motion thanks to Yakov 
and Nijinsky. In The Chase, he quickly shed the cap as he leaped off the bus after the ook into a 
(slowly) passing automobile, bouncing through it (on backseat trampoline) into another and another 
and another until he was across the strect, standing erect after a back- flip tothe sidewalk still wearing 
the glasses~now attached to his nose with spirit gum. This was the first ime the audience applauded 
after gasping over the backflip. (Those steadfast glasses became a sight-gag and added tothe tension 


of the chase.) The second Laurent close-up had his long, thick, tousled hair flying inthe wind 


(generated by a gusty fan: it introduced a new fashion among the world’s youth—his frst of many. 
Camillo noted in the early rushes how thriling Gatino’s stillness was afterall the action. 
Originally, Linder wanted him to look right and left immediately after the back-flip but Gattino knew 


instinctively the audience needed a break. Linder agreed. His sudden stillness silenced the audience a 
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second time. It also heightened the tension. 

“Stillness isthe sceret ofthis game,” he thought viewing the daily footage. “Thérése is right! 
olding the body stil in font of a movie camera while giving the sense of mind in motion is a 
specialized art with few masters I need to teach this to Gatino, He moves too much, Even his eyes. He 
must behave as ifhe were dancing for Fokine and Schoenberg or playing Racine. Every gesture 
‘matters, On stage a flick of the hand is nothing. On screen, it becomes an expression of complex ideas.” 

He knew Linder was right to keep repeating in rehearsal: "Stop acting! Expression without 
distortion! Frown without frowning. Show me disapproval ofthe thief without unsightly wrinkles, 
Gatino! React dont act! Less is more! The camera opens and shuts, opens and shuts with equal time; 
half of everything you do isnt seen. Then take away the sound and you lose another quarter of what 
‘You think you did. Make your expression four times as deep and true as it would be normally to come 
Cover wit fll effet for our auince! Just fee! your pat, Gatino. The frst thing a film player noes is 
soul and you have enough for an army of players! Now try it again, please. Do next nothing. Fee! 
everything you do. We will do it until you make me feel something.” 

Thirdly, Camillo liked the way Gatino always knew where the camera was and how to play to it 
‘without appearing self-conscious. It was instint over analysis. The camera was his audience, He felt 
‘warm kinship with it from his many sessions inthe photo studios. He could fee! himself being absorbed 
by itand he knew what to do with his fae to look the way he wanted Gatino to look. He secretly found 
the process of capturing and binding Gatino in acetate very erotic. It was one ofthe few erotic 
experiences to ever induce a nigating shame 

‘What e didn’t lke was the way Gatino occasionally projected a fear of missing his mark or 
‘moved cither too far or too close to the camera putting him slightly out of focus. There was no lens 
calibration, Ifthe camera moved, Grivet had to adjust the lens by hand to focus the postage-stamp-size 


Lpside-lown image he was viewing through the litle brass tube on his camera. Meyerhold’'s having 
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confined the lazz to his stage design helped Gatino work within the camera's boundaries; and Yakov’s 
teachings strengthened his peripheral vision tothe point where there was no problem secing his marks 
‘on the ground without “looking,” Linder said the hesitations were insignificant, He refused to re-shoot. 
Camillo joined Rozenberg in their home screening room wo watch the distribution prints from 
the various studios, Most American ones were crude: shot with cheap studio interiors in natural light 
with one angle per scene and no cinematic language; the rare good ones were shot on location and had 
‘modem stories. The Europcans offered beautifully balanced images shot with expressive use of camera 
positions on elaborately lit, detailed sets. The shadows made his heart beat faster, In balanced frames 


the farcieal sequences were funnier: the zanni characters performed their fazzi in a perfectly organized 


visual world very like Feydeau’s comic hell being played behind a proscenium arch, 
‘With the help of both Naum and Thértse’s visual acuity, he absorbed for Gatino the evolving 
‘methods of performing in front of a camera. It was as ithe actors were under a microscope. She found 


the other big-name, middle-aged stage stars ludicrous. “Instead of bringing class to this went 


century invention theyre bringing their ninetsenth-century over-sized egos. They all play to the 
balcony! Your sereen acting, my daring s about allusion not lesion. The cinema itself the illusion. 
It demands sincerity and authenticity ofthe inner sensations. It brings home to me why you cannot 
cheat, Camillo, darling...not that you would if you could and by nature you cannot cheat.” 

Soon they had a group of good people to study. The Americans were mostly from the Biograph 
Studio, Their forays with Mister Grifth into naturalistic screen acting favoring simplicity and nuance 
inspired by the close-up inspired him. Thérése christened them “pioneers” and Camillo joked he was 
‘more a “pionier,” afoot soldier inthe art ofthe cinéma, Naum did not agree: "You are the future, 00!" 

‘When Naum Rozenberg confessed he was thinking of going to New York to take over a movie 
production company with his partner. and maybe to Hollywood as a producer for Griffith, Camillo 


nodded quietly. He was newly signed by Rozenberg to make another picture with Linders ereaive 
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associate Tourneur directing. Called 4 Carouse! Romance, it was a love story: the carousel boy in the 
Bois du Boulogne and a rich society girl meet, love, and are separated in front of the carousel by her 
devout-Catholie Papa who wants her to become a nun because he believes i's God's Will 


Using actual newsreel footage, the young lovers were to be dramatically (and expensively) 


reunited during an elaborate recreation ofthe recent devastating flood of Pars in January, 1910, An 
established tool of God's retribution in French lore since 840, the Seine had peaked rwenty-feet above 
‘normal duc to heavy rains and an carly winter thaw, cascaded over its stone bariers, and turned stots 
and public squats into canals and lakes. Happy forthe fils thrilling climax, the river also looded 
the Paris Métro where The Boy--by a hai’ breath!--was to save The Girl ond The Papa from the rising 


tide by leading them and the other commuters to a carridres xi 


‘as to play the heroie Louis 
LLépine, the prefect of Paris potice. He would enlist The Boy~-busily sandbagging his beloved carousel- 
-to join the other valorous Everyday Parisians displaying French Brotherbood by saving their neighbors 
‘nd triumphing over entrenched socio-political divisions when nature presents them with an 
‘unexpected challenge. The challenge alone was to take a full three weeks to create! 

‘The planned final title card intercut with the deliriously happy wedding party riding the carousel 
‘with a Laurent closeup enshrining the newlyweds was to be: "LOVE!" And below it the city’s motto, 
“FLUCTUAT NEC MERGITURE: She is tossed about by the waves but does not sink.” 

‘The lengthy shooting schedule revolved around Camille's theater schedule. Tourneur, trained as 
visual artist, brought Gatino into the realm of optical poetry by addressing light asa spiritual 
principal. Often, the actor worked in both play and film the same day. This required every ounce of his 
cenorgy. He had no complaints. He was happy: He had no time to brood and anguish over Alfred Gage. 

You'll have ‘em basin’ buckets, kid!” Naum exclaimed in American argot. 

“I certainly hope so, Mister Producer!” Camillo snapped. “Ain't that what the pictures are 


bout? Pretty people suffering?” 
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Father Thomas Carey told Dicky he was more than willing to help console Freddie. However, he didn’t 
know Florence Gage and doubted she would be amenable to his meeting with her suffering son without 
‘4 personal connection to initiate it. The rector at Southampton’s St. Andrews assured him he knew 
nothing of Alfred Gage’s being in residence at The Elms. Mrs. Gage had not gone to him for 
assistance, nor was she any longer a regular at Sunday service. 

“I'm praying for help and guidance here, Dicky. If we leave our future in God’s hands, good 
things will happen. It always does. And in the most miraculous way we could never imagine ourselves. 
Its about trusting we're being cared for by God, you know, whatever form your god takes.” 

‘Three days after this conversation, Vadriel Vail st in his home office about to tackle a daunting pile of 
‘grant applications when the doorbell rang. It was a dark, blustery day. The leaves were all gone from 
the tres, People were moving quickly outside his windows. Vadsiel hoped it might snow. “Who could 


that be, I wonder?” he asked Dicky Dugan with a broad smile. 


Dicky sighed. “Did you set this up, Mister Vait? Who would call 


js early on a Saturday’”” 

“Dicky, I swear I have nothing on my calendar today. Only these!” He tapped the pile of papers 
“Oughtn’t we to think of ringing doorbells as God's will for us? Surely Father Tom-* 

‘Atrracta entered and announced, “Mrs. Foster wishes to see you, si.” 

“Mrs. Foster!?” Vadriel sputtered in total shock rising to rush to her. 

“And who is this Mrs. Foster, this messenger of god?" 

“She's Placia, my former wife, Dicky-bird.~ 

Before he could rush out to her, she rushed in to him. The wind had accented her already high 
color and her red air had come slightly undone in the back; strands hung loose from under her blue 


‘wool snood. “It's freezing out there, Vadriel! The wind made me look like Loie Fuller doing her 
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butterfly dance! Hope you don’t mind my bursting in on you like this! Hello,” she said in her rich 
contralto voice extending her gray suede-gloved hand to Dicky, “I'm Placidia Foster! Vadriel and I 
used to be married. It's why I feel free to barge in on you at this ungodly hour. Have T interrupted you 
two?” she asked, glancing atthe pile of papers on the desk. 

“Dicky is my assistant, Placidia, We're reviewing some Foundation grant applications today, 
‘They can wait, Do you want some tea, coffee, hot chocolate?” 

“Hlot chocolate would be divine! Thank you.” 

“You're welcome, Placide. How is Eugene?” 


“Shall I take your coat, Mrs. Foster?” Dicky asked, surprised at how Vadriel’s usually perfect 


‘manners were vanquished by this surprise visi 

“Yes, thanks, Dicky.” She freed herself of her heavy, winter-wool coat, scarf, gloves, hat, and 
sat down in front ofthe fire extending her legs to take in the warmth through her ankle-length blue 
plaid skit and black-leather, fur-lined boots. 

“I'l go get the hot chocolate. Do you want anything, Mister Vail?” 

“Uh... have hot chocolate, oo. Thanks. No! I'll have coffee. Thanks.” 

‘When Dicky left the room, Placidia smiled and said, “Come sit by the fire, Vadriel. There is 
something I need to discuss with you." 

“Is everyone well, Placide?” 

“Yes, Vadriel, everyone is thriving. Mother could be better. Her arthritis is cutting her up and 
she worries too much about my napery, still. Shes become quite fond of Eugene though she does not 
approve of the paper. She calls him a communist. He's not a communist, He's an anarchist!” She 
laughed in her musical, sweet laugh. Her large features made her a dramatic speaker at women's 
conventions; Vadriel went to hear her at Cooper Union Hall and found her anarchis's defense of the 


right ofall individuals to pursue their lives without interference from any type of authority riveting. 
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‘She boldly exposed the dangers of state intervention into the private sexual lives ofits citizens 
(Benjamin Tucker also spoke as the brave publisher of Wilde and Whitman.) The event was a fund 
riser supported by the Vail Fund for the Ladies Intemational Garment Workers! Union (ILGWU). 

“Give her my love, please.” 

“Better if you found time to give it to her yourself in the flesh, Vadtriel. She always loved you 
‘more than she ever loved me!” They both laughed. “It's true! 

“How long has it been?” 

Since last we met, you and 1?” 

“Yes. I reckon three years.” 


“That's about right. Georgi 


ill be two next month. But I did see you and Army and Robert and 
Donough Gaylord at the memorial service atthe Metropolitan Opera last April.” 

“Lassumed you were there. I saw your daughter's namesake on the casualty list along with our 
‘great friends Goodbody and Mortimer. 1 looked for you but there was such a crowd!” 

“I went with Georgina’s daughter, Kathryn. Her mother insisted she take the last seat in a 
lifeboat. She promised she would find another. She was last seen helping children put on their life 
Juckets and trying to convince the frightened women the ship was actually sinking! To quiet them, the 
crew told them it was unsinkable. They said a rescue ship was on the way. Now I have women telling 
‘me they don't want equality in the ballot box because they will lose their special treatment in lifeboats! 
How often do they think they are going to find themselves in need of a seat ina lifeboat! Gentlemen 
will always be gentlemen! Sometimes I think I should pack it all in and become a film star!" 

‘She laughed wryly. "It was so typical of her to put others frst. I will never stop missing that 
‘woman, just as I'm sure you will never stop missing Goodbody and Mortimer...” 
“How is Eugene?” 


“Struggling to right al the world’s wrongs. Same as usual.” 
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“Which is why you love him!” 

Yes, absolutely! How is Army?” 

“Theiving. He'll be delighted to know you came today.” 

“It surprised me how easy it was to ring that doorbell, Vadriel, The house looks 

Dicky reappeared with the hot chocolate and the coffee in their respective silver pots. He placed 
the tray on the desk and offered to serve the hot beverages: his offer was accepted, 

“Is Eugene's paper doing well, Placid?” 

“As well as ean be expected for a left-wing journal like The Villager. The current issue has 
Emma Gokdman on the arrest of men at the Portland, Oregon, YMCA for sexual improprieties.” 


“Love that paper!” Dicky exclaimed. “It's the only one that stood up for us after the hotel 


you know. The only fuckin’ one!” 


“I didn’t know you read 


“tread your copy every weck, Mister Vai. Father Tom suggested ead 
“You mean the Hote Care raid, Dicky?” 
“Yes, Mrs Foster was arrested, beaten by the cops, and raped in the police prcint ain the 
Village downtown. I was disappointed your husband didnt write about the murder 
Vadriclgaped at Dicky. He was astounded by how easily the young man was able to speak 


bout the most horrific experience of his life without even blanching. “I must invite Father Tom to 


dinner,” he though, filed with gratitude forthe change he was witnessing. 


Placidia listened in growing agitation, “Murder? What murder, Dicky?” She was told the story 


in a cool, quit, but explicit manner. “Will you tak to my husband about this, Dicky? Do you 
remember the man’s name? Could you identify the cops?” 
“Trade never gives a lastname, Mrs. Foster. He went by the name of ‘Ralph.” I met him at 


Johnny's and we took it from there. He said he was a regular there. When I went back to ask about him 
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after the aid, they told me he disappeared. He disappeared alright! The cops probably dumped him in 
the river or buried him in Potter’s Field. I'll never forget that sick creep of a Mick cop who killed 
Ralph. ll never forget that guy’s ugly, grinning mug!” 

“Johnny's on Grove and Seventh? Near The Blossom Box?” 

“Yeah, you know it?” 


“Sure! I's a great place! It’s one of our local eateries. We live on Grove Street and often go 


there, I's open late and the food’s terrific. And it’s not expensive. It's areal Village hangout, I love it. 
ove living in the Village! It's a hotbed of things new and “un-American, Socialism. Psychoanalysis. 
‘Stream-of-Consciousness. Feminism and Free Love of all stripes. Rapture!” She opened her purse, 
placed by the side of her chair, ook out pad, and made some notes. “May I have my husbane! call 
‘you, Dicky? Is it more convenient for him to call you here or at home?” 

“Hlere, if Mister Vail doesn't mind.” Vadriel made a gesture of approval with his hand, “Maybe 


‘your husband can do a story about it. Write an obit for poor 


ph maybe. Excuse me I should let you 
0 about your business" 

“No, don’t go, Dicky. I think what I want to talk to Vadriel about will interest you, 100." 

“What's up, Placid?” 

“W's about Freddie Gage, Vadriel. I want to tlk to you about Freddie Gage and his mother 
Florence out in Southampton. 'm just back from a visit with my Aunt Abigail in Sag Harbor: We went 
for Tea with Florence. Lam very concemed about Freddie! I think we have todo something!” 

“TM go call Father Tom!” 

“Whois Father Tor, Dicky?” 

“He's Father Carey the assistant to Bishop Duncan, He wants to help with Freddie.” 

“Hle does? How extrondinay! | heard him speak at Grace Church no too long ago. He spoke 


bout charity as love. It was a wonderful homily. And Florence was there! We spoke briefly 
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afterwards, She remarked on how interesting she found hs sermon, She told me she was on her way to 
France to bring Freddie home. Why don’t I take Father Carey to Tea at The Elms with Aunt Abigail? 
1s too, too perfect! Don't you think?” 

Vadriel and Dicky looked at each other and smiled. 

“Go call Father Tom, Dicky. Invite him to dinner one night this week. What nights are you and 
Eugene ee, Placide?”™ 
Atthat moment, Freddie Gage was walking with his mother on the beach ia frost of The Elms in 
‘Southampton. He couldn't decide which of them looked the worse for wear, He was so pale and thin 
and rl she had wo hold his arm ashe waked on the ridged sand strewn wit seashells an seaweed! 
and bits of wood. They had gone down close to the sea where the sand was flattened by the oncoming. 
waves but the tide was coming in and they had been pressed further and farther up the empty beach, 

“You look exhausted, mothe.” 

“Yes, dear. I've not been sleeping well. I'm feeling very old and very tired.” 

“You're looking very old and very tired.” 

“They both laughed. 

“Charming, Freddie, as always! And truthful, oo, as always." 

“1m really glad they're gone, mother.” 


“I shouldn’t say it..but, ob, boy, am I glad they're gone, 


“Do you lke him?” 
“Yes! I dot Probably more than Evangeline does!” They laughed again. He lost his footing. 
‘They sat on a large piece of driftwood. “Are you okay, Freddie. Do you want to go back?” 
“No, mother. [love walking here with you. And I really need the exercise. I wish I could go 


‘swimming. I can’t wait for it to be warm enough for me to go swimming.” 
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“You won't have to wait that long, my dear. Your father is building you an indoor pool. The 
‘workmen will be here to start on Monday.” 
“Where will it be?” 


“Wel, the mold and mildew problem precludes our attaching it tothe house. No matter the 


amount of insulation it will eventually cause havoe. So, it will be in a pavilion to the left ofthe house 
overlooking the sea and attached tothe house by an enclosed, heated hot house for your orchids. I'l 

show you the architectural drawings. They were done by Mister McKim. Your father insisted on hiring 
hhim since he did do the house with his partner that unfortunate Mister White. I see where Mrs, Thaw is, 
inthe newspapers again. She's actually performing in vaudeville on that infamous red-velvet swing!” 

‘The mention of Stanford White brought Gramercy Park and Robert and Donough and Vadriel 
‘and Armand to Freddie's mind. And by extension Carmine Salina. His heart contracted in his chest, His, 
‘mouth opened and the forceful intake of breath caused him to gasp loudly. 

“Freddie, my dear! Are you okay?” 

“Yes, mother. | just felt chill. We'd better go back.” 

‘They stood and slowly began the retreat back tothe large house, The Elms should have 
dominated the landscape, yet by the grace ofits design and the way it was nestled into the dunes, it 
seemed right at home. Freddie was always pleased by the sight of it. Approaching it now, he realized 
part ofits charm was its proximity to Gaywyck and to the house owned by Armand and Vadriel 

‘The visit with his sister and her Boston entourage of six had not been easy. They were a hugely 
demanding crowd in need of constant attention. His mother was run ragged. Evangeline’s fiancé Oliver 
‘Wendell Osborne was the kind of young man Freddie had fled into Art History to avoid at Harvard. 


Proud, arrogant, closed-minded, mean spirited, devoid ofa social conscience, and pre-law, he was the 


ideal “Harvard Man” i 


demeanor, attitude, and clean-cut good looks. He crewed and played football 


with Letters in both, His only enthusiasm was for sports. Since several of Freddie's swimming records 
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‘were yet to be overturned, Oliver Wendell, as he was called, could not ignore or be dismissive of 
-Evangeline’s weak and absurdly timid older brother. “It’s hard to imagine, dear, how your Freddie 
could be the same as our Fred. I pity the poor fellow, you know. I agree we must be nice to him.” 
“Nice” they were: mostly they left him alone, the nicest they could possibly have been to him, 
Sitting in his abandoned haunt, the library, Freddie would overhear hushed conversations among the 
{engaged two and his harassed mother in the neighboring parlor about how “worried” they all were 
bout the “poor” boy. They always began with, “Where's Freddie?” A silence ensued during which he 
could imagine his mother pointing. Then there would be the brief exchange and clucking, and the 
rustling of clothes when they scurried into the sun-room to continue expressing their mutual concerns, 


‘Their visit was diametrically opposed tothe one from Placidia Foster and her erotchety Aunt 


Abigail. When Placidia asked, “How is Freddie, Florence?” his mother had stayed putin the parlor and 
sone into a loud diatribe against Vadriel Vail “and his sor.” She explained she was keeping Freddie at 
‘The Elms to break the hold “those men” had over him. “You were very wise to divorce him, Placa 
‘thought you foolish atthe time to give up eversthing as you did lke a character in a play by Ibsen, Now 
{hat know the full story, 1 can only congratulate you on the courage you demonstrated when you freed 
‘yourself from a man who views life through a glass darkly.” 

“Through a glass darkly?” queried a confused Aunt Abigail, wondering how Saint Paul fit into 
this heated conversation about which she could make neither heads nor tails. 

“Yes, Abigail. Mindless. Through his self-indulgence and pleasure-ecking.” 

“Florence, Vadrel loves Armand de Guise” 

“Loves?” 

“Yes, Florence. He loves him in the same way I love Eugene Foster.” 

“Now you sound like Father Carey!” 


“Is that such a bad thing, Florence?” And into the room walked Freddie, He was smiling and. 
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extending both hands to Placidia. “Freddums!” she exclaimed happily though horrified by the way he 
looked. “Are you asking me to dance the way you would at Miss Graham’s class when we were 
children? You were one of the very best dancers inthe class, you know.” 

“Preddums?! I haven't heard that in years, Placide!” 

Florence laughed, honestly delighted by the change she saw in her son's presence, For the first 
time in months, he looked happy. Suddenly upset by the harshness of her tone, she rang for fresh tea 
and scones and invited her guests to stay for lunch. Unfortunately they had other plans."Well, lacidia, 
‘on your next visit you must come for lunch. Promise?” 

“Yes, Florence. I will definitely be back soon, And I would love to come for lunch.” 

[Now returning with his mother who loved him beyond bounds to where Placiia’s brightness 
hhad long-since faded, Freddie paused and looked back down the beach. Riding bareback his glistening 


red-gold Bay to Gaywyck was the most thrilling physical experience, better than riding the roughest of 


‘waves. He was set free, in full light caried on a gust of wind! It was a unique thill until the primal 
‘exuberance of unbridled lovemaking with Carmine when he was swept along with the force of a 
sirocco, a similar rushing ofthe blood and the familiar surrender of his body in perfect collaboration, 


‘Then, his 


rit was akin tothe bravest and fletest ship cavorting in pride of eanvas over the 
deepest seas. He dissolved into those seas, became the white sails and flying spray, became beauty and 


thythm, became moonlight and the ship itself and the high, bright-starred sky condensing eter 


Afterwards, expanded into perfect fulfillment somewhere in the interstellar ocean, he felt as steady, as 
securely placed as the earth's distant horizon. Now abandoned, his emotional soul was tumbling in 
endless horror while his body was strugaling to right itself. It was only for appearances sake, only the 
‘mechanism of animal survival, for he knew his spirit was akin to one of Milton's angels flung from 
Paradise and hovering between Heaven and earth before plunging forever among the lost. 


(One day soon, when his mother was occupied with guests, he would ride his red-gold Bay down 
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the long stretch of white beach tothe great, black stone boulder on the sea’s edge in front of Gaywyek. 

He would strip off his clothes and swim way out into the warm Gulf Stream, Consciousness, memories, 

‘pain would be carried away. Maybe it would take him to Ireland where he knew it went, He had once 

‘considered Ireland as a residence because it was another foreign country and English was spoken there, 
‘Soon le would embrace the fate he had side-stepped by not sailing into that ice berg with 


Gooddbody and Mortimer and the Astors and a cast of thousands. A piece ofthat ice berg seemed 


Joxlgod in his chest where his heart used to be. It was time to retum it to the innocent, consoling sea. 


‘While Placidia was in consultation with Vadriel Vail and Dicky Dugan, across Gramerey Park, Robert 


‘Whyte Gaylord was loli 


be. He often lolled on Saturday mornings sometimes to near noon, 


especially after his own and Donough’ 


immoral longings were expressed as vigorously as they had 
bce this Saturday morning. Now he could hear Donough singing in the bath, a very welcome sound. 
‘On impulse, he slipped from the bed, tp-toed across the bedroom into the bathroom, and slid 
into the tub with his beloved. It was a detightil sneak attack for them both. They sang together and 
scrubbed each other's backs, shampooed cach others hairs, and dried each other roughly with large, 
lavender cotton towels. Then Donough went down to breakfast on his way toa luncheon board meeting 
at the Metropolitan Opera in high spirits. To the roaring wind outside Robert quoted Jane Eyre 
There was no possibilty oftheir aking a walk that day." An immaculate Robert went back to sleep. 
He awoke at eleven ina sunlit room, dressed, and went down for a huge “brunch,” asthe meal 
at that hour had recently been christened by the socially chic. He planned to make like Cael and do 
exactly what he wanted to do, no reasons attached. A stroll. Somewhere fun. Maybe uptown to twenty- 
ight stret and west across to Tin Pan Alley the langorous songwriters! row where he coud catch 
‘up on the latest romance and rhythm delights, Some new sheet music? Some new recordings? Maybe to 


the Anarchists Bookstore in the West Village where he might find another Imre, a gay novel with a 
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happy ending? Maybe abot dog with piles of sauerkraut and relish and mustard after a tour of Macy's? 

It was glorious Indian summer afr ouside now: “Pneumonia weather, Mister Rober!" Taio 
advised, "Do not go out hall-dressd I donot want you catching cold!” 


‘Wearing a light gray overcoat over a light wool suit of dark green chosen as appropriate by 


io, he considered going down to Hester Street and the Jewish bazaar; then decided to head west on 


ith Street. Maybe go to the Blossom Box and order some flowers, an “assemblage”-as Miss Blossom 
called her creations beloved by Fiona and the staf at Christopher House? Maybe wend his way up the 
‘west side as far as Times Square just to check out the new show posters and electric ads? 

‘Stepping out into a glorious day on Irving Place with a heartfelt sense of adventure, he paused 


‘on the sidewalk, "I always fel like Henry Hudson,” he thought, “setting. 


ipthe river on the 
Hopewell searching forthe Northwest Passage." The traffic was surprisingly heavy. He walked the few 
yrds othe comer of 20th Street and Gramerey Park South recalling the previous Winter's 
Manhattanhenge, when the setting sun dazzlingly aligned withthe east-west streets on dates spaced 
evenly around the solstice. There was now a line of ears dropping people off afew houses down in 
front of what was once the home of Edwin Booth and what was now the National Arts Club 

‘The third Intemational Exhibition of Pictorial Photography with its focus on “natural color 
photography” was a big success, Curated by Stieglitz, it featured Robert's autochrome ofthe clouds 
above Paradise reflected inthe pool with the hack of Carmine's nude body clearly visible under the 
‘water. “You have helped me look at what m seeing.” Robert told the master who praised the formal 
composition of the undeniably beautiful image. (Stieglitz hada bias towards clouds.) A portrait of 
\Vadriel’s haloed, ethereal face and a full-body portrait of Miss Blossom inher award-winning costume 
‘were also included the cognoscenti buzzed around the “flower gi” until the subject and her gang went 
{to paroxysms of merriment and tears atthe opening. The image became infamous. "We must use 


images,” he thought, “as a brave and brutal engine for change the way we use words!” 
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‘The pictures were mentioned favorably in most reviews. The populist Photographic News, 
however, linked his two “scandalous” pieces to F. Holland Day’s “discased imagination.” The Stieglitz 
ng was distressed, (Thanks to ik sales, his pictures remained on view.) Day declined Stielita's 
offer to join the Photo Secesionists when his Pctrialst and Symbolist movement was eclipsed by 
Sicglita's Modernism because male muity and any whiff ofthe homoerotic was not acceptable to 
them. Day sent a note to Robert congratulating him onthe image ofthe “beautoous bather* and asked 
for print oft and of the port of Vadricl—“He ha entered my dreams!"—for his private collection 
“Incorporating clouds was a wicked stroke of genius, Robert. Keep up the important work: 

Sofly singing a popular dit: “Eas side, West side, all around the town..." Robert tured and 
walked down Irving Pace Living ona comer ill the house with igh. At 18th Street, he stopped o 
‘say hello to Mister Palacino, the grocer, who greeted him by name. Though Kenneth did all the 
shopping, Robert was familiar fae to most peopl in his neighborhood. At Ith Stet, he popped 


into the deli owned by Mister Metz and sat at the counter for an egg-cream soda (vanil 


“wo keep the 
show on the road," he joked. Reaching 14th Street, he said hello to Mrs. Moore in her candy store and 


‘bought a handful of perishable Hershey Kisses instead ofthe new Lil 


Saver min in their sturdy rol: 
the mints brought thoughts ofthe Titanic and a dreadfol drag of sadness. 

(On 14th Stret, he made aright heading across town merging with a deafeningly jangling 
‘motley: confused erush of people, motors, horses, posters trees, colors, birds, dogs, and music from a 
hhurdy-gurdy ("Maple Leaf Rag”, asserting ther individual rights to the city! The sidewalks were ful 
‘The fruit, vegetable, book barrows were mobbed. He knew much-advertised sales onthe Ladies’ Mile 
audded greatly tothe throng. The logit theaters not yet gone uptown had matinges with well-dressed 
ladies going to see Tose plays, and the new movie palace onthe comer of Broadway across from 


Union Square had a line of casually dressed New Yorkers snaking downtown out of sight. A build 


‘was under clangorous construction; in its brief skeletal phase, it was an expressive promise probably to 
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be betrayed once it was complete. Still, to Robert, New York was a triumph of modem art: a Cubist 
system in perpetual motion recognizing only the laws of motion. It enlarged his desires and his moral 
‘imagination tothe point where he felt able to take on giants-"You'l! reckon with me and mine yet!™ 

‘The fluid and open form of his society was evident on the streets. Making its rhythms his own, 
the moved within its swift currents. All fixed, fastfrozen relations felt swept away! He became one- 
flesh with the crowd. He grew elated, as if immersed in a huge vat of photo-developing chemicals 


his soul and sensibilt 


bringi 


the light of day! Each time he let his house, it was as if he had 


joined Florestan and Leonora and the whole wide world in singing an ode to freedom! If nothing else, 
New York City strets mirrored the nation's ideal of being a collective experiment in democracy; and 
Manhattan was another Galapagos island offering a new chapter in the saga of human evolution as 
different varieties merged their genetic pools forthe first time in history: the solution to racism! 
Pausing in front of a vaudeville house where a long queue was forming, he gazed at the four- 
sheet poster of Evelyn Nesbit Thaw in her red-velvet swing. “Well she certainly doesnt look sixteen, 


‘Atleast she's modestly dressed!” he muttered shaking his headin disbelief atthe banner emblazoning 


hher name along with The Crime of the Century in immense block letters. “And my beautiful, nude men 
‘re what they call scandalous while she makes $3500 a week for this erapola?” 

‘The shooting murder of Stanford White by Harry K. Thaw and the story of White's notorious 
‘ed-velvet swing was a staple of the motion pictures soon after it happened in 1906. People flocked to 
the scene ofthe crime; the pictures made it possible for even Europeans to go vicariously. 

Just as Robert went to see the one reel Saved From the Titanic staring the 22-year-old 
survivor Dorothy Gibson 29 days after the liner went down, so he went to see The Umvritten Law, the 
year after the murder. It claimed to star the truly beautiful Evelyn, then twenty-one, but like all the 
other films based on the story of “the great man” and “the innocent child” he raped after drugging her, 


it ied. Italso lied about her husband Thaw going free; he had been sent toa prison forthe criminally 
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insane, a prison he had recently escaped from, puting Evelyn back inthe headlines and back in a copy 
of Stanford's notorious plaything, the red-velvt swing. 

Iehada’t lied, however, about the invented plea of “dementia Americana”: a moment of insanity 
based on the classic crimes pussionne! branding every man's wife sacred. “Had Freddie shot Carmine 
to death the way Thaw shot Stanford he'd be in a brown eectric-chait!™ A tool of seduction, the swing 
‘was infact large red-velvet chair hanging from two ropes onthe second floor of White's studio on 
2Ath Stet, Another of his studios on 21st Stect was the home of the Reliance Film Company; omits 
second floor Peter Coop-Hewit invented the mercury-vapor lights so crucial othe film studios 
‘making all the films about the chair stil stirring outrage among the moralists and fueling the successful 
‘tery for movie censorship curently bedevling the world of American art in general 

“1's no accident, Evelyn,” he told the photo ofthe gir inthe red-velvet swing, “that your real 


‘name was Florence!” He told himself to avoid “cheap metaphor” as he went about his business. 


In front of Union Square the orator of the day was the socialist union leader Big Bill Haywood. 
‘Wearing his Stetson hat and his cowboy boots, the famous westemer had drawn a big crowd 
completely blocking the sidewalk. Pausing to listen, Robert became engrossed in the on-going 
struggles of the IWW. He noticed several of the men in the crowd were "rednecks," wearing red 
bbandannas around their throats in sympathy with the Ludlow coal miners who were being crucified by 


Rockefellers henchman LaMont M. Bowers, an old-school boss working to keep the United Mine 


‘Workers from unionizing the Colorado Fuel and Iron Company. This was what Robert considered the 
crime of the century (sofa). 

“What is it bout the color red?” he wondered, eying two fairies with red camations in their 
lapels eying the crowd of men without a bother on them or a disapproving glance from passers-by to 
‘whom they were simply another type of New Yorker--not invisible but equal participants inthe life on 


the streets, though sometimes risking their necks for thei right to be there. 
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Robert supported the labor union's class-conflict interpretation of American politics. He 
valued Haywood’s stories told in a heavy Wester draw! about the murders of its striking. members by 
the hired guns of rich capitalists, about his adventures in the Wild West, and about his friendship with 
former president and New York Police Chief Teddy Roosevelt who won elections by embracing and 
‘embodying the myths of the West. The boisterous crowd was composed mostly of unskilled Italian 
immigrants new to America’s political process, ignored by the skilled members of the conservative 
‘American Federation of Labor Unions. They were assiduously courted by the radical IWW out to 
redress all the wrongs ofthe capitalist system and to give everybody a place in the American Dream, 

White fantasying lasciviously of Dicky’s bath-night revelries, Robert was suddenly accosted by 
‘wo brightly adomed fairies who recognized him from the Drag Ball. They wanted to say hello, Having 
just come from the cinema across the street, they were both in a high tizzy. 

“Hlave you seen The Chase yet, Gorgeous?” the taller of them asked, pointing across the street 
{naan excitement that had him practically frothing at his painted mouth, 

“It is to die for!” the shorter, Evil-lynn squealed. 

“Not He is to die for or my name ain't Sissy Shortcake!” 

“Oh, really?" Robert asked with a growing interest. He hadn't seen any ads forthe film 

“Yes, reallly! He's as heavenly as your boyfriend, Gorgeous.” 

Sissy thought the actor must be French. The picture was made in Paris. Evil-lynn said the usher 
‘Howie (with the fabulous buns), told her the actor’s name appropriately meant “cake” in French. The 
‘wo gogaled a few ofthe Italian men passing after confiding to Robert they were just “cooling down” 
before joining the queue to see The Chase again. Then they intended to spend the evening heating up 
by getting as much "sausage meat” as they could “ea.” 

‘They were joined by three oftheir friends who also remembered Robert from the Drag Ball, 


asked about his "husband" and about the wondrous Trade withthe lavender eyes, and squealed over 
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“The Frog” in The Chase. They had seen it twice and were planning to join the queue across the street 
to sce him a third time and to flirt with the ushers who wore the tights, dreamiest maroon uniforms 
‘With gold brocade on their broad chests and provocatively dangling epaulets on their luscious broad 
shoulders. The consensus was they were Gotham at its finest! 

Less stimulated than previously by the IWW's trugaes in Paterson, New Jersey, Robert 
stepped off the overerowded sidewalk into the traffic stalled by the color red on one ofthe new-fangled 
trafic lights. Suddenly, the trafic bounded into motion. He began dodging it, thinking how ths urban 
skill of is had recently transcended utility and taken on a deeper mode of meaning with the naming of 
the new Brooklyn baseball team. "Baudelaire was right the heroism of modem life is being bom inthe 
primal scene in the streets” With his portraits ofthe fairies wast he learning to speak from within the 


traffic in order to heal deep psychic and social wounds in the present, ashe had wrestled in life's 


‘moving chaos with the complexities and contradictions of the past at Gaywyek?-- "For there is atime 


Jor every purpose an for every work." 
Not finding the prospect of being run over by the traffic attractive, he returned to the sidewalk 

an dodged the hubbub by walking wp the steps into Union Square Pak stoping a moment to reise a 

thee copy of The Vilagr being offered by its editor, Eugene Foster, from behind a table et up with 


pamphlets and copies of the a newspaper. “I subscribe, Mister Foster” he told the man he knew was 


‘married to Vadriel’s former wife, having seen him at a Cooper Union event at which Placidia had 
spoken. The editor smiled, thanked him, and wished him a good day. 

“Great piece of Trade!” Robert thought when he heard his own name being called by a woman, 
‘true woman this time, 

‘There on a bench eating their lunch sat three of the young women who worked down the block 
in the Biograph Studio brownstone. The boldest of them, Dorothy Gish, sent him a kiss with her right 


hand and waved him over. In her left was a very large meatball hero she had just purchased from an 
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Ttalian vendor moving down the pathway selling more of his fragrant wares. 

A year before, Robert was siting in this park studying the red squirrels. Almost all of the city’s 
squirrels were the standard gray issue but the luster in Union Square was the color of Armand de 
Guise’s hair, Robert loved squirrels. He had taken a book from his local library and learned how their 


Feet worked on a ball-bearing system allowing them to tur in all different directions, (“They are 


related to rats!” Vadriel had disdainully instructed; “Which of us rich people isn’t their kin?” Robert 
hhad replied.) On that day, while he sat studying the rodents, these same three young women sat down 
across from him on a break from their work with Mister Griffith, He did not recognize them, 

‘Their eyes had met. Dorothy smiled at him. She was under siege from three tame squirrels 
looking for handout, She had dark brown hair and large sparkling dark eyes. One of them she slowly 
‘winked at him, Suddenly he recognized her and her two friends. He had seen them many times on the 


sereen, With a devilish smirk he also knew from the pictures, Dorothy raised her hand and waved 


over by wigaling a finger. Dorothy's sister Lillian poke her. Ther tnir friend Mary laughed and 
blushed shaking her long golden bologna curls from the force of her tremendous amusement at 
Dorothy’ gregariousnes and Lillin’s outraged propriety. 

“We-my sister Lillian here and my friend Mary there--were wondering who you are.” Dorothy 
‘had said as he crossed the path to them. 

“Dorothy Lillian quickly exclaimed and blushed and laughed. She had light, silver-brown hair 
and big blue eyes. Her face was molded with uncanny delicacy. “Excuse my sister's absence of 
manners, pleas, st?" Robert never would have guessed she and Dorothy were sisters; until he knew he 
could not see a resemblance inthe shape of thei faces. 

“Well, /ceriinly was wondering, Lilian!” Mary had declared, “Just who are you si? You 
ook like a Walking Gent to me. Doesn't he look like a Walking Gent to you, Dorothy?” 


“Oh, I'd cast him as a gent any day, Mary!” 
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Robert joined in their laughter and told them he knew who they were though he did't know 
who they were By that he meant he didn’t know thoi names except for Litle Mary and her New York 
ha. His was Robert Gaylod. “live down the block ia Gramerey Park” 
“And Lam Dorothy Gish. This is my sister Lilian. And this is our bes friend Mary Pickford.” 
‘A year ate, afer several coincidental mectings inthe park, now holding the nearly expling 
‘meatball hero, Dorothy invited him to help her eat it. The other two had politely refused, Lillian 
explained they couldn’ afford to plate ther desss; hey ha lady tart fl in them and 


“Mister Griffith would be furious if they ruined them. “We should have changed. We didn’t.” 


“Furious!” Mary demonstrated by stamping her feet in imitation of ther boss's tantrums, Inthe 
‘year since they met, Mary had become a major box-office draw, left Biograph, while the Gish sisters 
hha thei first major hit in The Unseen Enemy. 

‘Shocked by her audacity, Lilian and Dorothy let out a yelp. Dorothy let out a second one as & 
‘wet meatball landed in her lap. The four of them silently stared at the errant wet, sauey blob. 

“Damn” Dorothy cursed with hands raised high afraid to budge the sopping thing for fear of 
enlarging the stain “Blame it on that Frenchman!” 

“Have you seen The Chase, Robert? Lillian asked eying the meatball and rolling her 
bbewitchingly expressive eyes. “Really, Dorothy, you are too much of a good thing.” 

“We went after work last night. We haven't been the same since.” Mary explained with a very 
serious expression on her hauntingly sweet face. She looked atthe other two young women who 
nodded with equal gravity before busting into peal of rejoicing laughter. 

“Hley, kids a young red-headesd, Irish girl called to them. She was coming in ther direction 
‘with a young, dark, poctic-looking young man on her arm. Both were waving furiously. 

‘The four waved back. The two newcomers approached, took one look atthe meatball stil in 


‘Dorothy's lap and whistled their response in unison. “Naughty, naughty, Miss Geesh!” the woman 
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scolded imitating Mister Griffith who offen teased the Gish sisters for not changing their names as he 
‘wished. Wagging a finger as if speaking to child, she added: “He ain’t gonna like that, Missy!” 

“He sure ain't, Miss Troublemaker Geesh,” the young man added with a villan's snarl 

“Oh, crap!” Dorothy agreed. Turing to Robert she introduced him to two more people he knew 
by face but not by name. (He had just seen them both in Griffith's stone-age fantasy Man's Genesis and 
the had loved the git! in The Sands of Dee.) “This is Mae Marsh and Bobby Harron. They work with us 
at Biograph.” With a hoyden’s nod she gave his name to the two sil staring in dismay atthe meatball 

“We used to work with her, Rober,” Mae sighed reaching forthe meatball, “I haven't had 
Junch. Do you mind, Dot?” 

“No, help yourself, Mae.” She offered the rest ofthe sandwich to Bobby who happily accepted 
itand took a huge bite like one famished. 

“You sure, Dot?” he asked with a fall mouth, 

“Yeah, I'm sure, Suddenly I'm not hungry any more.” 

So, what'd you think?” Lillian asked, intently studying the dark stain on Dorothy's lap. 

“Hlave you seen The Chase, Robert?” Mae asked. "No? Well, you're in fora treat. You were 
right, folks. The young French guy's a daub! He's the cat's whiskers!” Having finished the meatball, 
Mae giggled and fanned her face withthe handkerchief she was using to wipe her hands. “Isn't he 
‘great, Bobby? My brother Oliver would sure love to photograph him for a picture!” 

‘Bobby Harron nodded. He looked at Robert and their eyes locked as they recognized deep 
affinities. Robert was surprised to see how handsome and vibrant the dark-haired, dark-eyed actor was 


in the flesh; on screen he had no sensual 


only a lovely wistfulness. “Yeah, Mae,” Bobby muttered 


stil in the throes of envy. “The guy's really a daub. If | could do what he does 
You wouldn’t be working for Mister Griffith.” Dorothy Gish interrupted. The others nodded in 


agreement. “And that is a fact as true as this damn stain on my pretty skirt!” 


CHILDREN OF PARADISE/262 

(Only Mary laughed, a laugh she hastily explained to Robert Gaylord: “Mister Griffith would 
find,.ill find the French boy's attractions vulgar. Is ‘vulgar the right wor, Lillian.” 

Lillian nodded. “Vulgar will do nicely, Mary, dear. You see, Mister Griffith s only interested in 
capturing our souls, Robert He's interested in our minds and in our hearts, not very much in our bodies 
excep as they express our souls and except when they stray from Billy's shots.” 

Dorothy looked at her treasured sister shaking her head in wonder, “What Lilian means, 
Rober, is this Frenchman is too violently vulgar inthe most violently sexy way! His presence on sercen 
‘would give..will befor Mister Griffith too much of a bad thing as far as he's concemed, Ifyou catch 
‘my drift? Mister Griffith sa minister at heart and the movies are his pulpit.” 

“The Frog's to die for Mae March concluded looking at er watch. "What think of those big 
head shots? 

Bobby Harton grunted a particu 

“1's time to go back to work everybody!" 


lave you ever seen anything so darn nifty? 1 wanna look like that, please!" 


approval that only Robert fully understood. 


illian announced. “Tur your skint around, Dorothy. 


Don't tum your back on camera! I'll explain your meatball routine to Billy. Scoot!” 


Robert walked his friends across the park right to the stoop oftheir workplace where men were 
carting boxes and erates up the stairs. The talk was of the head shots. Lillian explained how the front 
office guy Henry Marvin hated them because he sad he paid forthe whole actor and the background 
‘went fuzzy and people woulda’ understand where the rest ofthe actor went! Mister Griffith asked 
Marvin if he could see all of him while they were talking and wasn't the door behind him indistinet and 
‘whatever he put on the sereen was something Marvin and everyone else saw a thousand times a day! 
He also said the close-up helped his actors be more natural, less exaggerated and socing the actor's face 
the audience could read his expression and interpret the action for themselves. Close-ups had to be used 
sparingly, like exclamation point. It was his job, be insisted, to make people see. 


Before they parted, Robert invited his actor friends to the exhibit of his photographs. They 
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promised to go take a lok the minute they hada free second. Mary took his hand and suid goodbye. 
“They're all moving uptown before they goto California again. My company is going to find the 
endless sunshine the eamera needs to make its wonderful pictues. I you come ou that way, promise 
you'll come see us. work with Lasky now. I came to have lunch with them today. We picture people 
all know each other, Just ask anybody. They'll ell you where to find ws. Bye, again, Robert, Iryou ever 
need work asa Walking Gent just lt one of us know. Good luck with your picture show!” 

He continucd on his way to the Blossom Box with quick-time in his step, The line wating to 
get ito The Chase was a doozy. He'd have to buy a sandwich to tde him over to Tea. He was hoping 


the Italian with the meatballs might still be around when be got back tothe park; but with that huge 


crowd listening to 


Bill talk, he would be wiser to pop 


Wo the Automat, There was no quicker way 
to cat in New York City if you wanted to sit down than the Automat. He knew he would have to 
prepare himself for hasty kisses all around. Half the fairies and the Trade who attended the Drag Ball 
‘would be lounging in the Village's Automat. According to Dicky, all kinds of “quickies” were 
available there day and night. Who knew’? 

“The Frog’s name means cake in French? Gatteau? Croquette? I'l have to ask Howie with the 
fabulous buns. Petit pain? Bulle de petit pan? Fesses is buttocks. Bulle de fesses or just bullefesses for 


bubble butt? I'l bet Armand will know...” 


CHAPTER EIGHT 
Alfred Gage Il stood smoking a cigar at The Elms ashe listened to his contractor Johnny Boleshin 


expres his regard for Mister MeKim’s pavilion plans and for his employee, 


I Sanger's blueprints, 
For over two decades, the four men had collaborated keeping the large house in tip-top condition. 
“So, you're pleased, Johnny.” Gage asked, his ice-blue eyes full of concer. He was a tall man 


with steel-gray hair and a powerful, large, well-maintained frame; had McKim and White designed his 
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body, Gage could not have been better proportioned. It was obvious where Freddie got his looks. 
“Yes, sir! I never seen anything like it! The ventilation system's damn ingenious. Where's the 
ceiling fan from? When I saw its dimensions I reckoned it a mistake! The oak struts hold it fine!” 
“Its from the new Vail shipbuilding yard in Brooklyn, fl arrive in three days with the erane 
nd its operator and two sky-boy welders. At the rate the men are working, you'll be ready for them, 


Johnny. Is the new light steel they're using on the skyscrapers. It would be scary as hell swimming 


‘under that propellerlike monster if McKim hadnt devised the drop esiling with the tiny vents." 

“They'll be invisible from the ground, sir. You won't even feel a breeze! Daman fine work, sir! 
‘As usual! With the upper windows the Pavilion'l look like a new wing. No one'l know it's a single 
‘two-story rom, I've ordered the windows and the French doors from Murkle’s, sir, as you said, The 
stone patio’s slate is on the ready from Maine. We just may finish before the freeze.” 

‘The contractor continued discussing the details ofthe project while the bulldozer beyan to 
perfect the hole in progress and six men mixed cement. Alfted Gage, Senior, listened attentively with 
his eyes full of admiration for Johnny Boleshin. It was this intense, sincere look of respect for people 
‘who did their jobs well that made the wealthy entrepreneur admired as few men of his achievement 
‘were in America. He was among the two percent who had sixty percent of America's personal wealth 
Unlike Frick oF Rockefeller, he would never order militias to shoot (and kill) striking workers; like 
‘Carnegie, he gave away enormous amounts of money in practical causes to better the lives of the 
people maintaining his corporate behemoth. 

Gage had an almost magical connection with the so-called "common man." His success in the 
‘newspaper racket was due to his understanding of what they wanted. He often said he was in the 
business of telling them stories. "In my New York Journal | turn Gotham into movie adventures and 
sensational drama." The print division of his empire was based on single-copy sales at one penny a 


paper. His estimation of the reading appetites of immigrants was higher than many of his reformist 
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friends. When daily prayers were replaced by a daily paper, he was one of the fastest to build 
‘newspaper stands and to hire hoards of newsboys~-none of his ever went on strike. 

‘His paper was a blend of authoritative and raffish journalism and progressive muckraking, He 
served up investigative reporting, instruction on how to survive in the city, comics, cheer leading for 
the Democratic party, adventures and truc-life soap operas about tycoons and trusts, cops and crooks, 
‘madonnas and whores, and lately movie stars. He did not invent this successful editorial formula. He 


took 


hole from his friend Joe Pulitzer, a once penniless Hungarian immigrant whose paper The 
‘World relied on the "monster story"--one with a melodramatic hook to whip up moral and sentimental 


outrage day after day after day. 


Pulitzer got it from Frank Leslie. He invented it during the Civil War, the first monster story, 
‘The owners of papers these days were less like entrepreneurs and more like burghers similar tothe new 
‘motion picture studio bosses. And as Pulitzer said of their papers: “not only cheap but bright, not only 


bright bu large, not only large but truly democrat 


Gage was now eying the cinema with this 
program in mind. 

“The political panies were his primary supporters atthe start oF his newspaper career. He wasn 
editor politician until the advertisers and subscribers started demanding objective reporting. Being his 
readers soe source of news, he leaned how to select and package material from the world giving i 
condor and narrative rive. And, most importantly, swagger. He forged through creativity, cunning, and 
force a set of arrangements with customers, competitors, governments, advertisers, production 
files, and distribution networks generating both a fortune inexperience and another in money. He 


also hired away Pulitze's brightest stars 


1 genius for scoops” when Pulitzer was dying. He added 
Joe Medil's stars from the The Chicago Daily News when he was dying. The imperious Medill also 
hhad no interested son to leave his empire to when he died. 


Gage deeply regretted having cutoff his son’s allowance. Using money as a weapon repulsed 
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him, as did using it s a means of coercion in politics or marrage or business ventures. “Jefferson was 
right." he thought: "banking establishments are more dangerous than standing armies." Certain Freddie 
could have been brought home in a less brutal manner, he had argued with his wife to no avail: their 
boy's fascination with the handsome, gifted actor would probably pass as most attachments did in time, 
‘What i his sons love forthe remarkable young man dd die? What then? 

Gage had never been impressed by a performer as he was by Gatino in Rome. Being susceptible 
to beauty, he knew he would have been captivated by the young man's undeniable charms had they not 
been of the same sex, fat of nature obviously not applying to his beloved son; "Freddie probably felt 
as if the radiance ofthe sun and moon were his private propery.” Now the boy's dejection would move 
tigers and wolves to tears 

‘Was Florence concemed about the Gage line dying out? How could it happen with Evangeine 
+0 obsessed with having babies? The story ofthe Osbome clan not wanting their daughter on moral 
rounds was patently hypocritical trash One ofthe recent governors inthe family was rightly 
investigated for influence peddling: he avoided jail only through judicious deal-making and help from 
the Gage newspaper chain. Rational, Florence could name six other equally “grand” scons who would 
fall over themsetves to marry Evangeline's dowry and trust fund 

Alfred Senior patiently pointed out to Florence there were many confirmed bachelors in New 
‘York City society with Freddie's unorthodox passions living alone or with other men with similar 
Interests. He considered them honorable “homosexual” men, more honorable than dozens of his 
“heterosexual” business associates. (He put quotation marks around those macaroni pieces of jargon.) 

eehaps his having grown up destitute had something todo with his attitude toward sex? All 
this talk by corrupt politicians and dollar-<runk doctors about fairies and working-class men with 
foreskns, most of whom would be dead before forty from mind-numbing labor, angered him severly. 


It struck him as yet another ploy fostered by power junkies and religious fanatics, Who cared how men 
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‘who worked so hard for so litle got their much-needed sexual release? Why deny them a few minutes 
of pleasure? “You want to bette’ ther lives” he thought, “don't deny them, supply them as Camegic 
‘as with his ibraies and his big music hall on $7th Suect ia Manhattan.” 

“Maybe it was his vast experience ofthe world? He started working when he was four. He 
‘walked along road line collecting loose pieces of coal fr his mother's stove and heating fire. She 
‘was dead from tuberculosis before he reached six, as were her five other children. His father did a fit 
‘ith an aunt, Another sunt raised him. She support them both as a prostitute It was a degrading, 
‘mean life and she died a miserable, a grotesque death from syphilis. The agonizing deaths of those he 
loved throughout his life tormented him stil. 

[Now the son he loved with his entre soul looked near death (So did the only wornan he ever 
really loved.) Gage was pleased when their son became a champion swimmer, as pleased as when he 
rejected all the Harvard hoop-la with the amoral, moncy-driven, closcd-shop mentality making 


Evangeline's Osborne boy so revolt 


if art history was what Freddy wanted, then it was fine with his 


father as long as he found a way to use it to win his independence in the world. What he wanted most 


‘was for Freddie to be happy inthis short time given us to be alive. Happy meant being independent in 
the world, abe to live as he chose to live with whom he wished to live. 
Concluding his meeting with Johnny Boleshin and approving the unusually large work erew— 


“You're gi 


jing work to half the men on the East End, sir!-the senior Gage went for a walk alone on the 
‘beach. It had not come as a surprise to him that Freddie was passionately in love with a man, How 
could it have after a dozen summers with him disappearing straight ahead into the masculine realm of 
Gaywyck where loving men was the norm? He shoved no interest in the girls at the country club. It 


‘was the boys he raved about with the heated glimmer in his eyes. 


dng back withthe twenty-twenty of hindsight, Alfred Senior deemed it obvious Freddie 


‘was intended-"By whatever god decides these things!"-to be a lover of men. His job as a loving 
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parent, he concluded, was to, first help him over this emotional crisis, and secondly get him back on his 
feet-hence the rush on the pool-and thirdly get him back into the world where he could meet somone 
‘with whom he could build a satisfying life. Freddie’s self achieved financial and spiritual independence 
factored in here or true freedom would never be won. A free ride was a form of imprisonment. 

He believed the seoret of Florence's decline was her fear of Freddie's discovering her 
‘manipulations at St. Bonnet du Gard. Having witnessed the seismic impact of his heartache and the 
debilitating afte-shocks, she believed she had committed an unpardonable sin-a crime of the heart, 
‘Was there a way out of this tight comer of her own devising? 

He looked at his watch. It was time for him to go back to the house and change for lunch, Vail's 
ex-wife was expected and he missed her first visit, He remembered her from Newport. She was a feisty 
creature with a lovely speaking voice, deep and musical, She was a smart woman married to one of 
those progressive men secking to save the world. Gage read The Villager with interest, (If there was a 
‘war in the near future, he knew the paper would probably be shut down and Eugene Foster put in jail 
for sedition and anarchism: "So much forthe First Amendment") 


Freddie was in good spirits at breakfast. He had spontaneously kissed his father on the cheek in 


the breaktast room. “Hi, ya, Pop!” he said 


‘8 wink. “Thanks for the pool! It's the best gift you've 
‘ever given me!” His father’s heart felt such relieFat the show of tenderness, once a common 
‘occurrence, his eyes filled with tears of gratitude. 

‘The good humor could only be atributed to Placidia Foster, not to her blue-stocking, spinster 
‘Aunt Abigail, being among the expected party. Nor could it be attributed to the presence of Father 
Carey whom Freddie had never met. Alfred Senior had met the blu, strong-looking, plain speaking 
blond priest several times. He was on the committse with him to solve Calvary Church’s steeple 
problem. This meant he and Vail, the rich neighbors and parishioners, would be buying them a new 


‘one, When Placidia informed Florence the priest was preaching at St. Andrews in Southampton, @ note 
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‘was sent inviting him to lunch, too. 

‘Coming toward him on the beach at a decent clip was his son waving and calling, “Dad! Dad!” 
He stopped to let Freie jin him. On impulse he opened his arms as he ad done countless times 
‘when Freddie was a boy. Freddie laughed, quickened his steps, and graceflly leaped into them. 
Bella Maria and Pier Agnelli sat in a Parisian cinema watching The Chase for the third time, Filming A 
arouse! Romance was to begin in two days. Agente by Naum, both actresses were cas: one a the 
rich society matron and the other a her (love interest) daughter. Neither had worked before a camera 
before; on Stefano’s orders, they were studying Gattino’s every move and every absence of a move. 

“He makes it look so damn easy!" Pier Agnelli whispered in awe, 

“He says it isnt easy but it's simple enough.” 

“T must remember to keep my mouth shat ight when I'm not speaking. Some of “em lok lke 


fish! Ob! He doesn’t blink during his close-ups. Every ti 


there's something new not todo!” 

‘When the film ended, the audience stood and cheered. Inthe Parisian dusk afterward, the two 
actresses agred it was the appropriate response. They had planned! to have alight meal together before 
their respective curtains, but Bela Maria begged off. “I have an errand I must do, dearest. I'l see you 
at the rehearsal tomorrow. Now don't ret. At least we don’t have to worry about fubbing lines." 

‘The following morning, after Naum Rozenbery's spiritual breakfast, Camillo took a warm bath 
(scented with lavender and peony essence). He trimmed his nals. Working such long hous rehearsing 
{so new roles, inventing routines forthe new film, keeping himself in tip-top physical condition, he 
hadn't time forthe most basic things, such as clipping his toenails. Tending to his fet as instructed by 
his podiatrist on Bella Maria’s suggestion, Camillo prepare forthe upcoming scene devised for him by 
the olde actress during her surprise vis 


to the Palais Royale after her third viewing of The Chase. 


“Now for a good-luck dab of money,” he thought reaching for the French scent given him by 
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‘Thérése, the scent she called “money” because it was so expensive. He judiciously placed it “where 
angels longed to tread,” in the great tragedienne’s phrase. 

[Not donning a robe, Camillo re-entered the bedroom, crossed 10 where Rozenberg lay reading 
the morning paper, and straddled him without warning. “Haven't you had enough, mio fesoro?” 

“No! I want more!” His Russian lover laughed reaching for the source of the indescribable 
fragrance only to have his hand slapped. “Not more of sha!” 

“More of what, then?” 

“I want more money for A Carousel Romance, Mister Producer for Pathé Fréze Paris.” 

“You are paid more than anyone else on the picture! You are paid more than ten-times what 


Griffith pays. You are: 


paid what that money-grubbing Little Mary bitch is being paid. That is 
‘hat you originally demanded of me! Be reasonable. And get off me!” Camillo took Rozenberg's 
hand and placed it were it was going when the conversation began, The older man sighed with a 
pleasure he knew he would never outgrow. “With that lunatic artiste Tourmeur at its helm the expenses 
far surpass" 

“As will your profits, Mister Producer for Pathé Frére Paris! Thanks to your extraordinary skills 
they grow as Iam growing now under your tutelage, see? However.."-with a single move he 
disengaged himself-",.nothing will row if 1am not taking part! Voila! All gone!" 

“Not quite. should be so lucky. All gone, indeed!” 

“You take my point, Mister Producer? 

“Are you threatening me, Gatino? We have a contract remember!” 

“Yes, [ remember. And yes, I threaten no tobe on the set this moming if you do not give me 
‘my salary plus ten percent ofthe gross receipts, Mister Rozenberg. Plus ten percent! Sue me! 

“A percentage!? Have you gone paczo? 1 already split with a partner!” 

“Only in your distribution company. Not in your new production company.” 
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“That's not true I've now a full New York partner in all my picture deals.” 
“Who?” 
“Td rather not say, Gatino, my love. Please put on a robe! I is impossible to think 
"Who is it?” Camillo repeated while impatiently donning a robe and slippers. 
“Hle’s a visionary financier, of course! One must always have a professional money person on 
board these days. There is too much at stake-" 
“Exactly! My point exactly! Hell never miss my cut, Mister Mogul for Pathé Frere Paris” 
Rozenberg shook his head, “He won't understand why an actor should- 


“Helen Gardner has her own studio | am not Nijinsky working for expenses because his boss is 


always broke! Ob, I don’t care who our financial partner is or what he thinks! I'l be your sifent partner 


‘when divvying up the receipts. Appropriate, no? Silent partner? 


lave we a deat? Instead of shaking on 
it, you ean just shake ie if your wish.” 

Knowing by his demeanor Gatino meant business, Rozenberg laughed, motioned his new 
partner to come closer, and reached into the robe to confirm the deal. He was thinking of the ways he 


‘could juggle the books as he was currently juggling the body parts when Camil 


fave him he name of 
his new aecountant-"A man suggested by Max Linder”-ho would be auiting the books once a 
‘mont, He follow this information with the name of his new lawyer who would be calling today for 
4 appointment" will not st foot on the st without an amended contract! Capech?™ 

[lee Scudder, deeply tanned, fve-oot nine, str bul his thick, black curly air newly washed, 
steppe out of his house onto its red-brick sidewalk ito Grove Place. He knew he was "ook racly* 
and feeling indomitable. He loved being held fas in what he deemed the sweet molasses of love. At 
dawn he summed it up to Maurice with a sighed, “By, ove! That was someting like!" Now, he had 


‘our hours to each downtown's Wall Street. He and his beloved Maurice were going out to dinner to 
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celebrate the thied anniversary of their meeting. He was dressed in his best new suit. 

‘On impulse, since he was "off out a bit,” he decided to walk up to 14th Street on Seventh 
Avenue, dawale in Union Square listening to “free speech” in action, then take the subway downtown. 
He loved riding the subway. He loved walking in Greenwich Village because he loved the way men 
‘admired him, boldly whisting under the breaths when he sauntered by them. He loved returning their 
smiles, innocently winking ihe found them attractive. He meant no harm. Nothing would come of it. It 
‘was fun to flirt. The admiration made him feel no longer rough and ugly, no longer a gormless estate 
‘manager. It made him feel deserving of Maurice’s love, of his mates at Gaywyck. If once in a while a 
‘man was 100 aggressive, Alec knew how to handle it without being midlin’ rough or giving offense: 
“I'm on a dash, si. Next time, Aye.” 

“What's your hurry, pretty boy/?* 

“1h eateh 


Pm late, 


“Why not catch it before it gets any later’? You won't be sorry. I promise you won't 


~ Thanks.” 


“You got it quite correct I'm sure, sit. I got to catch a train at once. Bye, 
“English, ch? Pleasures all mine, prety lad. Yeah, aye, maybe next time.” 
Just walking down the street in Manhattan gave him pleasure. Not unlike London, the streets 
‘were crowded. Unlike London, most of the people he walked amongst now were forcigners like him, 
Unlike him, many did not speak English. Many shop windows had signs advertising work for people 
‘who spoke English. Scudder was eager to find work even though Maurice told him he never had to 
‘work again. DeGuise paid extremely well. He could be a fancy boy. kept with choes on satin pillows if 


the wanted. He could be cared for as if he were Maurice's wife. 


He had no desire to go on a holiday for the rest of his lifelike a rich stock-broker’s tart, For one 
thing, his body was getting aches from lack of use. His sharing with Maurice could be pretty strenuous, 


yet even at twice a day it wasn’t half the physical work-out he was used to from chopping wood or 
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poaching or moving heavy things. He loved the swimming and running and horseback riding and ball 
‘games at Gaywyck; they reminded him how much his body craved being active and he craved his own 
‘earnings. He hated having Maurice dish it out like so much sausage. Even the rich people in America 
‘worked hard ifthe incessant talk of business at Gaywyck was proof of anything. Maurice understood 
his Alee had to work to stay happy and healthy. Playing in the surf be had said he wanted him to take 
his time, have a Look round for something he really wanted to do. 

lee was crossing the busy Fifth Avenue thinking how lucky Brian was to be caretaker of an 
estate on the sea like Gaywyck when he saw two men struggling to carry a heavy keg down a steep 
fight of brownstone steps stright ahead. He quickened his pace reaching them justin time to keep 
them from dropping thei load, 

“Thanks, son,” the shorter man withthe mustache said, “We could’a killed ourselves.” 

“Jeez, Billy. That was damn close.” 

“What is this thing, sie?” 

‘Gunpowder, son.” 

‘The two men laughed at Alee’s shocked expression. 


“Gunpowder, 


i? What's all this place?” 
“We make movies here, son. My names Bitzer. Billy Bitzer. This here's my good frend Adam 
Kessel. He makes movies, to. His company forgot to order gunpowder for wo explosions and we 
have six keys of the stuff leftover in our basement storeroom.” 
“We start shooting tomorrow. Billy's helping me out. Can you give usa hand, son?” 
“Scudder. My name is Scudder, si. Alec Scudder. Only Alec just” 
“Well, Mister Scuer, the storeroom's overflowed ito the hallway. We can't open the damn 
basement doot! We have to carry these kegs up into the foyer then down these steep steps! 


Everybody's too busy to help us. You want to make a few bucks? Il give you an apron.” 
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“I eould not accept a penny from you, sir. Not just for being of assistance.” 
Billy Bitzer laughed delightedly. “Will you take a penny if hire you to help us clear out the 


storeroom? The fire department's come down hard on us for being a hazard.” 


‘Scudder nodded. Clearing up messes was one of his specialties, “Let us begi 
“I thought I might take Freddie and Father Tom to the pictures in town after lunch,” Placa 


announced half-way through the meal. “Only if you thi 


8 good ida, Florence. Ifyou don’ think it 
will re our Freddums out” 
“Oh, please let me go, Mother, please’? I've been good since we've been here, haven't 1?” 
Apa stl over the table replacing what had been very high spirits, 
“Anyone can be good in the country,” Freddie!” Placidia quoted from a favorite play. 
“Yes, but only ifone has something sensational to read onthe tain while coming and going!" 
ies Father Tom completed the game. 
‘The three laughed while the other three looked at each other lost in the same maze of ignorance, 


Such as our di 


‘Aunt Abigail broke the silence: “I do not enjoy the flickers. They give me headaches.” 

“Of course you can go, Freddie. You aren’t a prisoner here, my dear.” 

Alfred looked across the table at his wife. He loved her for the courage she displayed by letting 
their son go back into the world. He could tll by the look of distress on her careworn face how much it 
took out of her. She loved their boy enough to risk losing him: for that Alfred knew he would be 
eternally grateful to her as he watched all the lights go out of her eyes. 

“This is a magnificent lunch, Mrs. Gage.” Father Tom said helping himself to seconds of the 
fish salad quite alert to the change in the eyes of his hostess. “I'll need @ walk before we go sit in the 
pictures. Who's up fora walk on the beach? I promise we won't go al the way to Amagansett.” 


“Not me!” Placidia insisted. “Aunt Abigail and I had our walk on the beach this morning. I 
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always get very nostalgic visiting this neck of the woods. My former husband has a house not far from 
here. We came out offen to escape the erush at Newport. The East End ar has a fragrance all its own. 
‘The moist light from all the reflecting cutle holes is unique. How I love the granny-apple green 
sunsets! Besides, I want to stay and visit with Florence before we vanish into town forthe entire 
‘afternoon. Do you mind staying put?” 

Florence lied and said she did not mind at all, 

“You can come and stay with us whenever you wish, Placidc! And the pool will have two 
‘Olympic-sized lanes! It will soon be finished, won't it, Dad?” 

“I hope so, son. I ned to go check on my workmen, Father Thomas. When they come out for 
‘me on the weekends we feed them lunch. | want to make certain everything is up to snuff.” 

“It's like an old-fashioned bam raising out there, Mister Gage!” 


“It's off-season for the farmers. They can use the work, Father,” Aunt Abigail explained, 


“Well, I guess that leaves you and me, Freddi 
‘The air was warm; the sea was at low tide; the sky was the softest blue; and the white clouds 
‘were gauzy as smoke pufls. Sea binds were everywhere. Placidia’s comments about the fragrance and 
the density of the light were apt, much appreciated by Father Tom who had not been able to explain 
why the golden moment before dusk on the previous night had reminded him of an amber encasement. 
‘The two walked along the flat, white beach in silence until they were clear of the house. Father 
‘Tom led them toward a large piece of driftwood asking, “Why do you think Carmine left you, Fred?” 
‘Startled, Freddie exclaimed in sudden anger: “He left me for his Russian warrior boyfriend!” 
“Why, Fred? I want to know wy he left you, Feed.” 
“Because he no longer loved me, Father! He loved his theater career more than me!” 
“Do your really believe that? I don’t and neither do your friends.” 


‘My friends? What friends?” 
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“Those we have taken to calling The Gramercy Four!” 

Fred lnighed. His anger subsided, immediatly supplanted by sorrow, “He told mein his 
note, Father, He loves his rich Russian warir and he loves his career.” 

“He signed the note “Gatno." He wrote the not in Italian, Kalin snot the language of his 
heart, Do you really believe he doesnt love you anymore, Fret?" 

“No” Surprised by the priest's knowledge, Freie sobbed aloud. Tears started to flow very 
rapidly and very ho." know he loves me. Jost not enough tha all.” 

Father Tom got him settled on the driftwood, pt his am around the rocking shoulders, and 
waited, quoting silently to himself a few favorite lines from the final canto of Dante's Paradiso, “.,.as 
1 grow worthier to see/ the more [looked the more unchanging semblance/ appeared to change with 
every change in me." The moment the tears subsided the priest went in forthe kill. “Did Carmine know 
your account atthe bank was lose?” 


“Yes, he did, Father. The letter from my father’s bank manager in Paris, Monsieur Fi 


the last transfer into my account was to be the final one. I went to Paris to have him sell my shares in 
Dad's companies.” 

wand?" 

“1 have no shares! Forain told me what | had was an overdraft account automatically cleared by 
‘my mother. She was keeping me solvent atthe bank. I guess she didn’t want me to know. She was 
afraid 'd be embarrassed I couldn't make it on Dad's unbelievably generous monthly stipend, When I 
‘ook back on it I can't believe I couldn’t manage on what he sent! I never knew where the money went? 
It was as ifsomeone picked my pocket when I wasn’t looking! It sounds weird, Father, but I never did 
“get” money, you know? It’s another foreign language to me.” 

“What did you plan to do” 


“Well, Carmine had given me his ruby stick-pin and cufflinks and a Cartier watch to sel just in 
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cease, you know? He was always very practical about money. He'd go shopping in the 


Baltasaro and come home with enough food to last us for awhile. When I went, I'd spend ten times 


age with 


‘what he spent and bring home a fraction of the food he brought home. The reat on St. Bonnet du Gard 
‘was very high even though the place is not really in Provence. He wanted to move to a small cottage 
hhe'd found on his wanderings with Baltasaro. I didn't want to leave Paradise, Now I know anywhere 
with Carmine would be Paradise.” 

“Carmine grew up very poor, didn’t he?” 

“Yes, Father, he had nothing of his own. I wanted to make up for tha, you soe. I hated taking 
hhis money. Every time he withdrew from his account, I felt sick.” 

“Is that why you threw the money at him before you fired the gun?” 


“Yes, Father,” Freddie practically whispered. 


It was the money I got selling his tuff.” 

“Tell me, what did you plan to do when there was nothing left, Fred?” 

“I didn’t have a plan, Father. I thought something would happen. It always has, you know? 
‘Someone once asked me where my money came from. I said, from my bank.’ When they asked how it 
{ot there, I said ‘somebody puts it there" I meant it” 

“1 think Carmine had a plan for you, Fred. | think he knew you would never survive broke. And 
1 agree with him. | think neither love nor money isa foreign language to him anymore, The Gramerey 
Four agree with me, So does Gervaise.” 

Freddie gasped and choked om his tears. “Ob, Father! You can shake me and you can shake me 
and nothing profound will ever pop out! I'm very shallow aren't I? 

“Nobody who has a nervous breakdown over a lost love is shallow, Fred.” 

“Fora while there, Father, I thought I was going to be one of those who from time to time dic.” 


“You 


ill be, Freddie, and so will we all be. But not for love. People die for want of money, not 


for love. Except the martyrs. That’s another ketle of fish.” 
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“Guide me, Father Tom, please.” 

“I can’t guide you, Fred. We all have our guides within ourselves. If only we would listen! 1 
will advise you to avoid the past t's done and dusted. Iwill advise you not to live in the wreckage of 
the future, Trust to love. Do what is best for you and trust to love.” 

“I.can’t go on living like this. | do hear my “guide” saying it loud and clear. [don't have a clue 


‘what to do. If he'd take me bac 


1 cannot go to him a broke invalid dont want him to pity me, I want 
him wo be happy to see me not saddened bythe sight of me.” 

“you pray the answer wil come.” 

“1 don’t know how to pray, Father.” 


“dust sit 


Fred. Ask for help to find peace, Fear eats the soul. Ask for courage to change.” 
“Ask for help and courage from whom, Father? If take a miracle to change me.’ 
“Hlelp from Whomever, Freddie. Or from Whatever. God goes by many names and guises.” 
"I do know I need to see Carmine one more time. 1 woulda’t have to talk to him or anything, 
Father. | just need to know he’s okay. I need to get the las ime I saw him out of my head. I'll never 
Forget the look of grief in his eyes. I just want see him in front of me, you know? I've got to make 
myself ready to receive his gift of love again. I'm all frozen inside, Father.” 


“Yes, Fred, | know. You could pray forthe courage to leave the house and go to the pictures, A 


ing would not constitute a miracle these days. Something tells me you won't be chasing that dream 
for too long. God works through people. Up you go! Come on! Give me your hand. Let's go together. 
‘You're no longer alone, Fred. I guarantee you'll feel the better for simply going tothe pictures.” 

‘The moment Gatino strutted out on stage as the devilish Scapin, the opening night audience atthe 
Palais Royale purred. It was clear they were in for a memorable night and not one person wished to be 


anyplace else on earth. Every time they saw him on stage or sreen they were struck afreash by his 
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‘unsurpassed beauty, as was Naum Rozenberg in the flesh. Tonight Camillo’ continuing sorrow and the 
resulting loss of weight added a new elegance to his features. Before Scapin began to speak, the critic 
‘Bakker was overcome with an awareness of his own transience and mutability; his bright eyes filled 
‘with tears as he thought: "Living with such beauty will add years to my life.” 

During the frst interval, Rozenberg exited his stage-left box to buy a coffee, He thrilled to the 
‘excitement generated by a hit show even one not his own. This Comedie audience was much more 
diverse than usual, proof of his success as a movie producer. There were young, exuberant people in 
‘every location; the balcony, or the ‘gods, was abuzz with the proletariat. Their laughter was genuit 


‘heartfelt and loud, quite blastingly loud, of a timbre not heard in the house for eons. 

(On his way tothe bar, he was stopped several times and congratulated on the boflo success of 4 
Carousel Romance. Honeymooners from al over Europe were flocking to Pars to ride on its wooden 
hhorses. The city was forced to install a cordon around the machine with a fulltime guard to prevent 
people from taking home pieces asa souvenir. If this continued there was the danger ofits breaking 
down. There was talk ofits being made a national monument like the Eiffel Tower. 

‘The crush and smoke in the bar overwhelmed. Ifa friend hadn't handed him a drink, he would 
have retumed to his box. He recognized Pyotr Tushin, a fellow merchant who exported French 
perfumes and Swiss chocolates to Russa; the two men often met atthe salon ofthe dissident exile 
‘Yulia Katkov where political discussion was based on the theories of Trotsky and Lenin. Tushin was 
deep in conversation witha tall man whose well-shaped back was tumed to Naum. It was a military 
back. The form of the man was easily imagined because it was the magnificent form of Krillov. The 
hhair was the exact color ofthe man he missed most in the world, When the man turned to scan the 
room, Rozenberg tipped his coffee atthe sight of Mikhail Vassily Krillov! 

Calming himself, he crossed the room. Tushin introduced him to “Krilloy, here on business 


{rom Petersburg.” Krillov extended his hand as if to a complete stranger. Rozenberg took the coldness 
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28 joke uni the figd smile gave a profesional waming he knew of old. Tshin talked of Gatino, of 
‘how much he and his family enjoyed 4 Carousel Romance, a film Krillov saw in Petersburg the night 
before he left for Pars. “I pulled in some favors to get a ticket fr tonight,” he confessed, smiling and 
winking at both men. 

Back in his box, Rozenberg sat stunned and confused. Why would Krillov come to Paris 
Without notifying him? Why would he pretend not to know him’? 

During the second interval, Rozenberg headed forthe bar. There was no sign of Krill. He 
paced the Dress Cirle lounge, was going down to the Orchestra when he saw Keillow alone, walking 
up towards him. Krilloy nodded, stopped on the busy staircase, and said in the bustle of those rushing 
around them, “Naumky, you don’t know me. We've just met. Take that silly grin off your face!” 

“When can I see you?” 

“I don't know yet” 

“Can you come to my party afer the performance, Krillov?" he asked loudly. 

“Yes. Tushin has kindly invited me to join him.” 

“Can you say aflerwards so we can..tIk?” was asked in a whisper, 

“Not You ae being watched. fe are being watched as we speak now. Ihave a file on you thick 
as War and Peace. You have been very foolish, Naumky.” 

“Who is watching me?” 

“Tushin for starters. And your maid Marya Ignateyeva.” 

“Ring me?" 
“Not You're phone i tapped. 

“Why are you here, my darting?” 
“I'm here to take you back to Petersburg. If you refuse, | am ordered to kill you.” 
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"Something emendous has happened!” Aflred Gage exclaimed to his wife. They stood side by side in 
the front parlor window of their Gramercy Park home watching their son race through the Park on his 
‘way uptown to begin his training for his new sales position at Macy's, Alfred hugged Florence close to 
him, “Not since the day of his Harvard acceptance leter have I been made so happy by his receiving a 
piece of mail in the morning post!” 

“Oh, Alfred! Have you gone mad? You compare his Harvard acceptance to his being accepted 
bby Macy’s emporium to sell shoes,” she sighed, taking a moment to grieve yet again for Mister Straus 
nd his wife Ida, owners of the famous department store, both of whom went down with the Titanic, "A 


Fine Arts degree from one of the best schools in the world and be is going to be measuring people's 


smelly feet! Ob, Goat I daren’t tell Evangeline when she comes down for breakfis. 

“For my sake donor tll her, Flo. Let her leave for Boston this afternoon in total ignorance of 
this tremendous occasion, I'm sure most people who shop at Macy's wash thir fect before buying now 
shoes. Or at least they put on fresh socks,” he said very seriously watching his wife's face closely 

Florence Gage laughed and put her arm around her husband's waist. “The swimming suits your 
‘waist, dear. Won't you miss him i the poot now that he is gainfully employed?” 

“He said he would come out whenever he can. We'll drive out together on weekends, maybe. 

1 give him a membership in the YMCA. I've scen to it their pools are frst rate, Someone in this 
family should take advantage of my generosity. Perhaps Evangeline and her husband...” 

‘Asa chuckling Florence led a beaming Alfred back into their breakfast room for another cup of 
hot coffee before their high-strung daughter descended upon them, Miss Jessie went racing by their 
hhouse on her way tothe Gaylords with the one-dollarhead-hunter voucher from the late Mister Macy 
clutched in her gloved fist tthe botiom of very deep pocket in her very fake-fur coat The voucher 
had arrived in her moming post. She rang the door bell vigorously 


Taio opened the door and smiled. “Your delicate ring will haunt me long after I cross the Bridge 
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‘of Dreams, Miss Jessie.” He stepped aside to let her in. “What brings you here at this hour? Won't you 
be late for work?” She waved his offer of entry aside with a flourish of her boa, 

“I just want you to tell Mister Robert that Mister Fred has been hired by Mister Macy!” 

“Oh, yes. will tll him immediately. Have you time for a cup of coffee?” 

“No, toots! Bye!” 

“Toots?” Taio repeated watching Miss Jessie race around the south-west comer of the Park and 
run up the stone stars to ring the bell on the Vailide Guise house. “Toots?” It struck him asthe oddest 
‘pronunciation of his name ever. Miss Jessie was anything if not inventive, She learned the most 
‘complicated Japanese silk-knotting techniques in under an hour to produce a spider-web base for her 
Feathers and bangles costume winning her a big prize and him a new double-stitch needle for his Singer 
sa thank-you gift. The needle was proving invaluable on the quilt he was making for his bed from 
Mister Donough’s and Mister Robert's discarded, white-cotton and silk drawers 

Miss Jessie's ring brought Ignatius to the front door. Atracta was busy serving breakfast 10 
Vadriel and Armand, Father Tom and Bishop Duncan. They were to join Mister Gage to discuss the 
new steeple for Calvary Church around the comer in twenty minutes. (The Vail Fund gave a grant for 


an 


chitectural report on the efficacy of replacing the wooden steeple with a stone one: it would never 
‘match the original stone because its source was depleted. Robert's desire to form a Preservation Society 
ina city where every generation thought it a fiscal duty to tear down everything willy-nilly and rebuild 

scatter-shot was facing its first test to honor an existing structure) Ignatius took the voucher for Dicky. 

‘He had a stake in the one-dollar voucher as part of a debt repayment plan with his spend-thrift Sister. 


“Who was that, Igy?” Dixie asked on his way to gather the necessary papers from the study. 


Iggy handed him the voucher. He grabbed Dicky’s arm to delay him. “ly need’a talk wifTy 
“L.can't now, Iggy, honest!” 


“ly ‘ada gander n'ai! Alls set ta go, mate. Relax, please?” 
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Rolling his eyes, Dicky nodded while sighing, “Yeah, yeah! So, what’s cookin"? 

“Mister Donnie wants me ta drive out ta Gaywyck wiff "is Chris'mis prezzics fa Brian and the 
‘wee-ones and the staff.” 

“Isnt it a litle early? You sure he doesn’t want you to drive them to the train’?” 

“Naw, Out there all the way by car while the weaffer ‘olds! Says some of em are breakable, 
‘mate, Like me 'eart?” 

Dicky smiled. Iggy was very well manncred lately. He conversed at every opportunity with no 
sexual innuendos or dirty puns, just pleasant, often charming chatter. Dicky was extending the 


encounters. The demure chauffeur was sexier to him now than on the raucous night of their infamous 


(super suction”) collision. “Yeah, so what?” He wants you to do a round-trip in this changeable 


‘weather? Doesn't sound like Donough. They tell me it gets dark real early out there, ya know’? 


“Ryte, mate. Drove Mister Vay'drel and 


ister Army out ta their ‘ouse once'st. They drove 
lover ta Gaywyck themselves. Gor! Was ly pissed! ly ain't never boen!™ 
“So, what’ this to me on the busiest day of my life, Igums?™* 


“ly assed Mister Donough fa ya comp'ny an’ he says i 


ister Vay drel don’ mind 
Take a round-trip out there with you in this weather and get fuckin’ killed-* 

Naw, mate! Go out an’ stay a nyte..or two. ‘E said ‘a night or nwo.” Swear!” 

“A night or two at Gaywyek?” 

“At's ryte, mate!” 

“With your” 

“Or not, mate,” Ignatius replied softly, blushing bright red. “It’s a fuckin’ great “ouse!” 


“Well, if you promise you'll let me kiss you~ 


is had been a point of contention between them as it always was with fairies and their Trade 


‘who rarely allowed kissing. It was deemed effeminate except by some of the resolute and intrepid 
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Italian borders who doted on it. (All of them were gone: three retumed home, one married, one died, all 
left Dixie bereft and in a waitand-see mode. It was the despair of her search-and-seize sisters.) 

Ignatius stood stunned by this unexpected complication and what it foretold. He asked if Dicky 
‘could accompany him because he thought his friend needed a holiday. “Ba'fore or affer, ducks?” he 
stammered playing for time, trying to discem if Dicky was taking the micky out of ignorant Iggy. 


“Before, during, and after, Ignatius Lydgate. And all over our bodies. Together.” 


Ignatius smiled and blushed an even deeper puce in expectation of things to come, He had 
‘originally been confused by how attractive he found the sleek Dicky Dugan without all the 
‘paraphernalia of the sisterhood goop on his face and head. The simple, unaffected twitch to his boyish 
butt and the androgynous Mutter of his hands and unadomed dark eyes had a sweet innocence Ignatius 
found devastatingly erotic. He could not imagine kissing Miss Dixie's violt-painted mouth. The 


smiling, pink, plump lips of Dicky Dugan he definitely wanted to hang himself on for however much 


time the gods allotted~"Mixter Dugan, the joy will be all myne 
‘Thriled to the point ofa squeal a performance Dicky knew was no longer necessary to mask 
the tenderness he was feeling, he replied sedatey, “I doubt that, Mister Lydgate. At Teast I hope not. 
‘What time do we leave for Gaywyek, hon?” 
Having been told by Philippe at a party the rent was stil being paid ito his account and Gervaise was 
stilts caretaker, Gato suggested the two Russians join him at St. Bonnet du Gard fora long wockend 
to celebrate the Winter Solstice. Scapin had played four sok-out special matinées to satisfy public 
demand; the season's schedule having been altered, he was given five nights fie in arow. He and 
Rozenberg took the midnight tran to Marsilles where a hired car was to drive them tothe hous. 
‘The Russian was a reckless driver. He ignored speed limits, zoomed and zig-zagged on both 


sides ofthe road, honked at cariage horses causing noisy alterations, and went down one-way streets 
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the wrong way whenever it suted him. This was why Gatino refused to motor with the man-"If we are 
killed, Naumky, I atleast want to be found!” 

K,illoy took an earlier train to Marseilles. Inthe vast and vastly chaotic urban station, he 
hopped a local to Avignon on a dim side platform as instructed by Gatino, shaking the agent assigned 
to guard him as Rozenberg had shaken his; he was collected by his two traveling companions as 
scheduled in the shadow of the city’s ancient walls opposite the tiny, rural railroad station. 

With great emotion, Gervaise opened the gate to Carmine. He was visibly taken aback by the 
cold and rigid sotto the flawless face, It made the sly grin satanic. At frst the housekeeper put it down 
{to Carmine's reigning himself to being back in Paradise; the eyes were the color of brass and they made 
his visage frightening by moonlight. “Something has died in my boy,” Gervaise thought watching 
Giatino glance cursorly around the winter garden, “or iti in the process of being murdered, Is this why 
hhe never answered my letters? He has gone missing!” 


"So now I am in "Paradis 


Krillov sneered, "He has obviously never seen your dacha!” 
“What can I say?” Rozenberg replied smiling. “I am astounded to be here with you now. I find 


it magnificent init slepi 


state, 


“Yes,” Gervaise hoped, “perhaps his heart is hibemating as wel 


‘The actor asked Gervaise to setle his guests. “I'm exhausted. I've been spinning like 
Chekhov's top all evening. The guest house is up those steps, through the studio, and across the stone 
bridge in the rar. I'm up top in the main house here. See you in the morning. It's a long time since 
you've been together. I wish you happy spinning, gentlemen!” 

His guests laughed happily and linked arms ex 


ly. 
“Bring the bags!” Rozenberg ordered Gervaise. The servant’ joyful expression atthe sight of 


Gatino made him ashamed of intercepting his leter. “Spin we will, rest assured, Gatino! It will make a 


well-deserved change believe you 
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Gervaise blinked at the offense Gatino seemed to ignore. “Why did my boy bring this snake 
into our Paradise?” 

Gatino smiled, looked intently at Krilloy and winked. The Russian’s flush could be read inthe 
‘moonlight, Gervaise raised his left brow deciding this visit was worrisome indeed, “It's he who is the 
snake! Le bel homme sans merci. The grin is fall of the Gioconda’s night.” Yes, Carmine had gone 
‘missing just like the famous painting swiped from the Louvre. Would either ever be found again’? 

Still wrapped in his sable coat in the master bedroom, Gatino stood talking to his image in a 
‘Noor-to-ceiling mirror. He was surprised at how litle pain he was feeling; yesterday in Paris thinking 
about Paradise had moved him to tears. “Like the carousel,” he said: “Soon this place will no longer be 
‘ours. Thank God this accatabriga Krillov is worth a Mass. He gives offbeat like Armand, He is a 
professional soldier like Coriolanus: "There is no more mercy in him than there is milk in a male tiger." 
‘And be's stupid like him, too. "He has not so much brain as ear wax.’ He'll certainly make me fonget 
my troubles." will go wash/ And when my face is fir, you shall perceive/ Whether I blush or MO." 

‘Camillo detested and adored his powerlessness. Naum both exacerbated and obliterated his, 
“ongoing grief over the loss of Paradise, his burning rage over Alfred’ not having responded to his 
pleading notes, and his scalding shame over the degrading incident of the gun. No amount of reasoning 
lifted him from a deepening, darkening depression. Insight did not bring change, Freddie's absence was 
1 gravity field too strong for him to escape. Most horribly, Love had glanced at him for a moment then 
left him to play the games of life alone. Love was an emotion through which he had enjoyed himself. It 
‘could not do things. (The love-sex had a lasting moral value: it helped him sort himself) Amidst the 
{everish babble of constant digressions, his task now was to extinguish the feelings of love remaining, 

‘He was preparing a new film inspired by the Faust legend called The Keepsake. He was a poor 
student who falls in love with a rich merchant's daughter (Pier Angeli) In order to move in her circle, 


hhe accepts a fortune from a Mephisto figure (Linder), who appears (out of thin air in his garret and 
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requests only a “keepsake” from the room in repayment. The keepsake isthe boy's reflection in the 
‘mirror, It emerges from the looking-glass to become his nemesis. Tourncau’s excitement over the 
special effects increased the picture's budget and shooting schedule five-fold, Camillo was playing two 
parts-one good, one evil--both sometimes inthe same frame, 

‘He was being haunted by the idea that unlike Hamlet who had many voices from a coherent 
center, he was a collection of opposing selves, like Richard II: "Thus play 1 in one person many 
‘people,/ And none contented.” How else could he explain his love-hate mania for Freddie and Naumky 
or his contempt-compassion for most of his fellow human beings. “Tonight you sound like someone 
created by Zola for his Rougon-Macquert series,” Thérése had remarked after his nasty aside at a party: 
"What isthe use of these people?” She then added: "Tonight you are both beauty and the beast." 

"How can Ibe both?” 

"The world changes constantly. We are part of the world; ergo, we change constantly! Read 
Montaigne on our unstable, changeable natures! Nothing unique, my dear. It is the human condition.” 

“Changeable natures,” he brooded watching her walk away from him. "Am | not what I do? 
How else but by their actions do I know one character from another in the plays?" 

Alfred's friend Marcel, rarely seen in society anymore, watched a scowling Thérése exit the 
oom, He tugged Gattino into a comer to whisper, “She is correct. Do read Montaigne, Tonight I see 


the dangerous si 


‘of your beauty, mon cher. I feel in a cage with a raging Harlequin. Did you know a 


lion's rar from a quarter-mile away makes his prey stand stil? Ii a physiological reaction. There's a 
jointed bone in the big cats throat that creates the roar. Your wrath beauty is a jointed bone in your 
prety astr-clored trousers under this magnificent gray robe from Higekuro I assume. I do wish you 

‘were purring at us worshipers instead of roaring over your Pierrot having been dragged offstage by his 


‘Mama. ‘Oh! c'est iste,” and he continued quoting Veriaine, “Le vent autre nuit a jeté bas 


Amour.” 


h, mon petit cher. Our form of love is written on that wit 
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His current adventure in Paradise was bom in his sky-blue dressing room while he sat infront 


of his mirror after a performance of Les Fourberries de Scapin. He was face to face with a very-present 


‘now gazing at him from the other side of the looking-glass reminding him of their oneness in words 


already spoken that night: “There are few things impossible to me when once I set about it.I can boast 
without vanity that there are very few men more skill than 1 in expedients and intrigues, and who 
shave acquired a greater reputation inthe noble profession." 

CCarmitlo responded aloud: “I se you therein that blue-walled cage you calla life, Gano, You 
can' hide from me whatever form you tak, hon! What are we about, you and I, Seapin?” 

Our making fools of others isthe noblest profession,’ Gatino. 

‘When he began fo remove the make-up, Camillo took a tight. What ifhis fae dissolved and he 


disappeared, 


image erased from the mirror by its ring of bright lights the way the sun could erase 
him from a strip of exposed file? The way the sea could swallow a great ship? 
‘Scapin repeated with his audience of one, “Security in love forms a very unpleasant calm. 


‘Constant happiness becomes wearisome. We want ups and downs in life: and the difficulties which 


_generally beset our path in this world revive us and increase our sense of pleas 


‘Whenever Camillo felt himself going under, Chance—"My current mentor and faithful friend 
always sent some distraction from his unruly kingdom. Inthe actor's fragile state after a performance 
‘when a horrifying lonctiness welled within him, Carmine was sent Rozenberg and Krillov. They 
entered his blue-walled dressing room interrupting his erasing Scapin as he donned his Gatino persona 
‘with its “character traits” or "secret psychoses” in Thérése’s phrase, quoting Freud's colleague 
Ferenczi 

‘Merrily, Scapin greeted Chance by repeating the news that Gatino could do anything once he 


set his mind to it. Even live forever... He informed him as he had informed his larger audience tonight: 
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“1am rehearsing in my heart a certain lle scene of revenge that | mean to enjoy thoroughly.” 

In the dressing room mirror, Gatino recognized the familiar luminous lust in Rozenberg’s eyes 
‘Watching him and Krilloy reflected in the mirror together “sharing a frame"-as the film actor phrased 
it, With the revelation ofthe life-threatening situation facing him, the producer had major decisions to 


‘make quickly if he were to have a future, Under stress, his libido always became inflamed, was easily 


kinded visually--"His eye is too great a flatterer for his mind, very like Olivia: ‘Well, eri be.’" 
Instantancously, Scapin plotted revenge on Carmine's lingering, delectably-delicate Love for 
Alfred Gage, clearly: "An adventure in which justice and I ell out.” He expounded: "merit is 100 ill 


‘rewarded these days and I have given up everything of the kind.* The upcoming scene in Paradise 


appeared before Seay 


1s eyes in gross-and-vulgar images worthy of Lady Macbeth's smashing out her 
baby’s brains: “1 hate hose fearful hearts which by dint of thinking of what may happen, never 
undertake anything.” 

In cold weather at St. Bonnet du Gard, the pool, fed by a thermal stream, was covered with a 
soft haze of steam. It resembled silver smoke in the moonlight when observed through the bare 
branches from Camillo's bedroom window. The next morning when the two Russians came down for 
‘breakfast, they found Gatino in the poo! as numinous as a mythical water spirit amidst the rising 
brightness. “Come in for a swim,” he waved to Krillov. 

“I dida’t bring my bathing suit” 

“You are your bathing suit, Vasska! And an admirable one itis, too!” 

Asexpected, Krllov stripped, displayed himself proudly, and dove expertly into the pool 
Gatino pounced with a loud laugh and knowing hands. Krillov shamelessly responded. Mouth agape, 
Rozenberg watched a dream come truc. But only to point. Suddenly emerging from the water like a 
pomographic sprite, Gatino grabbed a towel, wrapped himself against the chill air, and headed for the 


‘main house saying, 'm starving, Naumky. I've only had coffee. I've been waiting for you both! After 
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Krillov sped out ofthe water breathless also fully alert, He grabbed a towel and flung it at 
Rozenberg. “Help dry me! You'd better quickly cool me down, Use your hand. He'll be the death of 
‘me, I can’t go into the house like this!” 

“Why not? You both look magnificent. Have you ever considered a career in pictures?” 


‘That night withthe crescent moon passing outside the open window, the two performed what 


tin sripted as a big blue-movie scene” for Rozenberg sping a them via the lighty-ajar dor of 
the master bedroom asf trough anickelodcontsspypass. Krill thought his Naumky asleep. Ht made 
the revenge game more rewarding for Gatino, He quickly discovered the prototype of hugs, aggressive 
rasculiity in his clutches was another impostor. Playing his audience, Gatino adjusted their bodies 
10 produce the most provocative images. His performance was ful of selfsmurderous rage. He pounded 


furiously as if slamming a fist into Alfed’s face ignoring cries of pain morphing into curses of bis 


‘Neighing and hissing as he neared the finish, Gatino slipped into the desired insensible state, 
‘The carapace forming around his racing heart closed tighter. His soul was eclipsed by the darkness of 
despair as he bayed at the sliver of traveling moon pointed as a dagger. 
CHAPTER NINE 
It was a year of the thirteen moons. On the night of the Winter Solstice, the crescent moon over 
Manhattan Island was blazing as if to teach the stars how to perform. A light snow was falling. The a 
‘was thrillingly cold making the moon look frozen in place. It helped hasten the throngs along 34th 
‘Street until the excited crowd out shopping was stopped by the traffic cop atthe “bow-tie,* the great X= 
shaped expanse where Broadway crossed Sixth Avenue at Herald Square. Alffed Gage Junior stood 
‘among those anxiously waiting to cross the street. He was returning from his dinner break to his job in 


the shoe department inthe brightlylit, beckoning Macy’s. 
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‘When the smiling policeman bid the crowd cross, Freddie glanced up at the moon again. It 


seemed to be shouting at him: "Yoo-hoo, sweetie! You, yes you! Come up and give us a kiss, hon!” 


He was very conscious of his happiness being apart ofthe Cheistmas rush A few months 
tere, he was siting alone in the old nursery at The lms loking out the window at some ofthe 
‘workmen pling the finishing touches onthe Pviton’s facade while thers swarmed aroun his cigar 
smoking father. From his thid-loor vantage pons, the men loked like a busting army of ants 
working with good orderly direction overicen by Jobnay Boleshin. They had indeed done in three 
wooks what would have taken six months under normal circumstances on the East End of Long Islnd 


‘Cheering and laughing, some were hanging a ribbon on the Pavilion door in a celebratory 


‘mood as the fan turned silently and the poo! filled with warm water, They were just handed ther lst 
paycheck, It included a bonus equal to what they would have eared had the job taken the ful ix 
‘months, For most it meant a new piece of farm equipment bringing lange crops and a more prosperous 
‘new year. He watched his father shaking hands withthe men, calling aloud to them by name, He was 
the squire in deed, but @ neighbor in fact. 

Originally, Fredie went upstairs to watch the event's conclusion and the departure ofthe men, 
eager to get into his pool. The comradeship took him by surprise and he studied his father in awe 
enriched by a profound love, He opened the window and yelled, “Dad! It looks great from up here!" 

“It looks even better from down here, son!” 

‘Waved down by his father, Freddie raced to stand beside him. He was delighted by the warm 
areeting he received from the men, He forced himself to move among them shaking their rough hands 
to express the gratitude he felt. They doffed their hats and introduced themselves. Many of them he 
recognized as his mother’s flower and vegetable gardeners, as the men who laid and maintained the 
gravel paths, shored up the dunes and collected their beach plums, trimmed the great trees, scraped and 


painted the white window frames and gray shingles, mowed the vast lawn, and cut the twelve-foot 
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privet hedge protecting the grounds from the Dune Road. Many of them he recognized as doing similar 


tasks at Gaywyek. He wondered if they also worked for Vadriel Vail, 
Afler Freddie cut the ribbon, he asked, “Dad, will you join me on my maiden voyage?” 
“Neither of us qualifies as maidens, son,” he teased putting his arm around Freddie's shoulders 
while the men laughed hilariously. “I think the pool is the maiden, isn’t if? I don’t want to be talking 
‘bout our swim atthe office on Monday sounding like the swimming pool! So, tell me, my fine 
Harvard scholar, shouldn't we be “christening” the new pool?” 
“No one pees in my pool, Dad. Not even you!" This brought an even louder laugh of approval, 
‘After the men left, the two donned suits and went swimming. Freddie's response to the water 
‘was so whole-hearted and full-bodied Alffed moved over to the side to watch his son sli 


the surface 


‘with the precision ofa shark's fin, He was relieved to see his son’s fine body had lost its emaciated 


look: He had been pleased to distraction when Freddie joined the festivities having caught a glimpse of 
his boy in the nursery window hiding out like a fugitive. Now watching this exuberant display of 
reborn enthusiasm over being alive, Alffed was again grateful to Placiia and Father Tom. They had all 
come back glowing from the picture show in what seemed to Alfred a century ago. It had taken all his 
discipline nt to ask how they enjoyed Gatino in The Chase. 

“Pooped already, Pop?” 

“No, son. I was just wondering if you might not come up to town with me tomorrow. We can 
have dinner at my club. You can take Pacidia up on ber offer to take you to lunch. I think it’s time you 
reconnected with your Manhattan ie, don’t you?” 

“No, Dad, I don’t! I don't have a real Manhattan life. Yet. Nt yet. On Father Tom's 


suggestion, I'm waiting to be guided by my inner self. Whoever that is when he’s at home. Ifhe’s at 


‘home. {still have my doubts about him, Pop!” 


“Lust saw him swimming in our pool, son. As focused as a shark.” 
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“A guppy, maybe, Pop! Now I've got to find my lane on the Great White Way!” They both 
laughed, “Yes! I'd love to come into town with you tomorrow. Have dinner with you and stay with you 


atthe house for a few days. Can I drive the Bentley?” 


“I thought we'd take the train, son, | want to support my investment along with the investments 


of the Gaylords and Mister Vail 
“Ot Okay. Can I drive the Bentley tothe train at least?” 


“Sure! And when you' 


in town find out if the Gaylords are coming out forthe holidays, We 
should have them to dinner. Your mother is quite fond of Robert and I've always admired Donough 
Gaylord, What do you think? And find out if Vail and de Guise will bein their house, too.” 

Freddie swam over to his father across the pool, He bobbed beside him. He smiled silently into 
his eyes. Even though the water coursing down his forehead camouflaged his tears, his father got the 
‘message and smiled in return. When he could talk, Freddie said very softly, “I'l ell you, Pop. I've 
Finally found my ‘normal There’s nothing constrained now, nothing precipitate, nothing dutiful. There 
is the taste of ashes in the memories I keep. I don't want to have any secrets from you anymore, Father 
‘Tom says we're only a sick as our secrets, Pop, and I've been pretty damn unwell.” 

“Two days later while standing in The Blossom Box beside Robert Gaylord who was ordering an 
assemblage for his office, Freddie was hit-on by Miss Jessie wearing blue-sequined eye shadow and 
flaunting the well-worn red boa. “Hi ya, doll! Want a trip to Paradise in the hack room?” 

“Back rooms don’t quality any more as my idea of Paradise, Missy. Thanks anyway.” Freddie 
declared, stufily tuning away in an exaggerated buff. 

“Well, ex-cuse me, dol!” Miss Jessie replied in a nea-shrick. 

“Girl!” Miss Blossom exploded in an equally ncar-shrick. “Lay off my customers while they are 
in the sanctuary of my Blossom Box. This is nora den of iniquity like your unsavory box!” 


|In response to this undeniably disparaging remark, Miss Jessie did truly shriek. Poking Freddie 
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onthe back and forcing him to tur and face him, she confided, “There are two miles of dick in his 
town, sweets, and Lite to get mea few blocks of it before Ieroak! And I'm very selective. So be 
flatered by my atentions. Thanks anyway to you, 100." 

“Mis esi,” Robert alld. “He's Freddi Gage, my pal, Be nce to him.” 

“1 Wied, Mister G, but Miss Thom over there shot me down.” 

“No, no! Talk to him like a person not like a cobblestone.” 

“A whole cobble stone has he, saga"? Wel, well, Congrats, hon! Long or short?” 


ie 


“Okay! Okay, Mister G.! So! Fred! Read any good books lately?” 
Upon the completion of the assemblage in theory, Miss Blossom hung up her “Gone 


sign on the door, locked it tight, and took her friends to the Automat for coffee and donuts with a fistful 
of nickels, To Freddie’s amazement, he discovered he was with three of the best known Automat-goors 
in the city. After the place settled down, they spent their nickels judiciously inthe tiny, pop-open 


‘windows, They chose a table far from the busy street windows and began a quiet conversation. 


Miss Jessie was revving-up forthe Christmas season in Macy’s shoe department. The new 
items were all stocked. Morale was high even with the loss oftheir leader, Jessie was on the look-see 
{or recruits to work the “madness” rush in order to qualify fora one-dollar reward per head delivered. 
“I give great head, doll. So my reputation is on the line." 

“What's required?” Freddie asked shyly. 

“Stamina. Good manners. Decent clothes if you want to work on the floor. Clean fingernails. A 
hhappy disposition, it says in the small prin in the newspaper want ads. Also, you must remember, the 
ghost of dripping-wet Mister Macy insists the customer is always right!” 

“Sounds like a good idea to me,” Freddie said softly as if talking to himself. “Where do I apply 


forthe job on the floor?” 
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‘Suddenly the carapace of grief surrounding his broken heart popped open. His soul was 
suddenly released from the freezing shadow of death. Stunned by this awakening in the noisy, friendly 
‘Automat, he gave out with his glistening laugh. He didn’t know who among his pals was the most 
surprised: Alfred Gage Junior, Miss Blossom, Miss Jessie, or Robert Whyte Gaylord. Or his 
encouraging voice within, “Do you think they'I hire me, Miss Jessie?” 

“Do cobble stones come in different sizes?” 

“Mister Fred,” Miss Blossom wondered. “Aren't you rich?” 

“No, dear Miss Blossom. I'm as poor as Job and must learn to be as patient.” 

“Thats im-possiblet™ 


“No, 


Blossom, The only thing impossible is to love and to part, Next I need to find a 
oom of my own, Robert.” 

“Oht" Jessie exclaimed. “I know a place 

"Where the wild times giow’? No thank you, dear.” Freddie joked. 

“Not There's a bulletin board at work. You can find what you want there. I'm up in Harlem 
‘with my sister-darkies where I'm safe at night and don’t have to fear being strung up by some Irish 
Jouts called cops who paid 300 bucks for their beat or $1600 if they're sergeants in this color-coded 
burg.” 

“I don't think that heinous warthog Monsignor Byrne will be ‘cleaning up" and ‘painting up" 

Harlem, do you, Jess? Robert asked. "Do you believe he got 5.000 white Irish Catholics to circle that 
partment building in Queens where Negro families were living to protest their presence there? The 


scum actually claim 


‘un-American for them not to be able to choose their neighbors!” 
“Oh, yeah, hon! That creep do be buying houses to keep us nigger-folk out! They be screaming, 


“I don’t want these 


ttn” in the same pew with me!” I say pugh on them! And on their church!" 


Freddie found a room in a Times Square theatrical boarding house across the stret from the 
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now Times Tower. It was small, clean, quiet enough for sleep, and cheap. Out his windows was the 
spectacle of the bow-tie where Broadway crossed Seventh Avenue, and of the “deuce”: West 42nd 
‘Street. Both places blazed with electrical billboards called "fire signs.” At night from his fith-loor 
‘windows, the drama of the Square's immense expanse, saturated with bursts of hot color, was 
hheightened by the constant flow of people—"The city that never sleeps!"—~and he seemed to be looking, 


deep into a wine-dark sea where drifting reeds reflected lights in an unseen current 


Who are these 
people? What ar their dreams?” On eye level was the 50-foot Miss Heatherbloom painted in flashes 
and undulation ofelectic power selling Heatherbloom's Petticoats, He wondered if there would ever 
billboards promoting male undergcar. 

In inclement weather, he raced a few yards to catch the IRT straight to Herald Square. On 


‘be beautiful young men on gi 


lovely days and nights he reveled in his capacity to épouser la foule, to marry the crowd and 
‘momentarily forget about Carmine Salina, Walking to work or in the Square's environs, he ate in the 
‘new Automat or the dozen other cheap joints if he wasa’t up to cooking on his single-ring burner. He 
‘and Robert went to all the new motion pictures and every form of live entertainment on Robert's comps 
from Christopher House. Most ofthe “legit” plays were junk, some memorable, and some of the 
‘musical revues and minstrel shows and vaudeville acts were great fun. They agreed Tocqueville was 
dead wrong: democracy was producing lots of art! 


‘When the 34th Street crowd surged beneath the wandering full moon on the 


Solstice, Freddie charged ahead with it thinking of his beloved Carmine. Suddenly he began to sing: 
What is love? ‘Tis not hereafter: 
Present love hath present laughter: 
What's to come is still unsure: 
{In delay there les no plenty, 


Then come kiss me sweet and twenty, 
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Youth's a stuff will not endure. 

‘The dawn Naum Rozenberg (now Norman Rose) and Mikhail Vassily Krllov (now Vietor Krill) left 
Paris for New York City, Camillo removed every trace of both from the house. The acquisitive 
Russians filled a large truck with their belongings, and the liberated actor planned his escape, 100. 

Settled into a steaming, peony-scented, hot bath two eventful weeks later, he considered his new 
life. He knew he would be joining his partners in New York when the Comédie contract expired in nine 
‘months after adding three new roles of his choice to his repertoire: each in a new and very lavish 
production. He knew he was signed for four new films. He knew he would be attending no parties, no 


salons, and no “events” of any kind unless he chose to do something without Higekuro or Yogiti 


“And chat is final!” he sang aloud, flexing his muscles and allowing the heat to ease their stress 

‘After the intrigue at St. Bonnet du Gard, the tension of day-to-day living inthe role of false~ 
‘hearted sexual predator with the anxious Rozenberg and the treacherous Krilloy proved to him that if 
‘Scapin had a sou! it was not he. tn the ongoing imbroglio, he filmed The Keepsake, rehearsed Don 
Juan's perfidy while conjuring Scapin's impostures three nights a week. One evening during Scapin's 
chase seene in Act V, he sprained his wrist descending head-first the thirty-foot ladder hung from the 


‘lies to resemble a Turkish ship’s rigging. The pain made everything more complicated, 


Unbelievably, Keillov conned his superiors. Becoming Rozenbery's "guest"~"He misses 
speaking Russian! I can keep the Jew and his boyfriend and their decadent cronies in my sight day and 
night” He also reassigned the spy Marya Ignateyeva. On tips from Rozenberg, the czarist police were 
kidnapping people and sending them home either with armed guards or in a box. 

Paris was the center for active dissident groups formed to help exiles build new lives. Hopes a 
world war was brewing jacked-up their activities to a new visibility; the exiles correctly reasoned the 


peasants, forced to fight the war, would then return to their old servitude less pliable and more ready 
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forthe revolution having suffered too much not to rebel. Letters condemning the czar were being 

‘written by people of renown and being printed in major newspapers. They were targets for Krillov, 
“You've been moved tothe top ofthe list! I cant shield any Jews now." Keillov declared. 

‘°My New York partner will set us up at The Plaza. He assures me my money has been wisely 
invested in his railroads and inthe Vail Telephone Company. They've posted the largest dividend in 
‘Wall Street history. He wants us to start a picture company. I'm calling it The Rose Studio, Ill book us 
«fist clas suite on the next Vail Lines sailing. Can you keep me alive until then, Vassky/?" 

“AF Gatino doesn’t kill me with his ‘kindnesses"™ 

During one of their early bouts, Krillov’s bellicose self was tyrannized and broken. He was 
Forced into repeated seizures of turbulent oblivion by a ravening, cursing, hell-bent Don Juan until a 
‘mutually detonating finish left them both insensate. Between loud, pleased grunts and angry hisses over 
having been "vandalized," the professional terorit~smelling like a rating goat-congratulated the 
‘ctor for turning their mantiness into “a weapon of torturous ecstasy.” During their next rumpus, Gatino 
shythmicaly slammed into him Hamlet's excuse for abuse: “/-mus-be-cruel-onl-to-be-kind?™ 

[Now soaking in his tub, Camillo mulled over the side-show Russian’ linguistic Nourish: 
“torturous ecstasy.” Spite from a cured soul, no? Killing a person destroyed a singular work of art. 
‘There had to be fallout from such malicious vandalism, no? Wastit craving to be vanquished the 
inverse ofthe power he felt killing people? Vasska had never been subjugated before. Naum was 
frightened: "He is obsessed with you, Gatino. He devours like a wolf when the earth has been under 
snow. His back is tuned on civilization. He caries your death warrant. And he will make his claim! 

Soaking as an act of purification, Camillo admitted Gatino lacked Scapin's duplicitous soul. 
Like Hamlet, he wasn't able to sustain the revenge motif, and now like Hamlet with Laertes on his case 
for killing his father "By the image of my cause I see/ The portraiture of his.” He, too, was sidetracked 


by his nature. Krillov was a killer; sexually he was hot lava—"Hamlets smart to stick to moral issues." 
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Camillo had regressed to batting for sexual dominance. If Aruru, the goddess of creation made Enkidu 
san equal partner for the great warrior Gilgamesh, then Satan made Krillov as an equal to the warrior 
‘of Camillo's wounded Pride~"Pride-schmide!™ And, alas, Freddie still throned in his aching heart. 

He knew only Donough would understand his pathetic bewilderment, He could never write to 
‘Donough or his American pals. He wasn't worthy of their love. Ejecting himself from Paradise with 
evil intent, his gesture was cowardly in retrospect. Having defiled his body with drek like Krilloy, it 
‘was as if Hamlet sexualized Rosencrantz and Guildenstern. They, 100, carried his death warrant! 

“Eros and Thanatos, perhaps? Doctor Freud?” Camillo asked his soapy scrub brush wishing he 
could cleanse that lake of blood, his haunted hear: “Lae du sang hanté des mauvais Ange." 

Madame Thérése gave him Freud’s Interpretation of Dreams as Scapin's opening night present. 
He told her he found the book a stunner. She gave him a copy of Varieties of Religious Experience by 


William James. She scolded him for not attending to the writings of the great masters of soul-wisdom., 


“Please remember, there is great comfort in the wis, dis side of Paradise. 

‘She began calling him Carmine ("Car-meen*) after hearing the ins-and-outs of hs love affair 
with Alfred Gage. The first installment was given when the two actors were huddled in the bedroom of 
Rozenberg’s apartment the opening night of their first Racine together. While Alfred was being carted 
‘out by the police, Carmine was in tears filing her in on the basics. She held him to her heart standing 
‘up at fist, then reclining on the huge bed. For one ofthe few times in her life she regretted being 
épouser les idées rather than sexually attracted to people. Holding the sobbing beauty in her arms was a 
stimulating experience on many levels, perhaps even sexual forall she knew. The one thing she did 
know was her love for him stimulated her on many levels. 

{twas true: she lived for her Art. Carmine was currently a major player in her Life in Art. She 
‘could not recall another player who held such a privileged place in her heart. There were several 


teachers. There were several writers-all dead. There were two stage directors who had pressed her to 
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her limits and stretched them into infinity if the critics were to be believed. There was Director General 
Piquot who gave her a safe harbor and all the necessary accouterments to achieve and sustain a Life in 
‘Art Itwas he who offered her the position of sociétaire, giving her a share in the business binding her 
for life to the destiny of the Société des Comédiens Francais as ove ofits co-directors 

‘The day before his departure, Naumky signed the deed to the house over to Gattino to prevent 
the czar's financiers claiming it, selling it, and buying more guns to shoot the Jewish Russians, he said, 
yes filling with tears of self-congratulation. “Before you come to New York, you will sell this place 
and we'll spit the “diff” 


“Split the who?” Thérése queried Carmine during a rehearsal break for 


Don Juan., 


“The 


ference,” he explained in the American English they were perfecting. 
"Fat chance!” she said, laughing, finally able to use an expression newly acquired from a 
Biograph inter-tite. "hs true. They speak their own language there. Another new language ofthe heart 
for you and Alfred, Carmine?” 
“There is no longer a country ofthe heart for us on this earth, Thénése.” 
“Bunk! “Love i the heartbeat of the universe," Carmine. To quote Verdi's lover of camelli 
‘As you promised, you are faithful to Altfed. You can court oblivion and exorcise your demons and ease 
the pressure in your cajones, but you will always love your Alfred. | know these things, And don’t give 


‘me your Don Juan laugh The Muse is no bargain-basement Diva. She deals only 


solutes. Has 
Racine taught you nothing or will you remain a lonely cave dweller all your life?" Carmine looked 
hurt "No, stupido! Your new cave dwelling isthe Cave ofthe Heart! More cavernous than that absurd 
‘mausoleum of a marble house! It's sensible for your great banker neighbor Ephrussi but for a poor 
player" 

Camille's reverie was interrupted by a knock on his bathroom door. His valet Ramin informed 


him Madame Thérése and Monsieur Finane were in the visitor's parlor. Leaping from the bath, Camillo 
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hastily dried himself, lavishly spritzed with “money.” and with Ramin's help donned white cotton 
fundoshi, singlets of figured white linen, matching trousers, and a loosely-tied pink robe suitable for 
Spring, according to the Japanese ambassador who had filled his apartment with plum blossoms 
appropriate toa star of stage and screen, He allowed his towel-dried, curly hair to flow over his 
shoulders the way Higekuro preferred it; the now-favored man carried a clipping of it in his black- 
suede diplomat’s wallet. 

‘As soon as Rozenberg and Krilloy were out the door, Camillo opened all the windows, 
throwing Seapin out with them: "by the very famgs of malice I swear Iam not that I play.” 

‘To be free of imposture, he sent Ramin with a note to Ambassador Higekuro inviting him to 
‘Tea the next day as an advanced thank-you for the upcoming evening's cherry-blossom viewing at the 
‘embassy, The valet had retuned with an acceptance and a new poem: *Since first the wanderer 
_glimpsed the fresh young grasses/ His sleeves have known no respite from the dew." 

Camillo craved the civilized older man's presence. His gentleness and patience brought 
Donough Gaylord to mind. His warm, intense gaze, and his mature, silvery splendor were always a 
‘welcome sight backstage inthe inv 


tion-only visitors room. Following Alfted's gun-toting episode 
and Higekuro's heroism, the ambassador sent a bouquet of violets and a poem: "The nights are wakefil, 
sighs fill all the days./ Never before have I known so budless a Spring.” 

‘The man never flirted. The poom resonated with an offer ofa tender, protective love. A. 


personal, hand-written 


tation in the most artful script on heavy mauve paper had arrived from 
‘Higekuro to view the flowering cherry trees in the embassys formal garden the very evening ofthe 
Russians’ departure It seemed like Fate. There was another poem with the invitation: "If these 
‘blossoms of mine were of the common sort./ Would I press you to come and look upon them?" 

Afier a stressful day filming Romeo, Camillo had dressed with great care for the embassy party. 


Happily, it was a free night for him. Near dusk, he presented himself, He wore what Higekuro sent 
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hhome with Ramin: a robe of thin white Chinese damask witha red lining and a short train of magenta 
‘wom over red silk trousers. All the other guests were formally clad in Wester clothing and his 
honoring their traditions in such perfect taste added an additional frisson of delight tothe one he would 
have created however he dressed. He was most cordially received by the ambassadress and her 
handsome, nineteen-year-oll son Yair, to Gatino the most uncommon of Higekuro's blossoms, 

Gatino’s appearance was the living spirit of the blossoms, his youthful beauty as precious and 
‘eeting. He caused a murmuring among the dignified crowd, a stir Higekuro likened at Tea the next 
day o a ripple caused by a fragrant breeze over a pond gratefl for its attention, With a chuckle and a 
slight blush, he added how both he and his son felt not a fragrant breeze but a gale-force wind and 
hhoped it was more than an evanescent dream. "The boyish locks are now Bound up, a man's. And do 
we te lasting bond for his future?" No one owns the Shining One, you know. Parents and their 
‘worthy offipring oftn share him, happy and grateful for his attentions, so great i the honor, so lasting 
the memory.” He paused and frowned, adding sofly: "By presuming to bring my unworthy self to you, 
‘along with my untutored son in need of guidance, am I enmeshed in earthly impertinence and conceit?” 

Oh!" Gatino exclaimed, extending his open hand, happy to know he did not have to choose 
between the two men ashe had not had to choose between Don Pietro and Giovanni, "But I thought 
‘you could not go where your desires took you because" 

‘igekuro raised his manicured hands abjuring his previous words on the subject of his love and 
said with a sly grin: "Lavender holds me and puts me in mind of things/Let them say what they will, 1 
‘mean to throw myself in." Soft words explained how if he denied the truth, the truth would bea te 
‘with this world denying him peace in the nex. His heart was full. It was necessary for im to express 
himself in borrowed words: "The waves on the strand, like moans of helpless longing,/ The winds--like 
‘messengers from those who grieve?” With the shining prince, ! must dare to live completely...fee! the 


{ull weight of my fleeting miraculous life. Consciousness often lags behind Reality.” 
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"Clearly 1 must read The Tale of Genji. My copy is by my bed. Will you come view it?” 
Monsieur Finane satin the vast reception room sipping tisane with Madame Thérése. She was 

dressed by her gifted friend Gabrielle Chanel in a black-jersey dress suitable to one of France’s national 

‘reasures. She was thrilled to have convinced Carmine to invest with her in "Coco's frst shop" opening 

next year-"A stitch in time will bring savings of plenty!” 


‘The real estate agent was dressed in a severe black suit with a pearl-gray silk tie. Gatino's 


entering the flower-decked room, eclipsed the blossoms diminishing thei dramatic effect forthe 
consummate (i rotund) business man accustomed to meeting with royalty and heads of state. He 
visibly trembled with excitement a he rose to accept the resplendent, barefoot actors extended hand, 
“Forgive me, Monsicur Finane, for keeping you waiting” Gatino said in his aristocratic Don 
Juan manner borrowed from Don Petro Salina. “Scapin was in need ofa long, bot soak, Last night" 


“Oh, yes! I was there! I will never forget your descending that ship's rigging upside-down! My 


‘wife sereamed aloud with excitement. ! must confess I emitted a very strong “bravo,” Seapin's sack 
scene with Geronte before the chase was superb! I have never seen it better played. Or funnier! I have 
never seen such excitement in a Comedie audience!” 

“Perhaps / must lear to descend ladders upside-down, monsicur?" 

Monsicur sputtered how Madame generated a different kind of excitement. He was cut off by 
the laughter of the two actors. He joined them with what for him was an unusual public display of 


‘mirth, With good fesling abounding, the matter at hand was quickly executed. Yes, Monsicur Finane, 


ted 10 sell the magnificent house. And could he have an autograph since he just happened to 
hhave the program from Scapin in his briefcase? 

“Will you be leaving Paris for America to join Monsicur Rozenberg?” 

“No, no!” Madame Thérése answered. “Gatino will be taking a more convenient apartment in 


the Palais-Royale, Fortunately one on the Second floor very close to mine has come available. tis 
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‘much more suitable forthe quiet life he will now be leading.” 

“Is it rue you will be offering us Musset'sLorencaccio this Winter season” 

“le is considering it, Monsicur Finane. Along with Molicre’s Tartuffe. There is also Hamlet 
and Romeo and Hugo's Hernani. Do you think them wise choices for our Gatino?™ 

“You as Tartuffe! What brilliant casting? He is always played as an old and ugly man, There 
Will have tobe some cuts inthe play, wl there not?” 

“No, no! We have some make-up idcas to dul the sheen,” Thértse explained with a smile. 

“You will pardon my boldness. Nothing could dll his sheen!” 


With the realestate setled and the agent gone, Thérése tumed her attention to staff, Her 


‘woman needed more work. Only the cook, Celeste, adored by Camillo, was asked to join 


atthe Palais Royale. She agreed and was content living with her daughter nearby. 


Camillo withheld from auction what he needed in his new home : two lange, airy rooms, a small 


dressing room and dining room (with kitchen and full bath) glowit 


with half-light sieved through the 


shag ofa walnut tree; the tall windows overlooked the formal gardens. He took the golden Savonnerie 
carpet, the netsuke, the Japanese screens, the modem at, most notably by his fiends Picasso and 
Braque, and the most comfortable furniture free of heavy gilt. These were packed along with his library 
‘if plays tira and move A cod of age: Nena Ga line beaks tote ations chester: 
‘Volunteered their services to paint, build shelves, hang pictures, frame his theatrical and film posters 
and costume sketches. It was their way of thanking him for being such a kind and generous colleague 
‘Whenever a ticket was required for a family member, they knew he would arange it for them 
however menial their job backstage. He always had time to talk, missed them if they were out sick, sent 
‘lowers for weddings oF family funcrals, and repeatedly thanked them for special services rendered 
during performances because he knew without their superb professionalism he could be seriously hur. 


“Without your pin spot, Charles, I do not exist center stage!” 
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Pierre Louis, the man who controlled the invisible wire he wore to descend the ladder upside- 
ddown with his fect hugging its sides, had indced saved him when his too-hasty hand slipped offa rung. 
Inthe wings afterward, the stage manager dismissed the achievement as “part ofthe job." Clasping 
Pierre Louis by the hand, Gatino had insisted in front ofthe entire crew how the wire was tensed for 
precisely the time it took for his balance to be regained, eased just enough to allow descent and give the 
extra support required forthe sprained wrist. “Pierre Louis has the genius of a master puppeteer! He is 
‘one in one-hundred-million. Just like me! And just like all of you!" There was loud laughter and a 
round of cheers led by Gatino for Pierre Louis. Yes, they loved him, And he loved them, 

IC Therése lived the life of a nun, Camillo emulated her (sort of) in his august new home, He 
discarded the faney duals for simple black Chane! outfits setting a new fashion trend for men, as well as 
siving her business a boost. He enjoyed nights at home reading for background and studying the classic 
plays, His work at Pathé began at dawn often ending at midnight. Stage rehearsals began at ten ending 
at six. With Thérése, he arranged suppers in his apartment, attached tothe theater for the older and 
revered players ofthe company to discuss plays the ins-and-outs of period costumes, appropriate 
period gestures, and to gossip. There were also two sold-out performances a week. (People slept 
‘overnight online forthe tickets sold only on the day of the show: many queued all day for returns. On 
cold momings, he sent a caterer with coffee and baguettes stuffed with cheese to keep them alive.) 


Declining to be interviewed did not stop the myriad stories about 


min newspapers and 
magazines. The latest scandal had him appearing nade ovice in Don Juan. mis-quoting of statement 
overheard at a party. Gatino was to be nearsnude twice: once leaping ou of bed and int trousers 
wearing only ruffed shirt and once siping to his drawers sopping wet from the sea, Both mes his 
back was ture t the audience. Heated denials from the Director General could either quash the 
untruth nor kep performances from selling ou. Carmine awoke one moming to vendors loudly 


hawking the tabloid news in the Palais Royale gardens: "Gat Butts Tradition!" and "Gat Throws Moon 
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‘at Moliere!” and "Don Sheds the Beads of Saint Francis!" 

He was most grateful forthe calming influence of the serene ambassador who insisted on a 
|ustration ceremony when he saw the bruises on Gatino's body: mementos of Krillov and Seapin. 
‘Higekuro read a Sutra, the self-possessed YOgiri played the Japanese koto. Afterwards, the ambassador 
produced a flute, The two musicians played sofily into the night spent in plans and promises for 
‘Summer and Autumn celebrations; since each season was divided into three parts, there waa full 


calendar to be di 


betwoen father and son, Warmer affectionate utterances came from Gatino than 
true feelings warranted; they became wishes fulfilled as the seasons unleashed multi-faceted physical, 
‘mental, and spiritual gratifications~smah-f0 tachi, i tachi, “smart feeling, good feeling.” 


‘The ambassador swore Gatino gave 


deserved: "You are lke our traditional makunouchi bento,” he teased: Your traditional Japanese lunch 
box. We Japanese tend to think more with our eyes than out heads.” 

‘The highly lacquered wooden lunch box was divided into quarters containing different 
delicacies. It seemed straightforward enough unit was revealed fo be a key to understanding the 
spirit of form and the aesthetic ideal in which the perectons of many are reduced o one. "Its major 
asset is beauty: nami, The greatest pleasure ofthe lunch box comes when you take off the lid and sit for 
moment gazing atthe various delight it offers, my Nami! You must allow your eyes time to peruse 
and enjoy the beauty. Unless the vatious perceptions and intuitions are accounted fr in the 
psychological makeup of beauty, one's sprit continues to wander lost through the world.” 

He chucked perusing Gatino's nami with sensitive fingers, especially the visually responsive o- 
chinchin. "The accepted theories on the origins ofthe makumouchi hento are it was frst a meal for 
theatergoers during the Edo period. Orit was frst prepared for actors. The word makunouch is used to 
denote the stage, the actors upon te stage, andthe entacte when the delicacies can be savored." 


At first the man's soft, respectful manner lured Gatino into solemn devoirs. Their rendezvous 
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followed the performances he attended. The manic energy so artfully exploited by Rozenberg was 
contained and quieted by Higckuro most ofthe time. When not, when it atomized from his mastery of 
senzuri--one thousand rubs~the fabri of the ambassadors samadhi was shredded, his spirit grew 
inflamed as if possessed by a fox, and he retired to a Buddhist monastery outside Paris for two days to 
regain his serenity. His weekly retreats soon gave rise to the rumor he was retiring into monkdom. 
‘Once a month he feared his serenity gone forever. He remained in seclusion forfour days forcing his 
rapidly maturing son to perform his duties with the assistance of the embassy’s Changes daflirs 

[New to the wonders of love, YOgiri was astounded by the changes in his father, He soon grew 
concerned, "Our society has never believed in the sanctity ofthe individual, As recently as 4S years 
‘go the individual was not recognized by law. One's place inthe family determined one's place in 
society. We do not believe one person can make a difference, and there isan ancient saying: the nail 
that sticks up must be hammered down. Now Father lives for his place in your society, He constantly 
‘weeps over your transformative gifts. It is quite embarrassing, actually. And confusing for Mother.” 

He paused to take a sip of tea. "Father's natural gifts, his imagination and instincts have been 
disciplined, as have mine, to work within the bounds of our duty as an aristocrat, as a person in 
suthority, a servant of our country and only incidentally asa husband, a father, a friend, a lover. l beg 
‘you to understand, Gatino-kun. We will willingly sacrifice everything, including ourselves, to our 
Emperor or to any patriotic necessity declared in our Emperors name.” 

‘Yairi took another sip of tea. He breathed deeply to make certain he chose his words correctly 
0 a8 not to give offense to the younger mana boy in many ways hence the diminutive "kun”—sitting 
close beside him, a boy more beautiful than any woman he had ever seen. “Gatino-kun,” he said soft as 
‘whisper, "Japan centers much practical ramance and hard glamor around the figure of courtesan.” 

Camillo laughed. "I know what I am and I know what I appear to be and I know exactly what 1 


do entirely for my own gratification and for those I love, Yigiri-kun.” 
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"Yes. It is what makes you so dangerous. You are no sycophant. We conservatives no longer 
allow strong, emotional tics with other men except those with patriotic motives. This attitude will 
always. now I must say nearly always cancel more liberal human indulgences for Father and me.” 

‘He blushed and glanced away. Carmine took his chin, brought the lovely face back into an 
ceyelock, and gently kissed the young man’s check. Made bold by the caress, the ambassador's son 
confided, "Father is not promiscuous. Ths is very unusual for someone of such high birth. This case of 
4i..Jove and eros...has never happened to him. Mother is having sutras read for him in ease he is 
possessed by a sprit He believes this ai is something earned in another life. He sits and prays for 
hours. He plays the seven-string Chinese koto for hours. He always expressed his feelings through 


‘music, poetry, and painting. It is why when Uncle was Crown Prince, Father was his favorite sit 


“Was? What happened to the Crown Prince?” 
“Uncle in now Emperor. You look surprised, Gatino-kun. Did you not know?" The actor shook 


his head. "Oh! Yes!" YOgiei laughed. " 


isn't funny, actually. Well, yes, 1 suppose itis. In any case, 
‘another of Father's siblings is Minister of Foreign Affairs. Uncle Kaoru has wired Father to come 
home. He is worried Father has developed liberal views. Not that he and Ino longer believe Japan has a 
‘unique mission to unite the civilizations of East and West in a new society. His appointment here was a 
forticth birthday present two years ago, In his youth, Father studied art atthe Sorbonne as | am doing 


now. He is sorely 


sed at court where much is happening. We were supposed to leave for Tokyo 
after last Christmas but then Teatro Gruppo arrived and, well, you know the rest, Gatino-kun.” 

‘Yes, indeed, he knew the rest. He smiled at Yagir. The immaculate young man, lke his Father, 
Jooked dusted with powdered camellias, was fragrant as a summers day in Paradise. He was a year 
‘older than Gatino: being small and delicately molded, having been raised in the confines of «royal 
court, he seemed younger. As handsome a boy as any of them, he possessed a quiet, sensitive nature 


similar to his Father. He was equally in control of himself most of the time. 
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At their first intimate encounter, Gatino had a shy, modest, virgin in his bed trembling with fear 
nd anxiety and inquisitive excitement. It was a sedate (and joyful) rite of passage orchestrated by 
Gatino with brio and delicacy. The next day the ambassador sent an intricately wrought, antique 
lacquered chest full of samurai gifts~ robes, including a 16th-century black and yellow wool surcoat 
Gimbaori) decorated witha sacred voleano in eruption motif, incense, perfumes, and a poem: "Fast she 
knot which the honest heart has tied/ May lavender, the hue of the troth, be as fast." 

‘The second time, Gatino had a slobbcring puppy in bed, a pedigrced giddy, immodest, 


‘boundary-tess creature. “Gomen-nasai! So sorry! Father would say I behaved like Kikaku's bush 


‘warbler ‘who flings his bod upside down/ with is first song of Spring.’ \ have been most undignified, 


Gat 


san," Yasir apologize ina whisper, face hidden by the shet, blushing red a a poppy from 
scalp totes when Gatino drew back the sheet and guffawed, thinking: ike father ke son--upside 
down and backwards! They soon were pursuing an ircfutable passion with Yai taking lea fom 
his father’s book and scented stationary from his writing case to send endearing poems of his own: 
“Late in the night we enjoy a misty moon./ There is nothing misty about the bond between us." 
Undeniably, his Japanese lovers were an emotional duo, s emotional as Don Pietro and 
Giovanni, There were many other similarities, including generosity, humor, deep family tis, anda love 
of good food and music. Unlike the earthy Sicilians, however, the Asian duo required the fulfillment of 
their desires be exquisite tothe lst detail Their visual sensibility was the equivalent of perfect pitch. 
‘They wept tears of joy over his preparations for their isits-lightly scented bed linen, their gifs always 
in use or displayed in places of honor, and his respect for their rank when they were all together. 
‘Theirs was a prodigious ned for “tasteful (su) enchantment. Th rituals brought dlighs 


inspired by a thousand years of samurai love—the tea ceremony, silk robes, music, delicate scents, 


potent unguens, stimulating oils (hot and cold), herbal creams, study ofthe elaborately coded language 


of fans, and of shunga or Spring Pictures, the classic, 14-century, pictorial art glorifying the erotic. 
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“Itis art devoted to the hymning of our sexuality, Nami” Higekuro explained, examining his 
sift of Utamaro's unexpurgated ukifore portfolio. The brightly colored images depicted two men 
coupling amidst a glorious tangle of splendid fabrics offering a subule, symbolic visual language of| 
sumptuary gesture in three dimension surrounding magnificd genitalia The ambassador confessed the 
‘way Gatino inhabited his costumes was one of several attributes to firs inflame his imagination, 

"One reads the garments to ascertain the movements of the bodies, their values and status, the 
complex flings, the sensations of the wearers. Our communal bathing makes nudity banal, We are 
casually familiar with genitalia, Notice how they are presented with extravagant élan enlarged, 
enhanced by vigorous artistic development, haloed in sinuous, swinging brush-lines in order to raise 


these familiar objects to the status of an emo 


foe 


work of art, Note the anus transformed imo 
‘peony! Leonardo in his notebooks also saw it as a flower. Such linear effervescence! For us, sex is 
‘ncither a romantic ideal of love nora phallic ite to the gos. Along with at, itis mans greatest 
pleasure, almost his raison etre Shurga is the ulimate alliance of sexual science and ar.” 

‘There were also the lunch boxes. Their beauty often induced a prayer-like silence followed by 
talk of Alferd Gage to whom the fourth square belonged in spirit. There were complex flower 
arrangements created together to assuage homesickness for Japan, known asthe Flower Chain Islands 
‘There were evenings making and listening to music, perusing books of woodblock prints: plants 
flowers, insects, birds, ators, or reading Nak plays and stories of samurai love by Saikaku tara, For 
the duo, nature had seasons tobe celebrated, moods to be honored. 

In ation, there was a shared passion forthe cinema. Tokyo ad cinemas in 1903. Higekuro 
‘was distressed by his nation's moving pictures. They were stage-bound: moving tableau devoid of film 
grammar. There were narator/commentators (Bens) relating a story oftheir own construction oF 
explaining the obvious. "Lam hoping your films will educate us. Everything has come tous from 


elsewhere. Why not you, Nami?” 
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He began visiting the Pathé studio to watch Gatino work. He confessed to having memorized 
Gatino's films frame by frame. He also learned Gatino’s roles by heart. For him, Hamlet, like Macbeth, 
‘was a kwaidan, a ghost story, though in Japanese drama there was only one reality, an absolute social 
‘good or evil, not a relative one; it rarely penetrated the surface of existence choosing emotionalism 


over higher tragic feeling. "Our lives are our family. You are now forever in my care, my Nami," he 


‘swore, not knowing (and not caring) how demanding this commitment would prove to be in the future, 
"We live close to nature. Consequently closer to our own natures. We have not yet become 
‘mechanized by an industrial revolution, You are very like us, Nami, We have a high opinion of reality, 


satorl, Most Westerners are averse to seeing 


a they are. This is why your cinema is fantasy. 

‘What kind of cinema will we produce when we use the camera to express our ability to think in 

pictures. We have always absorbed the world, incorporated it, and transformed it into something. 

‘uniquely ourselves. This makes us part ofthe world we inhabit, very like you. And very like you, we 

are enthusiastic for self-improvement. Having been isolated for centuries, we are a people with 

curiosity. In Japan motion pictures have always been socially acceptable on every level of society.” 
"As was the love of men for men?” 


“Yes, Nasi. Promoting Westemization, Modernism, the Mejii government campaigned agai 


the custom of nanshoku. There was a law in 1873 making keikun...sodomy, punishable for ninety days 
in jail. The law was abolished in 1883. Most conservative elements want to introduce a penal code 
similar to Germany's Article 174. It will not happen, but the cultural tradition of samurai love, bushido, 
is now lost tous. At least publicly." 

He sighed and took the hand of his beloved. “The way of wakashu we are now sharing has lost 
all social visibility. Men are drab as mice dressed in dark Wester suits think if Saikaku today wrote 
his Koshoku ichidai otoko...Life of an Amorous Man..in which our Don Juan has a total of 3,742 


‘women and 725 young men up to his fifty-fourth year in the 18th century, there would be fewer young 


(CHILDREN OF PARADISE/312. 
‘men in his diary. Yet, fhe fought in our recent war with Russia, he would have behaved like a Spartan 

and battled side-by-side with his lover as did many of our soldiers. Ths is now a state sceret. At Tokyo 

university, we students were living proof that Freud is correct when he declares bisexuality normal.” 


Gazin 


the older man’s loving eyes, Gatino found what was named ekaksana~the aimless, 


self-sulficient, eternal now. The deeper his love grew for Yagiri and Higekuro (who assured him: 
"Autumn is the melancholy season.”), the more tender grew his love for Alfred. His ability to love 
seemed to have no bottom, "like the Bay of Portugal?” Serenity became his normal condition. 

His own busy life and the ever-increasing demands atthe embassy colluded to keep the three 
lovers apart for many days on a regular basis. One rainy night during a prolonged absence, he received 
‘Heian box of pierced aloeswood with rosettes; inside was a poem: "Deceive yourself not into thinking, 
‘these autumn showers, The tears I weep in hopeless longing to see you." Alone in bed, he wept with 
loneliness. He dreamed he was lost backstage looking for Donna Lucia and Baltaaro, He awoke in a 
panic feeling suffocated by a presentment of doom. He prayed aloud for gaman, patience. 

‘The following frosty morning during breakfast with Theénése in his rooms, Celeste brought him 
«8 beautifully-wrapped package delivered by a messenger. It was a red Heian sandlewood box with the 
final poem from both Higekuro and. YOgir: "Though now we dell Beyond the sacred confines/ Our 
hearts are there committing you to the gods." Italso contained a single strand of tiny peas 


Gatino burst into tears. "They/te gone,” he sputtered, clipping the pearls around his left wrist, 


“Yes, my darling, I know. It is why I barged in on you in the middle of the night like this! 
“How did you know? 
*You are not the only Rice Queen in Paris, my treasure. Last night at the opera, that loathsome 


Cocteau accosted me with news he leamed from an embassy employee, a Japanese cook he fell in love 


‘with atthe Teriyaki Club. Yagiri was sent home three days ago. The embassy is being prepared for a 


‘new ambassador. Prince Higekuro let for Tokyo this morning accompanied by two of his many 
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brothers, one of whom is the most gorgeous man inthe word, according to that jeweled insect Coca 
[told him you were the most beautifl man in the word. also tld him to stop quoting Rimbaud a me 
‘Where was that toad when poor, desperate Rimbaud was so badly in need ofa fiend?™ 

What did he say?" 

"He sid he wast bor when Rimbaud left Pars for Arica at 191 said hat dt mate. I 
asthe principle ofthe thing that concered me.” 

"What did he say to that ne?” 


"He said, "Gotz v. B Ob, Ido hate that talentless turtle wo death." 


"Got v. B? 

"Yes, yes! Its a reference toa line from Goethe's Got: von Berlichingen.” 

"What isthe tine?” 

"Lick my ass" Rimbaud used to say it to people he disliked.” 

“Oh! That's good to know. Gotz v. B. It could come in handy.” 

‘Thérdse guffawed. "Surely the gods are struck dumb with admiration over what you three have 
shared. They will take eare of you forever, Carmine,” Thérése whispered with her eyes full of tears 

"The only jewelry worn at a Japanese funeral isa single strand of pearls to represent teas.” 

Arter she left, Gatino sat staring out the window. He thought he heard the longed-for lisp of silk 
‘against silk behind him, but it was only the wind playing in the trees, the wind spreading a bouquet of 
‘Autumn leaves in the gardens ofthe Palais Royale. The late Autumn flowers were back in bloom, not 
‘one having forgotten its proper time. It was more than he could say for Alffed Gage Junior. Aching. 
‘with love for him, he wept over the loss of the two Asian men whose presence he felt in the colorful 


display. "A heart isa very strange amalgam, indeed,” he brooded as he dressed to attend a rehearsal for 


his Hamlet. Thérése was Gertrude. The touts were selling tickets at ten-times their box-office price. 


A week later, following a performance of Hamlet, he decided enough was enough. A quarter- 
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‘moon had risen. The wester sky was silver. He set out on along incognito-walk through the streets of 
the Left Bank. Catching the eye of a big, platinum-blond Norwegian sailor, Gatino took him home 
thinking he'd hijacked Hamlet. He spent the night fully distracted by the man’s rosy phosphorescence. 
‘The tremendous physical pleasure registered as a turbulent and dangerous lunacy on the emotional 
seismograph buried in the deepest recesses of his confounded cave-dweller’s heart 

Dicky Dugan slipped out of Iggy Lydgate’s warm embrace, out oftheir feather bed into the dim light of 
‘snowy morning. After their joyful stay at Gaywyck, the two continued thei relationship in town on 
the sly. They met in Dicky’s Elizabeth Street tenement room where Iggy would never intend to spend 
the night, Soon they were in love with one another consciously and sleepovers just seemed to happen as 
‘naturally as the dawn occurred while they were still kissing in the thrall oftheir invisible emotions. 


“And now we shan’t be parted no more! And tha 


finished!” Iggy declared, repeating 
Scutlder's romantic words to Maurie as reported to him by Dicky. 

“This room is to small fortwo people, Ig. We'll have to find a bigger place.” 

“Mr. Foster kens the Village. She'l'elp us finda plyee. Were late, mate!” 

Several mornings in a row, Armand de Guise was angered by the absence of his chauffeur 
“What the hell am 1 paying him For?” 

Vadril agroed. He seat Attracta out to flag a cab.“ talk to him, hon,” he said. 

“And what's with this “hon” bit, Vadriet? Next you'll be puting kohl on your eyes!” 

“Um..Dicky thinks kohl would bring out my pinks.” 

Inspite of himself, Armand laughed. Hed been toa pres screening of A Carousel Romance the 
previous aftemoon with Maurice and Scudder and his Biograp friends. This moming Armand was 
filed with gratitude for his fulfilling life. He and Vadrie! lingered in bed longer than usual to talk 


about Alfred and his Carmine and why Vadriel and Robert were to take Alfred to the movie as soon as 
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it opened, They showered together making Armand late than usual. And still no sign of Iggy. 
In his study, Vadricl was annoyed, too. Again, Dicky was late for work. Doodling at his desk, 
hhe glanced out the window. Both employees were racing around the comer together minutes after 


Armand lt 


1 cab, He rang for Attracta. He told her to usher the two into is presence as soon as 
they appeared downstairs through the service entrance. 

“Sot” he snapped on their entrance to his study. They looked chagrined, then confused when he 
‘burst into laughter atthe bedraggled sight of them. “So!” he repeated with a totally different infletion, 
When did this start?” 

What start, sie?” 

"Go look in the mirror both of you and tell me what you see?” 

‘They obediently looked in the mirror. 

“Oht™ Dicky muttered, gently touching his swollen lips and chafed chin, “I see someone in 
love, sir. Like Robert Whyte Gaylord instructed, I looked and I've found my *mo,” sie!” 

“Your what?” 


“My mo, sir. There he is right beside me. See?” 


“Mo? You mean our Ignatius is your mo? What's a mo when it's at home, please?” 


“Mo! As in ho-mo? Ho-mo-sexual? Ig’s my mo, My boyfriend, si.” 


Ignatius blushed. He caught Dicky’s eye inthe miror and laughed in embarrassment, touching 
his own bruised, swollen lips and chafed mouth. 

“W's Puck's purple dye, I know, I know, boys. We need to tak. Sit down, please. So Robie 
‘was right. He insisted I send the two of you to Gaywyck. He said the time was ripe.” 

‘The two were given the suite of rooms atthe top ofthe house where the governess once lived. 


‘They had a view of the park and the narrow single bed was exchanged for a big double one. On another 


snowy moming Dicky Dugan was surreptitiously slipping out of bed 
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“Where'a ya goin’, mate?” 
“Oh, Ia! I'm sorry | woke you.” 
“ly don’t sleep ryte no more if ain't in bed wiff me! Is a pain in me arse, mate.” 
“Um,..well it's a pain in mine how much I love you. It feels dangerous loving you as I do.” 
“ly kin see ya shiv'rin’ out there, Come back inta bed, Dix, and let me warm all a'ya, Its all 
aya ty tu, mate.” 


Dicky crawled back into bed and was warmed to his core. 


‘ve got to get up now, Ig! I'm meeting with Mister Foster at eight in his office uptown.” 

Ya want me wiff ya fa moral support, “on?” 

Dicky laughed. “So Armand can take a cab 10 work? I know he teats us like we're on our 
honeymoon but let's not push our luck, okay? Besides, being moral is what Mister Foster i all about, 
Vadriel told me yesterday. Not doing our jobs is immoral. Let me get up and light the fire. 

‘Suddenly Dicky Dugan pressed tighter into Ignatius Lydgate’s embrace. He was trembling, His 
body had becom cold and sweaty. Ignatius squeezed him and knew-"The dream, ch?” 

Dicky nodded, unable to speak. He was haunted by the Irish cop with the bloody truncheon, 

‘The Irish cop who had no learning. No intelligence. A common Irish cop who from his youth had been 
‘employed as such, as was his father and his father’s father before him, His newly-immigrated 

‘grandfather from starving Ireland had le group of Irish toughs during the Civil War's Draft Riots to 
bum down the Negro Orphanage and hang one of its Black workers from a New York City’s lamppost 

Half-a-century later, in the same city’s Hotel Claire, his grandson’s thrusting, wooden club was 
as deadly as his grandfather’ thrown lit torch had been. The grandson inspired neither love nor fear nor 
respect among his fellow cops, He inspired uneasiness. No definite mistrst, Uneasiness. Nothing 
‘more. Within Dicky’s trembling and sweating body he inspired terror. He was evil incarnate... 


Eugene Foster assigned Andy Gabriel, an award-winning muckraking reporter with strong 
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‘underworld connections, to Dicky’s story. Things moved quickly. There were many customers at 
Johnny's eager to talk to the trated Gabriel, albeit anonymously. He was surprised by how much was 
‘known about the night. There were letters smuggled out of prison written by the men taken up in the 
‘aid with Dixie Dugan. The murderous cop was named in several ofthe letters: Michael "Mickey" 
(O'Shaughnessy, He was Famous for his greased, much-wielded truncheon, 

‘To putan even brighter light on the matter, Gabriel had secret rendezvous with two young 
rookie cops who worked in the 16% precinct with O'Shaughnessy. They hated his “wisted guts.” They 
‘considered him a “black mark” on their profession. They wanted him gone “to the devil from whence 
hhe came.” It looked as if O’Shaughnessy’s reign of terror was coming to an end... 


From the moment Freddie Gage stepped into the arena of the Men’s Shoe Department at Mac 


felt “on.” Entering the employee's entrance on 35th Street with his co-workers, clocking-in, there was a 


‘of expectation. Pushing open the large swinging doors, be entered the long, tall delivery corridor 
with is oversized elevators and canvas push-carts big enough to hold Baltasaro, He was “backstage” 
{nthe vast emporium and always thought of Carmi entering his famous theater in Paris via the stage 
door. He felt abuzz of kinship and a ways-to-go in accomplishment. 

Freddie listened happily ashe father expressed a similar fecing being i the empty’ Stock 
Exchange before the screaming commenced. “I know it sounds crazy, Pop, but actually ave a sense 
of privilege like I'm in ona secret, ike I'm a necessary part of something really special 

“Your Harvard professors of economics would certainly approve, son!” 

Freddie laughed. He and his father knew he hadn't boon extolling one of the nation's great 
displays of conspicuous consumption or of his being facto fostering the American Dream, He was 
simply his being acog inside a great, beautifil machine. In his curtent role asa superior Men's Shoe 


Salesman, he was astar-cog admired by all and sundry in the emporium! 
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“Buying shoes is not an easy purchase for most people, Pop! They are nervous of making 


‘mistakes. Not everyone can toss out a new pair if they hurt or if they turn out to be not what is nceded. 
It’s not something people do every day so there is something important and special about it.” 


shes. Inthe friendliest 


From the beginning he gave his full attention to his customers* 
‘manner, he asked why they were buying new shoes in order to discover their expectations. He could 
tell from the quality and condition of the socks which price range was suitable for him to offer as either 
“dress” or “work” shoes, yet he asked what amount they “budgeted.” He looked them in the eye when 
hhe talked about money and he did it as if he were talking about the weather, Whatever they said he 
‘rected with, “That’s grand! and met their mark cheerfully commission be damned. 

‘The streets of New York were filthy and Mister Macy prided himself on having a wide selection 


of sturdy, reliable shoes. It was up tothe customer to find the right ones; it was up to Freddy to be a 


knowledgeable guide on the precarious joumey. Freddie knew Mister Macy was interested in satisfying 


the customer in order to have him return again and again—not just to make a quick kil 


ing. 
Freddie loved shoes. He had a vast selection of shoes. Returning from Paris, his shoes filled a 


large trunk, Most of them cost more than he earned in several months on the job. It was not appropri 


for him to wear items making his own merchandise shoddy-looking by comparison. Quickly, his 
beautiful, hand-made Haan shoes were replaced by the machine-made ones he sold. Noting how some 
‘manufacturers hired tue artisans to design and produce their shoes, he chose with a practiced eye and 
could honestly recommend to his customers from his own experience. “I'm standing and walking all 


day in these and I swear, though I'm dog tired at day’s end, my dog's don't hurt! This model is 


‘waterproof. I walked home in them last night in the snow and my fect stayed dry, si 
‘The shoes from a company in Haverhill, Massachuscts, were his particular favorites. The 
company’s salesman, pleased by how quickly Freddie moved them, asked for advice on which to ship. 


(Other salesmen gave him samples; he gave honest assessments, which were passed on tothe 
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‘manufacturers. n his spare moments between customers, he arranged the display tables in ways 10 
capture the eyes ofthe customer eatching the eyes of his manager. His temporary employment became 
1 fulltime job. Soon he was promoted to assistant manager. He made fiends with his co-workers. 
Jessie was a great one forthe gossip. Soon everyone knew of Fred’s rich father, of his wanting 
{to make a life on his own to win the love of his life, a story greatly admired for its movie potential, He 
‘happily mingled with his co-workers at lunch. He found these hard-working, honest people much to his 


liking, In most eases, their lives were stressful and dificult, yet he found their opt 


ism inspiring. His 


father, believing open-hearted optimism a trait of New Yorkers, cautioned his son not 10 confuse New 
York City withthe res ofthe United States. “I've been everywhere inthis great country of ours, son, 


and New York 


tis the exception to every rule, Even asa colony under the Dutch, it was a world 
part. twas the only colony where all wee weleome regardless oftheir color or ther religion." 

One afternoon, a woman shopping with her husband lea copy of Scribner's Magazine behind. 
Freddie tucked the issue in his check-out desk drawer in case the woman came back to claim her lost 
property. That night he went to the pictures in Times Square with Robert and Vadrel to see A Carousel 
‘Romance, Out the window of his room, beneath Miss Heatherbloom's exposed petticoats inher 
recurring electric rain storm was a huge fre-sign advertising the film with its sta’ face immense 
atnong the profusion of signs. No amount of tired signs and flashing lights could diminish his potency 
(On Fred's way out of the store, he rolled the forgotten magazine into his coat pocket. 

Again, he was stunned by the glorious sight of is Carmine on the sereen. There was a double- 
bill with The Chase. "Ah!" he exclaimed outloud with the rest ofthe audience a that Fist close-up and 
laughed uproariously with everyone at the fight inthe bus and applauded the backflip and cheered the 
strugale in the trectop with everyone. The second, newest picture began with its Strauss-waltz love 
theme filling the theater. Freddie saw Carmine billed above the ttle by Rose Pictures as "Carmine 


Paradiso! He gasped, ailing about in his seat as though electrocuted, and yelled. “Carmine 
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Paradiso%" The advertising sign directly across from his bedroom windows showed only his face. 

“Well, noone will confuse him with a cake anymore!” Robert replied, swooning over the 
strains ofthe Strauss waltz, impressed by how the orchestra was imitating  carouse's steam ealliope. 

“L want some ofthat cake!” gie behind him yelled and the audience applauded. 

“How can they change his name lke that? To people in Europe he's Gano,” Freddie 
demanded, tears welling up in his eyes atthe sight of their carousel onthe tite card. He felt light- 
headed with longing and a terrible despair 

“Europe?” Robert whispered. “Who in this country gives a rat's ass about Europe” 

“Ont” Freie exclaimed again ooking atthe Cast of Characters following the opening credit 


‘The Boy was played by Carmine “Gatino” Paradiso, 


"See? A rose by any other name would smell as sweet,” Vadriel joked, equally moved. 


Freddie nearly fainted with emotion atthe opening long-shot ofthe moving carousel. When the 


First close-up of his beloved made by Laurent silenced the crowd, he gaped in wonder lil 


everyone 
else; and when The Boy looked into the eyes of The Girl ashe helped her climb up ont the unicorns 
saddle he pured with everyone in prescient delight; and when The Papa pled them apart, he hissed 
long with everyone else; and when The Seine became the star ofthe show, he sat stunned along with 
everyone else; and when The Boy saved the world of the Paris Métro by dropping down a manhole in 
front of the oncoming train on one sie and the oncoming deluge on the othe, he shouted with 
everyone in horror; and when The Boy threw the switch to side-track the trainin the nick of time in 
full view of The Gitl and The Papa terrified by the oncoming tsunami, he cheered and whistled and 
cried out in rapturous relief; and when the lights came up at the end, breaking the spel, he along with 
everyone else was weeping and sobbing over the happiness of love rewarded inthe mad swell ofthe 
Strauss waltz keeping them ll breathing as one, dreaming as one, gasping as one, laughing as one, and 


‘now helping them to disengage and resume their lives alone. Robert was weeping convulsively in 
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‘Vadriet's arms and te girl who had wanted a piece of the cake was comforting him and Freddie, 

“Do you think he chose that name himscHf?" Freddie asked hopefully, watching his hot breath 
{0 multi-colored in the banks of lights above the huge busting crowd in Times Square. He felt two- 
<imensiona, afloat ike Miss Heatherbloom, with electricity outlining and pulsating through him, too. 
The scene gave Rousseaus “art of living together” a whole new meaning. He repeated his question 
his two dstracted-by-their-suroundings fiends. 

“Thats for him to know and for you wo find out, hon,” Robert suggested staring atthe movie 
poster while taking his arm. "Oh, gos” he exclaimed. "Our Carmine is so000000000 gonadatropic!” 

"What?" both his companions asked at once. 

"Yes, my dear comrades. Every time Carmine smiles I fel as ihe is tickling my gonads.” 

"You are such a pout, bubbe,” Vaddiel declared when he stopped laughing. 

Yes. Lam! An instntancous occurrence. Pout!” They laughed again, even Freddie who Robert 
observed was carrying his grief ike Satan's “ponderous shield." 

“Indeed, hung on his shoulders ike the moon, no Vadriel agreed. 

“Let us three go fora drink in the Plaza’s Oak Room!” Robert suggested. "My teat, A male 
only atmosphere is what I crave. Or would you rather the Oval Barat the Astor Hotel right there? The 
food's better atthe Plaza. The men are better here. And don't worry, Vadrel, we'll protect you." 

‘Vadriel granted. He knew he could trust Robert. Even ina classy place like the Astor's Oval Bar 
the was in danger of having his bottom pinched or of being followed into the men's room. 

[As though choreographed, the three New Yorkers maneuvered through-and-with the hugging 
crowd ina quick-step up the block with the precision of dancers crossing a bustling stage in one ofthe 
‘many theaters huddled around them in Frekl’s hyper-ity ncighborhood. “You know, fells," Robert 
continued, checking out the passers-by and smiling at their winks, “a chemical change happens in our 


‘communal bodies when he's on sereen. An actual rigor passes over me similar to first love! The camera 
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‘conscripts him for me! Itis so bizarre! Witcheraft. Up there, he is a god and we are his children.” 
\Vadriel sighed. "If Shakespeare was the poet ofthe heart-robing line’ our Carmine is the poct 
of the heart-obbing smile. I feel as useless asa rainbow or a butterfly.” 
“Looks like Freddie's ponderous shield has just been shifted to your shoulders, Vay." 


"His solution is obvious, not so mine. 


“Whats so obvious about me?” 
You, my fortunate fellow, have swung on our "right particular sar and will gs.” 
"Why do you think that?" 

“His name, Iti an omen for usa.” 


‘They went to the Astor’s Oval Bar. They stood on it left side where the men 


th their interests 
‘congregated, and playfully joined their comrades. Both Vadriel and Robert were particularly soliitous 
to Freddie whose eyes seemed holes of phosphorescent light as ifhe had a fever and his laughter 
sobbed out rather than cascaded in its quivering flight around the room. He talked of his Carmine the 
‘way thirsty men drank. On parting, Robert took his frighteningly fragile friend in his arms: 

“ly me! for aught that I could ever read, 

Could ever hear by tale or history. 

The course of true love never did run smooth’..bo0.” 

‘The two walked Freddie home then continued downtown on foot. Freddie watched them vanish 
into the crowd. Crossing the street, he headed west on the deuce toward the river ignoring many offers 
‘of companionship for free or for a negotiable price. Staring atthe smoothly flowing water, he 
remembered a story Jessie told him on their coffee break. It was a story of two men, one Irish and one 


[Negro who fell in love atthe new Village Automat. “Very Romeo and Juliet, see?” Instead of being the 


set-up for a tragedy, they moved to Harlem and were living happily-ever-after. “I ove happy endings, 
Jessie sighed, “don't you, Mister Fred-sugar?™ 
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Back home in his single room, Freddie could not sleep. He cried in bed, made love to his 
CCarmine-swinging on his bright, particular star-and cred even harder. In desperation, he took up the 
‘magazine. He read a testimonial essay by the magazine's editor Willa Cather on the recently departed 
Sarah Ome Jewett. He began to read is stores. One of them was a modem love story st ina small 
‘mid-westem town, Freie thought Jesse's big-city story was much more interesting. With its urban 
setting, it seemed more appropriate to a magazine as sophisticated as Scribner's, also truer to Jewett as 
quoted by Cather,“We must be ourselves, but we must be our best selves." 

(On impulse, asa distraction, be picked up a pad and pen, He began to write the story down, 
Initially, he changed the ex of one character to female. Remembering a story by Cather called "Paul's 
Story" about a boy like Dicky Dugan who, lacking the courage tobe a fry, “a merry wanderer of the 
‘ight, "killed himself afer a spree in the big city. Nothing was actually stated, yet everything was made 
«ear by his wearing a rod camation in his lapel 

Freddie began again writing as his tue, best self. As he wrote, his terrible sense of dislocation 
lifted, For the frst time asa shoe salesman, Alfred Gage Il was late for work 
“Ham” was Matered when Gatino asked for platinum-blond curls asa keepsake. The sailor was 
puzzled to have his proffered head pressed back tothe pillow, his legs prised apart; amused to see his 
serotum’s silky beard gently sheared revealing skin ink as a baby’s bottom. "Adam's seafuring genes” 
‘were harbored in a section ofa rod sandal-wood Heian jewelry box with emeralds, diamonds, and 
rubies, more of eats resplendent produce, gifs from Higekuro and Naum Rozenberg, 

‘These intial clippings from "Cupid's hedgerow" soon mingled with coarse, screw-like ebony 
{sess from "Othello" whose sapphire-blue-black scrotum was equal in beauty tothe lacquered jewel 


bbox. The next to gift was a nearly hairless "Genji" whose oyster-shell whiteness was adomed by a 


raven-black, glistening pul with wispy side whiskers, delicate a calligraphic strokes. There were 
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straw-yellow, heavy curlicues from "Konstantin"; dense, chocolate-brown loops from "Oedipus"; 
sgolden-red clusters from "Macbeth. Long silken-beige coils were harvested from "Orlando," and 
pearly-gray spirals gleaned from an older "Redburn” who vowed to continue this tradition uniting 
arth’ entire sphere beginning with clippings from Gattino's private Italian “cutting garden.” 

‘This union with the colorful, transient democracy of lonely sailors would have expanded into 
infinity but for Didier Benoit, an acting intern in his final year atthe School ofthe Comedie Frangais. 


‘The rehearsals for Don Juan progressed to the point where the extras were brought in for blockit 


Gatino's interest in the students was genuine and valued by the school. For no extra remuneration, he 


‘gave masterclasses in mime techniques, strength-building and balance-enhancing exercises along with 


the most rudimentary gymnastics, such as pratfalls, leaps from heights, and somersaults. He was 
‘conscious of Benoit in his classes as one beauty among many. Having made the students off-limits as 


‘sexual partners, he merely noted the uncanny resemblance to Alfred Gage in the blond, athletic youth. 


those footloose sailors, he lost custody of his eyes. The shape of Benoit, a swimmer, his gestures, his 


col 


ing-Alaskan husky eyes-were identical to Alfred Gage on a smaller, Gallic scale. His profile was 
«replication, as if cut from the same mold. Gatino approached the youngster’ group, teased them about 
{heir lovetines beng the finest dressing ofthe set. They worshiped him. They preened for him, They 
blushed with pride over his attentions. No one responded more engagingly than Didier Benoit 

Giving a make-up class, Gattino prepared his famous Pierot face. “Each of the great characters 
personifies a Mlowering ofthe human soul,” he taught, demonstrating his subtle, death-mask coloration 
to bring forth the amoral seducer killer, and handsome “great, reat gentleman," Don Juan: “Beauty 
ravishes me wherever I meet with it: and I easily give way tothe sweet Violence with which it huries 
‘me along.” Completing the transformation, he donned over period undergarments an elaborately curled 


black wig and a two-century-old satin costume smelling faintly of two-centuries of humanity. The real 
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pearls and gold brocade were heavy as armor. 

Applying the grayish skin tone devised forthe hypocrite Tartuffe’s persona to “dull the sheen,” 
hhe recited: “The public scandal is what constitutes the offense: The harm of an action lies only in its 
‘being known: sins committed in private are not sins at all.” Straightening his spine, he pushed his 
olive-oiled hair behind his ears o look like the carved figure-head on the prow ofa ship for scenes with 
his older patron Orgon; slouching, he draped his hair over his face to look unkempt and dirty forthe 
family. Intending a Freudian spin on the famous religious fraud, he demonstrated how sexual tension 
‘was added to Tartuffe's scenes with Orgoa via the dance movements he used seducing Orgon’s wife, 

‘Asa special trea, he sereened The Keepsake applying the cinema's yellow-tinted base to his 


olive-gold skin to lighten it under the studio lights. He replicated the subtle eyebrow vari 


differentiating the student from his mirror-image, though most of the work was done by his facial 
‘muscles. The kids freely questioned him in the common room, in the cafeteria, in his dressing room 
Whenever his door was open. (If present, he was the axis of life backstage.) The students always came 
way with invaluable advice and signed photos for their friends. 

On the morning of the Final Dress for his Don Juan, Benoit visited Gatino in his dressing room. 
“Monsieur Gatino,” Benoit began, awe practically choking him, “I need help.” The schoot's make-up 
instructors had given him a color palette for his face. He doubted it projected his relatively small, 


regular features across the Footlights. His brother working at Pathé Studios agreed. He had hi 


him. Was there time for a quick review? 


“There i 


ays time forthe essentials, Benoit Sit in font of my miror with me.” 
‘The base was applied as instructed. Gatino agreed with Benoit and his brother. It was too pale. 

Reaching into his pots of grease paint arrayed on the make-up table, Gatino tenderly added carmine to 

the blend, The boy's features immediately popped out ofthe mask. A pair of scissors trimmed the thick 


eyebrows until they acquired Alfred Gage's magisterial arch, Benoit’s eyes appeared bigger, more 
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precisely Alfred's eyes. Running his hands through the apprentice’s thick thatch of dull-yellow hair, he 


asked, ‘What are you doing this afternoon during our lunch break, Benoit?” 


“Nothing, sit. Why?” 


“You need to have your hair cut by someone who knows what he's doing. Roget around the 
corner herein the Palais Royale is our man, Meet me there at noon, My treat, yes?” 


Roget did a double-take. He immediately saw the resemblance to his former American client 


spiky short—“for the wi 


and nodded sagely when Gattino asked him to eut the boy" ” Lacking 
the care Alfred Gage's hair enjoyed, Benoit's was richly conditioned before cutting--"To ensure itis 
exactly as you desire, Monsieur Gattino.” 


“Your desires are clear, 


Benoit said sol, alert tothe conspiracy under way, 

‘At midnight, Carmine bathed his foux-Alffed in lavender with peony oil swearing undying love 
to the obsequious boy. Inthe moonlit moment, he believed it a possiblity. Benoit showed potential: he 
‘might make a good Ose in the film version of Hamlet curently in preparation at Path. as a follow 
up to the successful Romeo and Juliet. Uncothed, the virginal youth delighted the eye, demonstrated 
lusty spirit admirable curiosity, bulldog courage in accommodating Gatino's venerable body. 

‘The nextday a happy Gatino took Benoit shopping. He bought him a suit for evening wear, 
some dress shirts and silk tics and searves, shoes, and a cashmere overcoat with a Borsaino-all in 


tion of Alfred Gage’s wardrobe. The few times Benoit expressed his own taste, he was ignored or 
told it was not what Gatino had in mind for him. He acquiesced with a downcast look and a sad smile. 


“Aren't you happy as L, Benoit, my darling?” 


“Oh, yes, Gatino! I want to be with you forever! Last night, [felt struck by lightening!” 
“Oxi, sempre, mio tesoro.” 
“Yes. Oggi, sempre, Gatino.” 


‘There was still something not quite right. He took Benoit back to Monsieur Roget. 
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“thought it perhaps too extreme, Monsieur Gatino. Il attend to it now.” 

“Attend to what?” Benoit asked behind white silk curtains with hs first lover 

“Your hair color isnt quite right, my darting” 

“My hair color? You said you liked my bair!* 

“Why should your hair color matter to you, Benoit? It is only & minor adjustment,” 

“W's because of him, isnt it, Gatino? He was always hanging out ofthe stage box at Teatro 
Gruppo performances. You threw him flowers. We all envied him. My frends teased me about looking 
like him. 1 swam inthe Monmarte piscine with him. He never noticed me. He never noticed anyone. 
know you're making me into keepsake from his mirror. frightens me, Gatino. I shou be fatter, 
now, but it ightens me because {know I'm not upto the roe.” 

“No, no, no my darting? It started out because of him. Now it's you and only you" he lied, 


amazed that anyone but Rozenberg noticed his throwing flowers to Alfredo, So amazed was he by the 


story Benoit was telling him he did not notice the pathetic fragility in those forget-me-not blue eyes. 
You owe ito your beauty alone, ™ he whispered, unconsciously quoting Don Juan. 


“If et you change me, will you love me?” 


“Love you now, Benoit,” he lied again, this time more ardently. Taking the boy in his arms and 
kissing him deeply, he whispered another quote: "/'ve never beheld so charming a person.” 

“Okay, I'l do it. 1° do anything for you. 1 don’t care anymore about me.” 

Gatino gave Benoit every attention dazzling him into grateful submission. and introducing him 
to the mos intense sexual pleasures the human body could deliver. The staid Benoit, however, was not 
interchangeable with the high-flying Alfred Gage. He wasa conservative, predictable, petite-bourgeois 
tunable to fire Gatino’s imagination once the physical fantasy was played out. The more he abdicated 
his personality, the less desirable he became, yet another excuse for his bored lover to goin search of 


transient sailors to whom he was unknown and from whom there were no demands beyond good sex, 
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‘The jewel case with the clippings opened wide again. 

Fearful of devastating the dependent Benoit by cleanly breaking with him, Gatino cut back on 
their nights together. To deepen the breech, he chose another student for a threesome, big, muscular, 
aggressive and coarse-"A rude mechanical!” Determined to cash-in by replacing Benoit in Gatino's 
affections, he erudely flaunted his "virility." the reason the observant Gatino had chosen him and 
nicknamed him Bottom. His malicious mockery of the less favored Benoit at first amused and pleased 


Geatin 


"Am I not like Oberon chastening Titania for a too-strong attachment?” 
‘The mockery struck Benoit with the force of prussic acid poured on his heart Even with Gatino 
sending-up "the donkey," a fatal wound was inflicted. The devastation on his face brought Gatino back 
to his hearts view of the loving boy. His rage at his own cowardly behavior, at Benoit for not being 
Afied, requisitioned Don Juan's murderous temperament, honed to a rapier point with Krillov, Sudden 
violence stretched the visitor on a rack. The gladiatorial Russian had risen mightily toa cock-fight; the 
ickly repented his braggadocio to his captive's delight. 
Benoit became an envious voyeur shamed by his inability to compete with these pit bulls, In 


‘neophyte contender 


spite of himself, Bottom dissolved. His healthy body responded undeniably to the uncontrollable 
sensations at Gatino's command. He made noises, sad things, made demands. Behaving like an 


‘excitable girl humitiated him deeply: but his strong, well-<defended ego helped him come to treasure the 


‘memory of this "special" encounter with his idol Gatino and its tomnado-force conclusion. Wet, 
‘unwashed, bright-ted bodied with shame, he dressed and fled the scene in dumb silence. 

‘The door slammed! Benoit wept hysterically, was tenderly comforted with copious apologies, 
tgiven a brandy, ordered to sleep by an irritated Gatino, sick of actors and their melodramatic displays at 
‘every tum, Showering quickly, he retumed to bed exhausted. Benoit was furious. He complained 
through snotty tears ofthe way he had been treated not only tis night but from the moment his hair 


‘was cut to make him into someone else. Gatino listened, quietly smiling with enjoyment at seeing 


(CHILDREN OF PARADISE/329 
Benoit expressing himself; he found this feisty fellow attractive and new to him. Mistaking the smile 
for condescension, Benoit folded, pushing away Gatino's genuine embrace angrily. 

‘Wounded affection impelled Gatino to return the anger. “I am Don Juan again tomorrow, my 
pet. I must get my rest," he said with calculated coldness. “I should not have brought you two here 
tonight, 1 wanted to amuse you with Bottom. Like the Don: ‘have @ natural inclination to give way 10 
whatever attracts me." You must discipline me. We need to end our intimacies. You must help me. 
Retum your key. Do you not you agree? Kiss me goodnight. Let us sleep." 

Satiated, thinking Don Juan was right to skip town whea his conquests bored him, he felt guilty 


by how badly he handled this break-up--"'Sweet Violence," bullshit!" Vet, it was all forthe best: Benoit 
‘was getting much too attached, absurdly dependent. He quickly fell into a sound sleep. 
‘Awakened in the moming at dawn by the birds, he found Benoit gone, the key on the pillow, He 


felt profound relief. He dreaded the dramatics ofa final break. t was mild compared to what he felt at 


me 


the thought of causing Benoit ‘am no Don Juan,” he reckoned, pleased iscovery, 


‘Stretching, he discovered the sheets still damp and stained. by what looked like clusters of 


white blossoms. He smiled longing to discuss the adventure with Higekuro in terms of shumga! It was 
as normal as looking up and talking about the stars. The constellations were all shaped differently and 
so were men, Weren't men as ravishing as the stars? What he wanted to talk about with Armand was 
the ugly turmoil, the mean triumph he felt forcing Bottoms male aggression to compromise itself. 

Dicer Benoit vanished. He did not show up for class or forthe performances of Don Juan ot 
Hamlet. A week later, a police detective showed up on the set for Hamlet at Pathé. Benoit's parents had 
rogistered him as a missing person. Normally there was a two-week wait before investigations began; 
people often took off without notice for a week. Benoit’s friend told them the last time he was seen 
their son threatened to kill himself. Did Gatino know anything about the missing boy’ 


"His friend says he spent his lastnight with you, Gatino. Was he upset when he left you?" 
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Detective Amaud was surprised to find the actor magnetic in person. Having seen him glowing 
‘on stage as Pierrot, Turridu, Scapin and Hippolytus, he remembered how beauty was not suspicious for 
the Greeks; nobility of form was linked with nobility of spirit: there was litle distinction made between 
inside and out. Not so these days. Also a film buff, he was fascinated by Gattino's weindly-colored 
‘make-up and by the powerful mercury-vapor lamps hanging from poles overhead giving off pungent 
‘odor and unearthly purple glow like the color of skin too long under water. They stood beyond the 
slare being adjusted for & room in Elsinore castle where Pier Angelli, dressed as Ophelia, waited. 

"Yes, Detective,” Gatino admitted blushing and glancing aw: 
‘The dark, clean-shaved detective nodded. The friend had told him unflinchingly about the 


/ "We had an argument.” 


relationship. How Benoit confessed in tears it was “over and done with because 'm not good enough.” 
Studying the dazzling actorwith lowered ead and broken grin glancing up at him under crumpled 
eyebrows, Amaud wondered if anyone would ever be good enough for him. 

‘Alove of cinema started the well-educated policeman reading American literature. Theit poot 
Longfellow came to mind: "A boy's will isthe wind's will” A boy's heart was also the wind’s will The 
detective wondered if anyone could ress this glorious boy's wil. Or his charms. I this guy were agi 
hhe knew he would have boon distracted by the grin. 

*Gatino!” Linde shouted impatiatly. "We need you, please!” 

“Excuse me, if Gatino asked in an embarrassed quandary that made him look fifteen. 

“Yes, of course, you must go back fo work. But before you go-" 

"Yes si, Low. IFT think of anything 

“No, no. mean, yes, ofcourse. Here's my card. What | wanted actualy," he said pulling an 
envelope from out of his coat’ inside pocket: "Would you sign this picture for my daughter? She is 
‘mad about your pictures..2s is my whole famil..myself included, Gatino. Her name is Emma. She's 


fifteen and as beautiful as that actress. She's the one from Carousel Romance isnt she?" 
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"Yes. She is. Her name's Pier Angelli. Does your daughter want to be an actress, sir?" 


"Well, she wants to be in the pictures like everyone else, I guess.” 


inder’s always looking for people. Bring her here tomorrow. You never know, si.” 
‘Back in the circle of light, Linder asked about the forceful-looking, tall guy who got through 
‘security. Gatino gave him the basies and told him he would be back the next day with his daughter. It 
‘was a commonplace occurrence. Half the kids working in the pictures were brokered deals: newspaper 
editors had family members employed in exchange for free ads; printers made posters cheap; theater 
owners extended runs; dress manufacturers donated overstock. The demand for workers was the same 
inal successful industries. Eight hundred women were employed by Pathé to colorize their pictures by 


hand pi 


ig frames, Ifthe detective's daughter wasn't right for the camera or too frail to handle 


‘acting work load, there was always some job to give her the caché gained by working "in the movies.” 
‘The decomposing body of Didier Benoit was fished out of the Seine five days after the visit 


from the det 


‘There was a suicide note in one of his pockets wrapped in aplastic bag. He was 
declared of unsound mind at the inquest. Part of the evidence was his completely shaved head 

During performances of Don Juan and Hane, the company embraced Gatino believing he was 
in ove withthe missing Benoit. Tender affection was showered upon him. The day the body was 
found, he discovered a bouquet of red roses from Director General Pequot inthe center of his make-up 


table. Shifting itt the side, he sat in front of his mirror prepared to become Don Juan agai 


Glancing at his fac in the miror caused him to cry out in shock. There were black shadows 
under his eyes deep asthe hear of conqucrng darkness. They were emanating his most profound 
Pierrot despair looking as if they were about to met into floods of tears, floods deep asthe Seine. 
Amazed, he peered closely. He was feeling nothing. How could he be suffering if he felt nothing? As if 
triggered by the evidence in the mir, Camillo shuddered and started to sob. 


Applying the make-up for Don Juan, he softly demanded of his reflection: “I let you change 
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‘me, will the world love me?” 

‘Thérése broke her silence on Benoit following the performance pointing at his face in the 
‘mirror. “You became that vile man, Gatino-a needy sadist. God help you! Its a great defect how your 
attention wanders like his when not pinned-down by love! Sailors! Their uniforms are designed, cut, 
and sewn by the devil! But they atleast can give as good as they get!” 

He nodded and quoted from Oedipus at Colomus: “Not to be born is best.” 


“Alas, we are bom, Carmine! Coming from you these days, Sophocles is canting humbug 


‘worthy of your yokel bully Tartuffe.” 
“T intended no harm to the boy.” 


“Your sad 


Don Juan’s we find means to make things right with Heaven” may please the 
cunning Jesuits who teach us our responsibilty may be modified if we intend no harm, It doesn’t cut 
the mustard with me, I don’t believe we can rectify the harm we do by pointing othe purty of our 
Intentions, Carmine. And neither do you i that cave we call your heat. Agh! Your acid eroticism is 
Valmont’ ee n'est pas ma faut." 

She paced the room. TugaingofT hs black, long-cul wig and undoing the silk ruff (ight asa 
noose), he watched her inhi mirror. She resumed speaking. He froze 

“Our revered Granval finds your Tartuffe’s erotically seducing his Orlon with religion very 


igre, very Meyerhold, He told me his line,“ cannot live without you. is now transparent He is 
rte. He is too much an ants tobe fanatical to the old ways. Unlike you, Carmine, most avant 
tarde players rate knowledge low. Theis innovations ae often made in error. To Granval the err i & 
laps in taste and deters him from the chanciness of innovation in site of his championing absolute 
freedom of thought. He has the deep knowledge the ancestral repertoire of our Théatre Francais brings: 
to whoever wants it He cll this place “the central pharmacy" forthe soul. Your prescriptions are 


being written by Moliere and Marivaux and Beaumarchais and Racine and Corneille and your 
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‘Shakespeare. Attend to them before itis too late. Your grief over the oss of Alfred recalls Ophelia, 
“Divided from herself and her fair judgment.” Read Wiliam James now! Or you will kill yourself: Or 
‘you will be killed by a ‘stoned? guest” 

‘Tucked into bed, he listened to the wind tugging the last leaves from the trees outside his 
‘windows, Full of self-loathing over his treatment of Didier Benoit, feeling unnavigable, he recited 
loud a poem Higekuro recently sent him: "An aurumn's night, I awaken from troubled sleep./And 
what a brief and fleting dream it was!” Sleepless he began to read the William James book. 
CHAPTER TEN 
Alfred Gage Senior found ita mixed blessing not to have Freddie living at The Elms or Gramercy Park 
‘The reawakening oftheir relationship was rejuvenating. The two swam and walked onthe beach and 
talked without inhibitions for hours in the library. Now, Alfred stayed in town with Florence if Freddie 
‘were unable to weekend with his parents due to demands at work. He blossomed, She wilted, suffering 
severe depression, Rarely depressed, Gage's“funks” were situational, caused by his not getting his 
‘way. He believed hers now of the same ilk founded on her gull and fear of Froddie's anger once the 
shock of her betrayal revealed by Father Tom on the beach at The Elms wore off him. 


Gage tried reasoning with her: "Freddie's new life has nothing to do with wanting to be free of 


‘when her son came to dinner oF to go to The Elms with him in tow. 


Sing a yet another mectng about the church steeple for Calvary Church, Aid found 
himself complstely engaged by Robert Whyte Gaylord’ argument agains replacing the rong wooden 
‘one with a replica in stone. He claimed the church was a unique Renwick masterpiece; to add a steeple 
of a iferent stone just to make it ior all he other shurches was absurd, “There wll be o synergy. 


It isn’t as if tastes changed while it was being built, changing stone to match the times. That's why 
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Chartres has two styles of steples. t's about the mania to have all churches conform to what is 
considered a ‘normal church. m sick to death ofthis obsession peopl have lately with the “normal"!™ 

“The church Board was split; Gage’s vote won the day. The roting wooden steeple was to be 
dismantled immediately, the building cleaned, the subject closed. 

‘The mecting adjourned. Alfred lingered to congratulate Robert on his successful presentation 
‘Vadril and Father Tom gathered round. All accepted Alfred's invitation to have coffee with him in his 
hhome. On the walk across the Park, Father Tom asked after Florence. The answer compelled Robert to 
take Alfred's arm and force a detour into his house with the others following close behind in single file 

‘A.warm winters calm before a snow storm made fora lovely day. Siting in he sun room, 
Alfred opened up. His eyes welling with teas, he confessed being at his wits end, “She soems 
paralyzed with grief: I cannot reach her.” 

Having received detailed account from Freddie, Robert asked. “Could she not know you never 
‘mentioned her during your talk with Freddie on the beach, Father?” 

“Lean imagine how she could know, Robbie.” 

“Haye any of you told him what happened in Paradise?” Aled Gage asked. 

“No, si," Vadriel answered. “He was living on his last nerve, as Jessie would say. We did not 
‘want to instigate the synapse pushing him over the edge again, soto speak. We love him too much to 
cause him any more pain. Besides, more than eve, he needs both is parents now. He is very fortunate 
to have a matched set. He loves you both very much, you know, Mister Gage.” 

“Mister Gage," Father Tom assured, "I saw no reason to implicate you i this business. My 
‘main concem was having Freddie accept responsibility for the part he played inthe separation. It 
‘wasn’t about gossip or criticism of ether you or your wife i. I hink it's your job to fess up, don't 
your" 


“Yes, Father, Ido. I should have argued harder against it.I thought it wrong to blackmail him.” 
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Robert and Vadrie glanced at eachother before Robert asked, “Blackmai? You mean about the 
‘money? Cutting off his Funds?” 
“Yes, Mister Gaylord. I mean thought it wrong to use money to force his hand, or his heart in 


this case, to do my wife's biddi 


“What would you have done, Mister Gage?” 

“Nothing. Believe it or not, Mister Vail, I would have done nothing. At the time I thought his 
relationship with Gatino would end the way most passions end. Had it continued as both of yours seem 
to have done, 1 would have been happy to see my son content as you two seem to be content with 
‘your...love, | am the last man on earth to east stones at anyone. You seem shocked, gentlemen, Don’t 
‘you believe me?” 

Looking quite shocked, Robert and Vadriel nodded in unison. On parting, both were startled 
‘when Mister Gage silently embraced them and thanked them for taking such good care of his son. 

‘An enlightened Robert and Vadrie! went about their business. Father Tom went to pay a call on 


Florence Gage to encourage her to “fess up.” Alfred Gage went to mect a business partner, On his way 


cross L4th Street, 


tention was taken by a crowd in front of a vaudeville theater he did not own, 
He spied the large poster of Evelyn Nesbit Thaw in her red-velvet swing and paled with shame. It was 
nearly seven years since the murder yet the sight ofthat swing still destroyed his composure. It filled 
him with disgust forthe lies people told and his part i them. 


Having designed the Long Island home and renovated the house in Gramercy Park, Stanford 


‘White was both a professional acquaintance and a personal friend with similar tastes in beautiful young 
‘women. After the murder, Alfred Gage lived in teror of being implicated. Four years before, he had 
brought Evelyn to meet Stanford the day she was introduced tothe red-velvet swing. Gage was having 
‘an affair with another Floradora chorus girl and he brought both toa luncheon in White's studio. 


‘Evelyn had been an artists’ mode! in Tarentum, Pennsylvania, gone on the stage, traveled to New York 
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with her mother, and denied being sixteen, a minor, "jail bait” 

Gage knew damn well the dangers facing girls ike Evelyn in New York. On the mean street, 
they were fodder for crime and disease. He thought he was doing her a favor placing her under White’s 
protection. If she and her mother actually thought, as they testified at the trial, White's interest was 
“fatherly.” he would take a ride on that swing buck-naked with the cameras rolling. One ofthe best 
performances he ever saw was the one she gave for the judge and the corrupt cops at the trial 

Hee was spending a packet to defeat Tammany Hall and its comupt police fore inthe upcoming 
city elections. He had gotten into the prostitution game by default. A paper products corporation he 
‘bought owned three brothels financed by a bank he bought at the same time, He discovered one of the 
biggest expenses for both bank and brothels was paying police protection on every evel. Gage was not 
surprised when the gambler Rosenthal was shot dead last yearby the cops after blabbing to the press 
bout the protection racket run by Tammany Hall along with fees paid for a judgeship ($10-25,000), 
fora regular captaincy ($10,000), and for one in the more lucrative districts (starting at $15,000), 

Gage closed his brothels, fired the men who oversaw their financing as good investments with 
high returns, and broke the ties with organized crime he could locate. He had enough money to be 
selective about where he put it. (Edison's movie company was a safe bet.) Every deal involved tough, 
‘expensive scrutiny. Wheels tured within wheels in Gotham, To be straight and honest in business was 
\ell-nigh impossible. Gage enjoyed seeking finding, and destroying what he deemed social evils 
devastating human lives. 


Florence also had a strong social conscience. She admired his scruples, happy they were 


fortunate enough to afford them. Like most women of her class, she arrived in his bed a virgin, a sexual 
cliché, brain-washed to believe sex, essential for procreation, was to be “endured.” Gage arrived in her 
bed well-seasoned in the art of love. He had a very high libido accustomed to being satiated in all the 


‘usual ways by well-kept women with all the usual talents whom he treated respectfully and generously. 
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He had no inhibitions. Flarence was inhibitions. Gage was wamed by his experienced friends 
hhow this would be the ease with women of her class. He was prepared to be patient because he loved 
her, He was patient. He endured. She relaxed into what she called “the act” after her frst orgasm. The 
extent of the pleasure shocked her. The extent of his need shocked her just asthe hairy, virile expanse 
‘of him in the nude had shocked her the first night. He assumed his ability o give her pleasure would 
generate a need for him. t did. However, his libidinal need operated atten on a scale often, hers barely 
mustered a three at the best of times. Ifa depression descended, there was no seale. He was patient, 
gentle, kind, His libido was less understanding. It craved release. Sometimes he thought he would go 
‘mad from the pressure in his often wet groin, 

Obeying his physical demands, Gage found release. He loved the theater, especially musical 
cextravaganzas with chorus girls. He harvested chorus lines. New York was a showcase for them. There 
‘was an endless supply of young, beautiful women. If he impregnated a leggy chorine, he paid for an 
abort 


and a holiday. (Ifone became pregnant by someone els, he was always ready with cash.) The 
banding together of ambitious doctors wanting to make their earnings equal to Wall Street and lawyers, 
their forming the American Medical Association as their lobbying group buying legislators, restricted 
abortions by banning midwives from performing "medical procedures.” Gage funded clinies where 
‘women could safely and cheaply go for help. He paid the cops to kesp the midwives and non-AMA, 
doctors safe from harassment by the religious brigade financed by the doctors. Gage’s current support 
cof Margaret Sanger’s new “birth control” clinic had roots inthis period of his life. 

For several years after the White murder, however, Gage’s libido went quiescent. The demands 
of his comporate empire took precedence until the sirings in his groin resumed. Like a kid, he gave 
himself release in the shower. The few times he made advances to his wife she had rebuffed him with a 
laugh and a quick, “Aren’t we passed all that nonsense?” His need had awakened inthe center of his 


‘being with a vengeance. Chastened by Stanford's fate, he swam at his club, trained with a professional 
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boxer to let off steam, walked to work brooding how lust and rage danced attention on old age 

‘The streets of New York were a sexual hothouse, He could not go a block without being, 
solicited by men, women, and children. Thousands of prostitutes plied their wares in broad daylight. 
(Pimps beat them on the sidewalks; cops looked the other way.) The subway toilets offered endless 
‘opportunites for one of his favorite sexual favors, one he demanded from all his chorines, News of 
‘aids on these “sex pits” filled his newspapers. The “lawless” workers’ taverns were a frequent topic at 
his club among the “captains of industry,” most of whom had adulterous sexual liaisons of which they 
‘openly bragged like drunken college boys. Though Gage was never tempted to avail himself of some 


fairy’s skills, he knew he could if he would; he knew the option should be there, One night, choosing it 


{n.a dream prompted a startling event: a wet dream, his frst in thirty years, 

‘The trip to Rome to see Freddie was revelatory. Sitting beside his son watching Gatino 
reminded him of the unrelenting and uncontrollable tyrannical power of sexual desire. He could read 
his boy like a book. The moment the beautiful actor appeared on stage in the guise ofa Sicilian peasant 
in too-tight clothing, Freddie stiffened in his seat. His response to the perfections of the actor was the 
capper for his father. Suspicions were confirmed. Bella Maria was expressing Freddie's desire to have 
1 Turridu in his life, Slipping him a handkerchief ostensibly for the tears with a whisper, “Keep it, 
son,” he registered its being strategically dropped in the lap. At performance end, Gage helped his son 
uickly don his raincoat 

He had always felt protective of his sensitive boy whom he loved dearly. On the ride home in a 
cab, he saw the look of anguish in Freddie's eyes. He wanted to assure his son: sexual desire was 
bbowildering and unsetling and sometimes humiliating for every sexually-active man no matter where 
Eros led him, He wanted to joke with him about the apple not having fallen far from the tree. Sadly, 
there was no foundation for such a conversation, and with Florence present, all he could do was take 


his son’s hand and squceze it gently. Freddie had responded, tumed his face away to conceal his falling 
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tears. (The conversation eventually took place in the library on Long Island: “Eros doesnot lead us by 
the nose, son. But we are responsible for our actions.") 

(On retuming to Manhattan, Gage resumed his ison with chorus gil. He tok a furished 
apartment inthe Bedford Arms on Seventh Avenue and 1th treet. For the first few weoks, he needed 
‘wo women to reestablish his equilibrium, sometimes both atthe same ime. Ther nonstop theater- 


‘gossip made him aware the subject of prostitution was making its way to Broadway. The subject was 


broached in the cinema; the censors pounced. His stake in distributing pictures began with them. The 
chorines informed him of & "hot" play looking for “angels.” Knowing the police would shut it down 
pocketing checks from the religiously-affiliated crowd, Gage put $5000 into a play called The Lure, 
IF Tammany was ousted there was a great deal of serious work to be done to bring the corrupt 
ops and the sexually-obsessed moralists in line:"When I was a boy, we never thought of a person's 
sexual predilections. Now our noses are being ground in them. My papers gossip is harmless erap.” 


(Over his head waved a banner trumpeting The Crime of the Century. Alfred Gage Senior turned 


way from the poster of Evelyn Nesbit Thaw breaking records in her red-velvet swing, He wondered 


‘who her current lovers were; she had just given birth toa baby boy even though her husband was 


prison until recently. His newspaper was selling out editions with this monster-story.. 
Gage had to hurry or he would be late. This was an important meeting with his partner in the 
film business. There was an actor to be interviewed, scenarios to be reviewed, and the new changes in 
the U.S. copyright laws protecting motion pictures to be discussed. The complications of registering the 
highly-flammable films atthe Library of Congress had to be ironed out; Griffith was sending paper- 
transfer prints, obviously the way to go. And the Supreme Court's decision forbidding film companies 
{from borrowing copyrighted works without approval of the author meant spending money, something 


his partner detested i 


didn't show on the screen. Gage wanted Rose Studio to be on the up-and-up. 


‘This meant constant vigilance when dealing with Norman Rose who knew everything about pictures, 
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‘The original method of throwing together a photoplay on the run was no longer feasible if one 
‘were not a Griffith, A detailed scenario was now essential tothe quick, successful completion of a 
picture, The emerging motion picture writers were gaining importance and were demanding to be paid 
appropriately since so much hinged on their work. A scenario department was now the frst order of 
‘business for Rose Studio in Hollywood. They had two boffo hits in union with Pathé Pars starring 
Gatino, and six big winners made on their own. The numbers were impressive, Gage was to be shown. 
their new film called The Keepsate. It was already a big hit abroad, 

Rose Films had its office ina vaudeville house Gage bought and converted into a movie theater 
further along 14th Street across from Union Square. There was a large queue forming in front of it to 


current hit A Carousel Romance. The final shot of Gatino weeping in happiness on the carousel 
in the Bois du Boulogne was a moment of pure cinematic adoration and it haunted him. Freddie had 
told his father in passing how he and Gatino would meet there and Gage sadly sighed aloud atthe first 
sight of it behind the opening credits. He was firmly convinced the crime of the century was not a 
tawdry murder no one would remember in fiy years, It was the harm being done in the name of love, 

He was eager to discuss the C-S Studio with Norman Rose. The British team of Court and 
‘Stephenson had begun as distributors of Ford vehicles in India before going into the movie business. 
‘They had done well at first, well enough to go into production and to build on spec a $600,000 150- 
acre studio in Hollywood this year. However, needing to deliver one successful picture a week in onder 
to pay bills, they came a cropper with one flop after another. Audiences were becoming more selective, 
and C-S were now in debt to Lloyd's Bank in London for over three million dollars. 

Gage’s Liberty Bank lent money to movie producers early on. He had purchased the C-S 
distribution arm with his own funds for $130,000. They were facing foreclosure. Now Lloyd's was 
asking him to buy C-S Studio: Court-Stephenson were asking him to invest more money. The film 


industry was nothing if not fluid. Daily new studios appeared. There were over 100 with offices in New 
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‘York City, most folding after two pictures or merging to form new entities. He had decided not to give 
the two British men more money He would buy C-S Studio to give Rose Pictures a Hollywood base. 
Further down 4th Street, Alec Hall (formerly Alec Scudder) was sitting on the Biograph stoop with 
Dorothy Gish in front of Billy Bitzer’s camera waiting for Mister Griffith to arrive. She was telling him 
they were doing a different picture from the one she told him earlier. Now they were crazy in love but 
‘none of their neighbors was to know about it because her parents had ambitions for her: she was to 
‘marry the good-hearted, honest cop on the beat-~im. She pointed to Raoul Walsh who at that moment 
‘was in a policeman's uniform waiting for Mister Griffith to call upon him to enter the scene and 
‘interrupt the clandestine lovers. AS with the original idea, Alec did not have to say anything. He was to 
listen as if his life depended on it and look seared when Raoul appeared. 

She and Raoul rehearsed the scene "to death” the previous day with Bobby Harron, Mister 
oa 


th thought Alec was better forthe pat. He often changed his casting ideas to keep everyone at the 
top of their game during rehearsals. Alec wasn't to worry. Mister Griffith would put him through his 
[paces before they started shooting, would fil him in onthe plot twists. Dot thought this was probably 
just a testo se if Alec could invent decent business for himself, Maybe it was just to keep Bobby on 
his toes, He was not to fret. It was just another day of movie-making at Biograph, 

“The day the brownstone’s storerooms were emptied of excess props, furniture, scenery, lumber, 
and other fire hazards, Scudder figured his work was done. Bitzer had other ideas. He needed an 
assistant, Ten dollars a week. Was Scudder interested? 


‘The slow orthochromatic film prevented 


from shooting faces with the light behind them: 
they came out black blotches. One afternoon he took Scudder to the Metropolitan Museum to study the 
light inthe paintings. The ones by Rembrandt with faces coming out of deep shadows fascinated him. 


He had read an article in Reef News claiming his pictures had remarkable light effects, “in the French 
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for German schools of ar.” At the Museum, he asked a guard to direct them to the French school so he 
could figure out what he was up to: “We might lear something, Alec.” 

He grew up with a copy of “The Angelus” by Millay hanging on his parlor wall. Inthe early 
Biograph days with Griffith, he had studied closely the lights and shadows in pictures like “The 
Gleaners,” with its foreshadows on the field of stubble. The day after the trip to the museum, he and 
‘Scudder were on location in Fort Lee, New Jersey, sitting on a sunny park bench eating lunch, Lillian 
Gish and Owen Moore were sitting opposite them also eating lunch with the bright sun behind them. 
“Look at them, Alee! Look at the light on thei faces! Where's it coming from?” 

“The white gravel beneath their fet, sr. Its bouncing the sunlight up on to them.” 

Lifting his camera, Bitzer looked into the ground-glass lens at them, “Hmmm,” he said seeing. 
their faces clearly thanks to the refracted light. There was also a hazy rainbow effect around theit 
figures caused by the sun shining directly on the lens. He removed his hat, shaded the lens, shot a few 
fet of film just before the call came, “Back to places, everyone!” 

Griffith was delighted with the footage. “Don't tll the front office, Billy. Just experiment away 
with your reverse-lighting effect and It’s see what happens.” 

‘The next day, Bitzer made three scenes shooting directly into the sun with Scudder shielding the 
‘ens with his bosses’ hat. Two tured out perfectly; the last was a disaster. The hat was not steady and 
there was a distracting haze around Lillian's body. They had to go back to Fort Lee by subway, ferry, 
and trolley for retakes. The front office raged at the cost-overrun forbidding any more “silliness.” 
Instead of being fired, Scudder was asked to work late. In Bitzer’s workroom, he held an incandescent 
bul in front of the camera while his boss glued a small topless and bottomless can around the lens 
hholder to shade the lens from al sides. “You know, Alec, when I started in this business in °96, the 
‘camera weighted close to a ton. This should do us fine. See you tomorrow, Alec. Thanks for your 


help.” 
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“Two days later, the lab technician phoned Bitzer on location to tell him there was something 
‘wrong with the camera, The four edges of the frames being developed were fuzzy cutofls, “Alec,” 
Bitzer quietly said with a scowl, “the edge of our round can’s darkened the comers of the square film.” 
‘When Griffith was told, he shrugged, “Wait until we get back to the studio, Billy. Fist things come 


First, Forget it for now. You enjoying yourself, Alee Scooter?” 


's Scudder, Mister Griffith.” 

"Yes, s0 I hear, They tll me "Geesh is ‘Gish’ but I wait bor yesterday, you know.” 

“The crew retume to 4th Steet o find the mea from the froat office waiting inthe studio, 
formally the brownstone’s ballroom. Scudder expected the usual explosion, Instead, the money men_ 
shook Griffith's hand and congratulated Bitzer on the “innovation.” They thought removing the sharp 
‘edges in the frame added “class” to the picture, It was to be a Biograph specialty for the ten minutes 
before someone stole the idea 

Bitzer took Seuer back ino the workroom, Using him asa mode, he sho afew fet of film, 
He learned that the various sized openings needed for the different lens stops required different sized 
cans; by adding an iris diaphragm from an old eight-by-ten camera, he could control the comer 
shading.“ think we're on to something here, Alec. Walk hack and forth between those two ches for 
me, please. Keep your head up and make like you're thinking about the person you love most in the 
‘orld. want you to look happy with your eyes opened wide. Good. Perfect! Now tum and walk 
tovsards me real slow so I can use all the lens stops, please, son.” 

‘The next morning, Dorothy Gish told him Mister Griffith wanted him to play a scene with her 
cout on the freezing front stoop for new picture. He would be pail an extra five dollars for the day's 
‘work. He was to be her brother and she was going to tell him about some problems she was having in 
‘school with a new teacher. He didn’t have to say anything. He just had to listen as if his life depended 


‘on it. And act normal, Don't make faces. Just be normal. 
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Bitzer assured the anxious Scudder it wasn't unusual for people who had other jobs to actin the 
films. The only reason he never did was because he got stage fright. “Mister Griffith started as an actor 
in the theater, you know, Alec. He took work in the movies for the money under a different name. No 
self-respecting actor wanted to work in lickers He wasn't very good providing ‘Drama, Danger, and 
‘Comedy.’ He was no "Hero to the Rescue’ type. Biograph pictures were no good cither, The money 
‘men asked him to direct something. He asked me for advice. | couldn't imagine how a man who wasn’t 
‘passable actor could direct a flock of geese, so I warned him ifhis picture failed he would never work 
‘again at Biograph, He got a guarantee from the front office that if his picture failed he could resume his 
acting career. They put him to work on the off-color pictures, the Mutoscopes,” Bitzer said with a grin, 


‘Scudder laughed in disbelief. “Mister Griffith made off-color pictures, 


“Yeah, Not hard-core stuff, obviously. He'd never do anything like that, Alec. Venus on a half 
shell ina bodysuit. Crap lke that. I used to shoot them at night. Once he got started with legit one- 
reeers, what he saw in his mind we put on the screen. Last night, he saw the footage I made of you. He 
tad me run it over and over. You can tel from the way he studies faces that he's more than just another 
director. You're handsome like Bobby. Mister Griffith likes his kids to be young because they really do 
look like America's youth on sereen. You've got a nicer build and you're stil boyish. Ifyou lke the 
‘acting work, you'll do fine here with ws. The work's steady and most ofthe people are fu.” 

“IFT do not like it, can I not spoil my career with you and come back, sit?” 

“Sure! You're the best assistant I've ever had, Alec. But ifyou like it, and the public takes you 
to their hearts, there's a great adventure ahead of you as a pioneer.” 

Up on the stoop after having finished putting on some make-up with Mae Marsh's assistance 
and choosing a proper outfit "for a brother” from the newly-Furigated costume rack with Bobby 
Harron's guidance, Alec discovered Mister Griffith had changed the story ofthe picture he was 


shooting with Dot Gish. While she was giving him the new scenario about clandestine lovers and a cop, 
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they were interrupted by another Biograph player Pearl White, the most beautiful blond girl Alec had 
ever seen, “Did ja hear, Dot? Hello, Alec. I heard you might be one of us, now. You look real cute in 
that outfit but you're not her brother anymore or her boyftiend you're a rookie cop. Raoul says he has a 
‘uniform ready for you." She told them there had been a murder in the paper that morning and Mister 
Griffith thought it would make a better picture today than the other two, the one about the secret lovers 
‘nd the one about Dot’s problems at school. "He says Shakespeare's company did plays based on 
contemporary murders too." They were all to go inside and start rehearsals. 

"What is to be done as a'ookie’ cop? What is an American rookie cop!” 

"We don't know what you will do, Alec. Neither does Mister Griffith. We'll all figure it our, If 
‘you have any ideas to keep us going don't be shy. " 

Billy Bitzor laughed at the confusion on Alec's face. "Welcome to the pictures, son!" 

“Vadtiel, don't you think he's —* 

“Yes, Robbie, Ido.” 

“No wonder Freddie loves him so. He told me he can talk to him about anything, even things he 
cean only discuss with us. Imagine having a father like him? Freddie says Mister Gage holds his hand 
‘when they walk on the beach just like an Italian papa would do in Italy." 

‘They both smiled witha similar longing. Mister Gage's affection made them slightly giddy with 
delight and sadness. “You can see where Freddie got all his charms. Including those ice-blue eyes." 

“We must invite him to Paradise when next we go. He'll be fine with us and we with him.” 

“What about Florence? What are we going to do about Florence, Vadriet?” 

“She has been to Paradise, Robbie. I'll wager she never went skinny-dipping.” 


Father Tom was told Mrs. Gage was not receiving. He asked the maid to do him a favor and bring her 
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his card. She invited him to step into the dimily-lt foyer and wait. There were no flowers inthe foyer. 
Father Tom assumed her son was not expected any time soon, 


‘The maid retuned to tell him Mrs. Gage would be right down. Would he like some tea in the 


it, and waited. The 


front parlor? He said yes, sat in the chair Dicky had filled on his first and only 


heavy drapes were pulled, The house was quiet as an empty church. A pl 


ivory-white table lamp was 
lit by the maid exiting the parlor forthe kitchen 

He looked around the sepulchral room. It had an imposed, temporary (he hoped) mood. In 
contradiction o the Vietorian logic of enclosure and partition enforcing domestic privacy, Stanford 
White would have removed interior walls to create a sense of communal space encouraging intimacy. 
‘A Floral Tiffany window glittered inthe sunlight t the ear overlooking the garden and several 
immense ferns in marble pots lingered in the shadows creating their own individual pools of filigreed 
beauty 


Enchanted, he thought ofa sermon he was preparing on Aquinas and his “natural lay 


which 
hhe defines as the will of God as understood by people using their reason. Not one for strict legal 
precepts, Aquinas was structuring an enchanted world. Well, that enchantment was gone now, upended. 
by science, Modernism, the tum from mysticism, the dawning sexual revolution, and the growing 
acceptance of divorce. During a tour of his photo studio, Robert Gaylord had reasoned how his images 
of Donough Gaylord were god-haunted and the clearest manifestation of the world's enchantment and 
the Summa seemed to him a poor argument against his love by a defunct Christian culture antithetical 
to the democratic principles of fairness and equality. Quite an undeniably potent mouthful 

Father Tom was brought back to the present by the sound of footsteps onthe stairs. 

“Goodness, it's prim in here, Father!” Florence exclaimed heading forthe drape cords, She 
pulled them. The room was flooded with the weak, winter sunlight. “There, isn't that better, Father. 


It's always best to shed light on a subject, don’t you agree?” 
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Walking toward him with the light behind her, he could see only her slender outline. But for her 
‘voice, she might have been a mobile fern. Yet her voice told him everything. With those few words she 
revealed the extent of her suffering in quavering tones and dark coloration as clearly as a singer or 
actress would have done playing a tragedy. She sat and leaned forward. He was sorry he had not visited 
hher sooner. She looked as Dicky would say, like death on stilts, 

Mrs. Gage—"* 

“Florence, please, Father. Please call me Florence. I would like ws tobe friends. | am in need of 
A friend these days. | am far from well. I see how close Freddie and his father have become again, They 
‘walk on the beach holding hands as they did when he was a litle boy. | envy them their friendship. 1 
know envy isa sin, Father, Soi is good you have come.” 

“Why don’t you take Freddie’s hand when you walk on the beach together?” 

“take his arm. | guess it amounts tothe same thing, Father.” They both laughed, Tea was 


brought 


‘on Long Island how he took it, she prepared a cup for him. 


smembering from his 
‘There was a pause while they sipped the fragrant Earl Grey. She broke the deep silence in a husky 
‘whisper. “Freddie doesn’t know, yet, does he? I sense he doesnt know and it confuses me.” 

“No, Florence, He doesn’t know...yet™ 

“Why hasn't he been told, Father? Why haven't you or one of his fiends told him? 

“He truss you and he needs you and he loves you, Florence.” 

“A, those three again! Faith and hope and charity, Father. I've done him a terrible wrong on all 


three counts! I"ve tried to Force him to march to my drumbeat, Father. I have betrayed him.” She began 


to weep. “He will never forgive me, Father. I will go to my grave regretting —" 


“You will go to your grave too carly if you stay cooped up in this house waiting for the other 


shoe to drop! If you take my meaning, Florence. 


“Don't talk to me about shoes, Father!” She smiled, She sighed loudly. He laughed. She 
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laughed. She suddenly accepted what she knew all along to be the way out and she looked transformed 
as if an inner light had been switched on. “Okay, Father. He will hate me forever! How can he not?” 
“Yes, he may hate you forever, Florence. Knowing Freddie's temperament I seriously doubt it 
However, amends are made to ease our own burdens. Amends bring us back to our true selves where 
‘our sense of God resides. Just put out your hand, Florence—* 
“God will have to take me by the arm, Father! 


“I think Freddie will be relieved, Florence. 


Christmas. Give him the git of Truth for Christmas.” 

“Tl never be able to do it alone, Father.” 

“Why should you doit alone? I've just been to a meeting with Mister Gage at Calvary. He, 
Robert Whyte, Vadriel Vail, and I talked afterwards. It came out how Freddie doesn’t know about your 
intervention. Talk to Mister Gage about it, Florence. You can do this together.” 

‘And together they did it at The Elms on Christmas Eve. 

Fredalie took the milk train after Macy’s closed. His father met him at the station in the Bentley, 
‘hich Freddy drove home. “You shouktn’t have waited up for me, Pop! You should've sent one of the 
youngsters lke you usually do when I arrive this lat.” 

“Not tonight, son. Your mother has waited up, too. We have a special present for you.” 

“What have you two cooked up tis late inthe game, Pop? Haven't you given me everything in 
the world? Robert and Vadriel told me they envy my having a father like you.” 

“They did” 

“They say I'm the luckiest guy inthe world.” 

“They do?” 

“They also said things I daren't repeat, Pop ‘cause they'll only make you blush.” Freddie 


‘winked at his father who laughed honestly amused. The long, frank conversations Freddie recently had 
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‘with his two friends about his father’s sexual allure had re-awakened qualms and helped put them to 
rest, He felt completely at case now with the beautiful man. His love for his father scemed no longer 
‘enmeshed in acortége of shadows and guilt. It brought him nothing but comfort and happiness atthe 
time he needed them most. 

He could not remember when his father’s physical presence did not stimulate him. One of his 
first memories was of his father being naked with him in the bath. As a youngster, he would watch 
enthralled all summer long whenever his father dropped his robe, revealed his hirsute muscular body in 
‘ bathing suit, and raced into the suf. The sight ofthe hefty swinging objects in his father's groin 
‘outlined by the clinging wet cotton of the emerging wet suit was a fascination, From the moment he 


‘awoke in the mornings, he begged his father to go swimming and shower with 


afterwards, 

By the time Freddie entered early-adolescence, he was no longer invited into the outdoor 
shower. The man became distant and physically aloof. Confused, fecling abandoned in spite of constant 
‘words of approval and love and casual affectionate stroking, Freddie reciprocated with an extreme 
‘coldness convinced his father no longer loved him. Alfed’s persistence in making small gestures of 
love throughout Freddie's adolescence into his full manhood was what made it possible forthe adult 
Freddie to kiss him on the cheek at meetings and partings and to leap into his arms that day on the 
‘beach when the beloved arms were opened to him once again. 

Alfred's love for his son had also gone through a transformation. Unconsciously, he had pulled 
avsay a decade ago when Freddie's emotional needs became heated and inappropriate, Wanting the boy 
to become independent, he had instinctively set boundaries and Florence accused him of losing interest 
in their son. She picked up the slack. To Alfred's dismay. she placed him atthe center of her life. 
Happily ensconced, Freddie showily switched allegiances leaving his father feeling abandoned. When 
the teenager’s sexual interests emerged, Alffed went on the alert as Florence went into denial. The 


‘moral outrage engendered by the new word “homosexual” altered the sexual playing field. If Eros had 
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‘male-male designs on his son, so be it. However, in this new climate, the going could get tough, and 
‘wasn’t that what father's were for anyway? 

Alfred admitted the looks given him by the two younger men in Gramercy Park fatered his 
‘vanity, It was interesting to be on the receiving end of such blatant admiration for physical attributes, 
He was bewitched seeing it dominated by the chaste affection he saw bom in their eyes as wel 

twas obvious to him neither Robert nor Vadriel had any knowledge ofa father’s unconditional 
love. Freddie taught him a great deal about love, which he was determined to share with them as a 
thank you taking care of his son. He also hoped there might bea third friend even closer to his son than, 
Robert or Vadriel. One who would be embraced by both himself and Florence. 


“Are you all 


“Would that I could, Pop! I'll never see its like again, I can tell you.” 


“Don't be so sure, son. Paradise is what your mother and I wi 


discuss with you, I thought 


{you and I could take a quick swim frst. Two sharks in the fast lane?” Your mother has started 


‘swimming again. She and I have been practicing sticking to our own lanes.” 
“What's up with you two, Pop?” 


“You'll find out soon enough, son. It's al 


bout love and you know all about love.” 
{In spite of the upcoming elections and with police corruption and violence monster stories in all the 
newspapers, Captain O"Shaughnessy (and his greased truncheon) had many on the bonus-rich Police 
force approving his “wild west” techniques, especially in hard-nosed Internal Affairs. The city council 
‘was pleased with the ever-increasing arrests on the violation of public morals charge, and the cop- 
friendly state legislature had just upped the city's budget and approved considerable raises for cops. 
(On Christmas Eve, in the frenzied crush of last minute shoppers, two young rookies from the 


16" precinct were shot to death trying to stop a hold-up in a jewelry store near Herald Square across 


(CHILDREN OF PARADISE/351 
from Macy's. They were sent by Captain O” Shaughnessy in response to an anonymous tip. And further 
"uptown, the office of Eugene Foster's newspaper was the scene of a serious fre. It took the life of 
Andy Gabriel working late wrapping-up the Hotel Clare murder story that named Captain 
‘O'Shaughnessy leader of the band of savage killers in blue 
‘The Gramercy Four, Maurice and Scudder, Ignatius and Dicky—now christened by Jessie the “mo 
brigade"—were at Gaywyck for Christmas. Among the many gifts a camera was given by Robert to 
Freddie who was interested in using candid documentary photography as a means of strengthening his 
visual sensibility. Tickets tothe upcoming Armory Show of European art were in each stocking. 

Alec was pensive. He was disappointed Mister Griffith did not take him to California, Wimess 
10.4 Murder was a hit Followed by the film about the clandestine lovers (Little Do They Know), and 
the one about the brother and sister and the teacher (4 Blackboard Romance), he had two more hits, 
both directed by Christy Cabane. He did Extra and Bit Player work on a dozen other movies directed 
bby Mister Griffith. He was comfortable in front of Billy's camera firmly established as “Alec Hall” in 
the Biograph community. Featured Player Bobby Harron’s popularity was immense asa Hero to the 
Rescue, distributors were asking for his pictures, and the train fare was expensive: the front office was 
“tighter than a hare’s bung," in Alec's colorful phrase. 

Billy told him Mister Griffith was developing in his mind a new picture called Musketeers of 
Pig Alley. Alec was to play a Bit Player gangster. ‘We will make scenes at Fort Lee. It can look like the 


Lower East Side," Alee said sitting by the huge Christmas tree decorated tothe nines with an 


American-Indian totem pole figure on tap. "I enjoy the acting business good enough. Lillian says Iam 


rich in talent and must not be discouraged if Mister Grifth favors Bobby who is more his "hero type. 


Dot says 1 


ill provide ‘drama and danger’ asa Bit Player. She will pinch my checks! 


“Boy, do you have talent, Mister Hall,” Maurice said beaming with pride “and I adore pinching 
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‘and kissing your cheeks.” There was a general oar of approval. 

Alec blushed. Affectionate and constant by nature he raised his right hand to show the thin gold 
band Maurice had given him for Christmas in commemoration ofthe changing of his name, and said 
aptly: "I guess this makes our sort of thing legal now, would you not say, si?" 

When the laughter died down, Robert said thoughtfully: "Alec, I know how devoted you are to 
Mister Griffith and to Billy Bitzer just like Mack Sennett was, but I really think you should seriously 
consider the offer from Rose Pictures. They will start you as Leading Man. The money is ten-times 
better with Rose, and you will be more ‘dangerous’ to hearts and minds than a Bit Player gangster.” 

‘There were hoots and applause but Robert was not tobe side-tracked. “This is important stuff, 
fellas! Dot's right, Our Alee is one of the hot ones and Mister Griffith likes his Leading Men’ cool and 
‘modestly shy. That ain't our boy here with the broad shoulders and the buns round and hard as acorn 
‘squash! Rose Pictures likes em raw. Rose has comered the market on "bot with Carmine and Vie Krill, 
I for one think it is where Alec's stardom will be achieved. And, yes, 1am taking..Star! 

‘There was a deep silence. "Mister Griffith knows,” Robert continued now that he had 
‘everyone's riveted attention: "the movies area grand forum for the beautiful body. For one thing, 
people are so large on the sereen. The lovely giants dwarf their audience and all of us are propelled into 
‘another bigger world! The bodies of movie stars cannot be possessed uswaly." He winked at Maurice 
‘who laughed. "They are projections, right? Projections on which we wee ones project our own 
fantasies. The morbid curiosity about the ‘real lives’ of movie stars is just beginning to boil It turns on 
the fact that a totally inaccessible body is made of actual flesh. So, the botter the flesh looks on that 
sereen, boys, the madder the crowd to get a piece of the action in their dreams!” 

"I think Robert i right about Rose Pictures, Alee,” Armand said quietly. “And I'm not saying 
this because DeGuise is investing in them and acting as legal counsel now that we know Alfied Gage is 


his partner, and owns a decent share in the distribution industry along witha chain of theaters. Paradiso 


CHILDREN OF PARADISE/353 
isa ge asset lke Krill. ose cant sustain a studio on only them. Fl be pleased to know you were 
working with Rose. It's only two steps from "Leading Man’ to ‘Featured Player’ to 'Star."" 

"Mister Gage isa partner and you ae its awyersto-be? Since when, Acorn-Army?” 

™Asilen partner. Asin “invisible? He worked onthe distribution end for years, Vaiel, His 


‘was one of the first banks to invest in pictues. He uses his newspapers to advertise his pictures and his 


theaters and his Leading Players and his Stars. We've caught his drift on Wall Street now. 
"Uh-huih, Wall Strect. As in wall of silence! Iam not in quite such a fog about my compass. | 
suppor flight. Vail's telephone apparatus has me believing in talking pictures ane day soon, 100. Can 


‘we talk or should my lawyers call the Rose lawyers? Is everyone in the pictures these days sans mot?" 


" Actually, Vay? Lillian Geesh sent me a note before she went to California She saw my show 
‘and wants me to take publicity photos of her and her sister when they get back. She wants Biograph fo 
‘use them on posters. And magazines are clamoring for them. She was struck by the portrait "heads" of 


Carmine in The Chase and she wants to talk to Mister Gi 


th about my joining Biograph as a ‘special 
effects’ man. It's the movies working in everyone, Movies and our consumption of images by the ton 
‘make us ‘moder,’ hon. They determine our demand upon reality. Mister Gage is Rose Pix!? Wow!” 

"Robbie's right." Donough asserted. "Countless young men are wearing a version of Carmine's 
carousel cap.” Ignatius jiggled the cap on his head; a gift from Robert. “We're living in one of the apes 
‘when things begin, guys. New music. New painting. New forms of literature. The birth ofthe cinema 
and_psychoanalysis--two technologies associated with the human capacity to dream. Both bringing a 
‘whole new morality. Its very exciting time to be alive!” 

‘This idea caused such a clamor it woke Cael, He left Donough’s lap to resettle on Scudder's 
‘welcoming thighs. He loved the cat and lifted him to his chest to hug him close. He was distressed by 
the truth of what Robert was saying. When he thought back on it, Dot Gish had a strange, sad smile on 


het face as she told him he was "trouble." Lillian had laughed and nodded. She knew everything about 
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‘making movies. Mister Griffith let her get away with all kinds of things. He even let her choose the 
‘way to assemble pictures withthe editors. For her to say he had talent was equal to Mister Griffith 
calling out, "Its a darb!™ after Alee acted well. But he could never beat Bobby as American Boy. 

His meeting with Norman Rose in the Rose Picture office had gone wel. The man asked him to 
remove his shin. He talked about his idea of making a movie in twenty reels and releasing one a week, 
cach release witha clif-hanger ending to keep people coming back week after week, He called it 
‘seria and said it was a'comeridea-"coming from France!” He needed a Tarzan kind of guy with 
‘muscles all over who the ladies inthe audience would want to be saved by each week and screwed by 
very night, He was thinking of Dolly Dew forthe Jane's name and maybe Tom Smith or Jones for the 
Tarzan guy~something real red-blooded American, something every red-blooded! American guy would 
‘dntity with so he would get involved with saving the heroine from rushing trains and exploding mines 
and rising floods of water in order to serew her silly! 

"What you wish,” Alee said removing his shit, Rose's expression told him he had the Tarzan 
job and anything else he wanted. He was asked to takeoff his trousers to give Rose a gander at his legs. 
‘Alec took ofT his trousers happy he ha! listened to Maurice and put on clean drawers after his morning 
bath. He was grateful a Mister Gage was there~Freddi's father!?~-because he had the distinct 
pression from Rose's fixed glare at his crotch that more stripping would have been requested (and 
refused) had the partner not been present. Mister Norman Rose was 10 shocking for words. 

‘The picture business could be a mixed bag, Alec thought, which is one of the reasons he wanted 
to stay at Biograph. He felt safe with Mister Griffith in charge, the Mister Griffith who had no interest 


in bodies. But at this moment, sitting 


the main Gaywyek parlor withthe sun dancing on the sea, all 


‘Alec Scudder Hall wanted to do was to climb into bed with Maurice and forget about work. He smiled, 
looking at his lover, and thought, ‘First time I ever seed you I thought, ‘Wish I and that one. just like 


that.\wouldn't I and him..." and i isso." 
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"So, lee Hall, wll you pose for me again before you play Tarzan in loin cloth?” 

Scudder shrugged. “I enjoy being scen with or without clothing. Is that not correct, Maurice? I 
eajoy acting in front of a camera, too. Ihave no stage fight the way Billy does. You can be Mister 
Gritfith, Robert, and order me about. “Look at your sister and think about how much you love he." I 
follow directions right well, he tells me. Do I not, Mister Hall?” 

“You do, indeed, Mister Hall!” Maurice agreed with an amused twitch playing about his lips. 
“May I give you afew after lunch down atthe boathouse?” 

“Lwant to photograph you with and without your clothes, Alec. want to do portraits ofall of 
‘you guys. Alec’s taught me how to work with direct sunlight." He eld up the fully opened tin can 
Scudder gave him for Christmas; everyone had thought the gift a joke. “I can't wait to try this thing 
‘ut, Will you go first, Alec, please?” 

“With oF without?” 

“With. Outside inthe sunlight. I's warm enough not to noed heavy coats.” 

“We'll go down tothe jetty | want your face and the sky.” 

“Can I tag along, sisters?” 

“He sad {am to wear clothes, Mister Dugan. He wants me standing in my clothes." 

“Ain' that why zippers were invented, my nifty English laddic. At last that's what Ig thinks.” 

“There were laughs and moans asthe three exited the lage house and sauntered down the rear 
lawn towards the sea shadowed by Cacl. The cat was behaving like a kitten with all his new friends. He 
‘went ftom lap to lap, was carried from room to room on Seuder's shoulders or under Iggy's arm close 
to the hip; bt every night he slept on Robert's pillow just above his head. His winter coat was thick 
and had a lovely sheen from being brushed by Donough every day. It was no surprise when Alec 

scooped him up, hugged him close to his face, and was photographed with the sun directly behind their 
heads "I's darb!" Robert announced in imitation of Mister Griffiths finest complement. 
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‘The session progressed without a hitch. While Robert adjusted his lens, Scudder was patiently 
helping him get used to handling his new light device. Gancing down the beach toward The Elms, 
Dicky announced the galloping approach of Freddie Gage. Scudder loved horses and went running 
down to meet them, Freddie waved and gave out witha loud yodel of happiness. 
At the suggestion of Madame Thérése, Camillo sat infront of his dressing room mirror interrogating 
Hamlet, She had told him, “Seapin, the rogue in you, and Tartuffe, the hypocrite in you, and Don Juan, 
the compulsive seducer in you, ae all actions a man might play.” He needed Hamlet, "a parablis,” to 
teach him how to achieve an ethical life. "You must stop fitting your thoughts to their words." She 


swore artists were seers and prophets and Hamlet was an arti 


“He writes plays. He puts “an antic 


disposition on,” does he nor? He has a very moral and active nature killing half-dozen people. It is. 
‘why Claudius almost gets away with murder. We must work together on my Gertrude, your mother.” 


Racine taught her the importance of a moral nature toa person's. 


lippery sense of self. He was. 
the reason she successfully campaigned for Gatino to perform a combination ofthe First Folio edition 


and the Second Quarto edition of Hamier believed to be based on an autograph copy of the play, whicl 


is less about revenge than human nature~the conflict between our dual natures: mind and body, god 
and beast, reason and appetite, blood and judgment~"Who's there?" is the firs line ofthe play: to kill 


oF not to 


‘The trajectory of the soilaguies left the resolution ofthe play dark and existential. She 
called them "forbidden utterances in an authoritarian state where everybody is a spy wanting to be told 
‘what to do, what to think! "Remember me; the Ghost commands in a ery against forgetfulness and the 
‘vagaries ofthe human mind. You forgot to act with the heart's view of dear Didier. Nothing is simple. 
Especially this play. Its an anatomy of melancholy, an Elizabethan malady. The course of revenge, like 
true love, does not run smooth. 


“Obviously, our Montaigne’s essays made his soliloquies possible. And I read Elizabethan 
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theater had roots in a morality tradition. We will take what best displays his moral dilemma. Who's 
there at any onetime? He's shrewd as Scapin, crue! as Don Juan, sneaky as Tartffe. At the heart of 
him i his reluctance to do evil-kill Claudius-even ina "good" caus in a world where only gross and 
rank things flourish, Ou translator Delon calls the play problematic and I ell him i's Shakespeare 
holding the mirror up to nature and what's more problematic than human nature?" 

‘They left uncut Hamlet's final soliloquy atthe end of Act Four affirming there are problems 
resisting resolutions, "Every moment has a moral quality.” she insisted once she understood the criss 
Carmine was experiencing. She quoted Shakespeare as proof of her argument Hamlet hed the solution 
{ohis own problem, to his confusion over his own selfs unity and multiplicity. 

“All for your delight, 
We are not here. That you should have repent you, 


The actors are at hand: and by their show, 


You shall know all that you are like to know 


Inquistively, Carmine sat eyeball-to-eyeball with the blond Dane. Surprised by desolation, he 
confessed as he once confessed to priest: life had sucked him up, submerged him, snatched away his 
self-control. The world was disappointing for him, too. He was a rogue and peasant slave waiting for 
the final sucking-up called Death. He knew he was down but he was not out until Death kicked him 
‘out. “My body casts a shadow on my inner self, Prince, the way the cart casts. a shadow on the moon 
during an eclipse. Der is now among the Shades because of me. Ophelia and all the others because of 
you. What if we ‘shufled off this mortal" ego, Prince?” 

‘The sip of the tongue made him and Hamlet laugh out loud. Gatino had finally read the book 
by William James. It was about the rch thicket of reality and fantasy humans inhabit, He had rejoiced 
inthe harmony of psychology and faith, not necessarily religious, which he found there especially in 


the chapters documenting conversions, not necessarily religious but always spiritual ones, 
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Both he and Hamlet smiled. It was about the mess of consciousness and trying to escape the 
responsibiltics attending it. About the ‘infinite variety” of our selves. "You, a role player, put on a play 
to prove how ordered the world could be made by a play. How can we order our infinite variety, 
Prince? Are we nothing but the habit of our imaginations? My inner self seems infinite, My physical 
selfs finite, Aren't these two opposing realities the root ofthe bad dreams keeping us both from being 
hhappy in our nut shells? How are we supposed to exist in two opposing realms and not deny one or the 
other if we don't know what to expect inthis life or after death? 

“And what if we shuffle off this mortal ego ruling our inner selves? Doctor James says itis the 
‘only way to find peace. ShufMe it off. Let it go, Replace it with God. According to Therése, Pascal says 


happiness is neither outside us in the world or inside us in our ego but in God, both inside and outside 
us. So, about God, Prince? Let's talk about God before flights of angels sing you to your rest tonight! 
‘There was a sense of incompleteness, of “wrongness” in Camillo’ life, He knew something was 
rotten in both the state of Denmark and the state of his mind. “James says the subconscious works 
‘bchind the scenes. It can make the great changes in my life not even the ghost of your father ean make 


{in yours, Prince. James says the willingness to lt all go is all. The willingness to surrender our will. 


ihe me, Prince, you are not cutout forthe ole of revenge. I leads ta destiny a man apiing 
to vue doesnot willingly accep. You sured otis bstween acs four and five. You suffer a ssa- 
change, Prince. During rehearsals, Granal told me thee was a mystery about the change in you. 
‘Thétis says it's no mystery. Your sa-change is a conversion. An acceptance of ot knowing the 
answers tothe hidden, the Sere, the mysterious. A surrender to life, to wht happens othe pot. 
“Resigned, you admit: There's a dvnty that shapes our ends/ Rough hew them how we will’ 


‘Then you say ‘let be.’ You don't call it God, Prince. Neither do I 


don’t believe in God. I'm with 
Lucretius. But I agree with you. There is something greater than ourselves, a power embodied in the 


Ghost, beyond the confines of our human world, that helps us learn about ourselves and to make the 
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best of what happens. I find it every night on stage as I found it every time I lay in Alfred's arms. 

“That's one way we differ, Prince. You are all alone forever. You have only yourself to talk to, 
Horatio doesn't know you as I do by listening to your soliloguies. He never gains the heart's view of 
‘you. Claudius has you pinned: ‘Love, his affections do not that way tend.” You've other fish to fry. 

"Think your stepfather has your number the way your father hasn't: he's oblivious to that 
‘melancholy sitting and brooding on your soul while his plangent cry: ‘Remember me!' makes 
remembrance more important than revenge to you. Yes, Prince, your times are out of joint. Just like 
‘mine with Freddie. The divinity shaping our ends stuffs you into a hoary old revenge tragedy that ean 
never denote you truly, and me into a plot for a romance novel. Let it be, yes?” 

‘A profound peace descended upon them both. There was no meaning attached to the word 
“divinity” for Carmine. Peace descended nonetheless. From this moment, the divinity became 


synonymous with “peace.” God's Will became everyt 


ng that happence in his life. It was up to him 10 
sive it value. “Thinking makes i so” was Hamlets belief. It was his now, too. 


By tradition atthe Comedie the callers to the Green Room used the character's names to avoid 


confusion if company members had similar surnames. A loud knock on the door interrupted Gatino’s 


reverie, “Fifteen minutes, Hamlet! Fifteen!” 
“Good God!" both players said out loud and laughed. The new-found peace descended as if by 


‘magic. For the first time since he left Alfred the world seemed vibrant and fresh, full of poss 


ty. His 
‘mentor Hamlet might well blame his own madness for doing harm, Hadn't Camillo's despairing 
‘madness made him a ghost of himself and allowed all forms of self-slaughter to rule his life? 

“For me and Alfred, Prince, the rest will nor be silence!” 
(CHAPTER ELEVEN 


‘The sight ofthe brown envelope on the table in the Times Square boarding house foyer did not surprise 
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Freddie Gage. He knew it was his story “A Special Friendship” being rejected by Scribner's Magazine. 
Iwas his first effort. Yet, he had to admit he was disappointed. He had a wonderful time writing the 
story for Carmine to make into a motion picture. For a wild moment driving back into the city from 
Gaywyck with his friends, he had fantasized his writing might give him the financial independence he 
knew he needed i he and Carmine picked up where they left off His father was clear: if he were 
financially independent: their blackmail would never have worked. Father Tom had already covered 
this financial ground with him. For the first time in his life, he had a saving’s account. 

Sitting side by side on a couch in the library, Freddie's parents did not diminish their role in the 
‘breakup. His mother wept over her perfidy. Freddie was as touched by her repentance as he was by the 


sight of his father holding tightly to her hand while she spoke. When she finished, he took ther into his 


arms, Freddie had never seen them so openly affectionate with one another. When he stated to ery, 
they moved apart and insisted he sit between them, 

“He wrote me, Mom?” 

“Yes, dear. Three times. And Armand de Guise cabled you to tell you what I did. Your fiends 
hhave been very kind to me, Freddie. They've kept my part in ita secret.” 

“They were worried about me, Mom.” 

“Yes, dear. They all love you very much.” 

“The same way we love you, son.” 

“Ic all seems so long ago. It makes sense he wrote me. We realy loved each other, you know.” 

“He wrote how much he loved you, Freddie. He begged you to see him in Pars.” 

“There is no question he loved you,” Alffed assured his son weeping in his mother's arms. “The 
question's what's to be done about it now. His Guest Artist arrangement with the Théatre Francais 
ina few months. He is not going to renew it. He's under contract to the Rose Studio and will be 


expit 


‘coming to New York to make motion pictures with us.” 
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“Us, Pop? Who's us?” Freddie had asked with bright tears rolling down his flushed face. 

“I’m in the movie business with Norman Rose, son,” Alfred explained over the loud weeping of 
his wife and son, still in each other's arms. “We've formed a company called Rose Pictures in the new 
Rose Theater on—* 

“Fourteenth Stret at Union Square!” Freddie exclaimed sitting up straight and facing his father. 
“It's where I saw The Chase half a dozen times after I saw it on Long Istand with Father Tom and 
Placidia Foster. Rose Pictures? You made A Carousel Romance?” 

“I produced it, yes. I's a great picture don’t you think, son?” Alfred asked with a sly grin 
‘reminiscent of his most famous Star Player as he tenderly dried his son's face with the same 
‘monogrammed handkerchief used to wipe is teas in Rome. “The new picture's even better, The 


‘Keepsake, He plays two part init. We've also a Romeo and a Hamlet. He is box office gold!” 


id you change his name, Pop?” Freddy asked clasping his mother's hand and sliding under 
his father's arm to be held in a tight embrace. 

“Gatino’ was too unusual for American movie audiences and Salina wasn’t what Norman calls 
“zafiig’ enough. He says there are small towns all over the country called Salina and Carmine has 
‘nothing in common with small towns though his pictures are breaking records all over this country." 
He laughed and gave his son a squeeze. “Actually, one of the sky-boys who came out to install the fan 
over our pool here was called Johnny Paradiso, He gave me the idea. Well probably just use 
‘Paradis 

“Who's Norman Rose, Pop?” 

“He's a Russian émigré, son. He was my film distributor in Paris before he became a producer 
with me, Maybe you met him in Paris? He used to be Naum Rozenberg.” 

“The other surprise of equal magnitude was in the brown envelope on the table in his Times 


‘Square boarding house: an enclosed note with his rejected manuscript from the magazine's editor, the 
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‘writer Willa Cather, inviting him to lunch with her. “admire your story very much, Mister Gago” she 


‘wrote, “think if you work with ta fitle longer there may be something in it for both of us.” 
“The autopsy report says Andy die from a bullet wound inthe head, not from asphyxiation as all the 
newspapers reported, including your own, Mister Gage,” Eugene Foster revealed o the men convened 
by Placidia and Vadrel Vail inthe office of his Gramercy Park home. "And the two young cops from 
the 16" precinct were shot with the same gun!” 

“Who gave you ths information, Mister Foster?” Alfred Gage demanded, 

“Doctor Connolly.” 

“Who is Doctor Connolly, Mister Foster” Dicky Dugan asked. 

“He's the city coroner, Dicky. He called me after he saw the official police department 
statement inthe newspapers claiming Andy died accidentally in the fire. He told me he's had enough of 
their shenanigans. A cop in the forensic lab called me withthe word on the bullets. He said he's fed-up, 
too, Seems the two murdered rookies who talked to Andy were the guy's cousins.” 

“We need your help, Mister Gage,” Vadriel pleaded. 

“What do you want from me, Mister Vail?” 

“Your newspaper is very important in this town, sr.” Robert elaborated. “Everyone reads it 


ve been following 


editorials about the upcoming elections. They've come out fiercely against the 
corruption in Tammany Hall and the potice department. Will you run this story?” 

“We really need your help, Pop. Please?” 

“What story have you got, Mister Foster?” 

“It’s about the Hotel Claire murder, sir.” 

“I don’t know anything about a murder at the Hotel Claire. There are so many— 


“Yes, but this one was done by a cop in his so-called line of duty, Mister Gage. I was with 
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Andy on the aftermoon of his death, Christmas Eve. He gave me a draft of his story. He wanted me to 
read it before he handed it over to our typesetter Jim Tynan, Andy was really upset by what he 
‘uncovered about the cop O”Shaughnessy. He wanted me check the tone of his piece.” 

Everyone was started when an ashen Dicky Dugan shakily rose from his seat, tured to leave 


the room, and crumpled downward, Luckily he was seated beside Vadriel who caught him mi 


fall and 


settled him back in the chair. “Get me some brandy, please, Army.” 


“What's wrong with your friend, Freddie?” 
“Dicky was nearly murdered that night, too, Pop. We really need your help. 


“May I see the draft of Andy’s article?” Alfred Gage asked Eugene Foster who pulled it from 


the 


side pocket of his jacket and handed! it to him. 


Eugene Foster watched Vadeiel Vail and Armand de Guise gently nurse Dicky Dugan by 


0 
consciousness, He had never met the men. Placidia was frank about why Vadrel left her. He had seen 
the two of them once atthe opera and once atthe memorial service forthe victims of the Titanic. He 
declined Placidia’s invitation to introduce them to him. 

Foster had to admit Vail was the best-looking guy he had ever seen. Placidia was not being 
hyperbolic, He remembered from the two sightings thatthe guy was good looking but on close serutiny 
it was weird how beautiful he rally was, beautiful like the new Italian movie star Paradiso. (De Guise 
and Gaylord were also in the magazine-model mode.) In theory (and in print) Eugene had no brief 
‘against “their sor.” As the phrase ran through his head now in their midst he felt uncomfortable in his 
‘own skin. Vail's perfect-beauty, perfect-grooming, perfect-haberdashery, perfect-manners, perfect- 
perfect everything brought Eugene's class prejudices tothe fore, hot as sweat seeping from his pores. 

Once given head room, his prejudices against the “filthy rich" took flight, Placidia's family was 
also grossly rich but their wealth was Wall Street Money and Lawyer Money, old-fashioned, snake- 


eyed capitalism at work. The De Guise fortune was originally a mixed bag. Armand's father was @ 
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‘murdering fiend in the Morgan-Frick-Rockefler class whose purse was knit with poor men's 
hhcartstrings; the son had divested himscif ofthe more disgusting holdings and had done serious 
philanthropic work inthe tenements while building a behemoth investment firm on Wall Street. The 
Gaylord Group had been vetted by Donough of the most pemicious members and the foundation was 
doing honorable work in alliance with De Guise. The Gage hard-earned money was equal to Camegie's 
and was being put to similar good use forthe workers. 

‘The Vail fortune was diversified enough to skirt antitrust violations; and thanks tothe essential 
decency of Ebenezer Norwood who oversaw its flowering into a mega-conglomerate, and the generous 
support of the arts by the Vail Foundation, it almost passed muster with the progressives. However, 
‘Vail Life's “industrial life insurance” policies was a major player inthe area where Eugene Foster 


believed America’s working-class families were most vulnerable, Fora fifteen or twenty cent premium 


each week~a very high percentage of a workman's pitiful wages--Vail's grisly policies of death paid 
igrants' pandemic fear of a pauper 


‘burial was assuaged. Inthe last year, these policies reaped $183 million~about as much as Germany 


‘costs for terminal illness and funerals only. However, 


spent nits entire national health insurance program! 
Eugene Foster's Socialist Party first unsuccessfully proposed a national health care program in 


1904, Now, a decade later, many European countries had some form of national health. Yet, the plan 


was again facing defeat in Congress atthe hands ofthe heath care industry ad itch lobbyists the 
insurance companies, The American Medical Associaton, the pharmaceutical companies; anda the 
contr ofthe nay-saying money-grubbers screaming "socialism and “unfuir competition” anda 
“German invention” and “government paternalism” stood Vail Life, an industry giant. 

Eugene Foster could not believe he was siting inthe sare room with Vadrie! Veil, Reading his 
min, Plaidia put her hand on his arm. He blushed, They smiled tone another. 


“I know everyone at the 16* precinct, Mister Gage,” Armand de Guise said once Dicky was 
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sete comfortably in his cai.“ do anything Ian to help. Have you pu in your insurance claim 
Yet Mister Foster?” 

“The police have done it for me, Mister de Guise. They've informed the company i's clear 
case of arson, They're claiming Andy st the fre and was hosted by hs own pear.” 


“Who holds the policy, Mister Foster?” Vadriel asked. 


Metropolitan Life.” 

Vadri! laughed, “If only all our problems were so casily solved.” 

“LU call them, sr." Dicky announced weakly. “Ill all them this aftemoon. 

“You'll be resting all afterioon, my friend. Iggy will be returning from his errands soon, He'll 


take you up to bed. I'll call Hershfeld myself and tell him to process the ela 


“You mean to say Hershfeld is still running Metropolitan, Vadriel? He was 200 years old the 
night he and his fabulously fat wife came here to dinner with us!” 


“Yup, Placi 


He's now 205 and going strong. Is there anything else I should tell him, Army, 
while Ihave him in my clutches?” 

“Tell him to notify Chief Ryan a the 16° precinct that his report on the fire is being 
investigated, Tell him to say the claim is being honored. If Ryan asks why, tell him to say he is not at 
liberty to say. That should get our ball rolling.” 


“How long will t take for Mister Foster to get his money so he can stat work agai 


"Dicky 
asked misreading Eugene's frowning glare at his wife who was ignoring him. 

“Months, probably.” Robert answered. “I'm sure they will be keeping your money for months, 
‘Vautriel, to get you, their majority share holder, more interest om it” 

“Oh, for God's sake, Robert! What the bloody hell am I supposed to do about it?” 


“Tell your Mister Hershfeld with the fabulously fat wife to vet the claim immediately 


“Tell Hershfeld there's a scandal brewing, Vadriel,” Placidia advised. “He'll move like a bat 
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out of hell” 

“L will, Placide, And I will give him and his fabulously fat wife your best regards.” 

‘Unable to contain himself, Eugene Foster snapped out: “And while you're at it, Mister Val, tell 
him and his pals Samuel Gompers and Frederick Hoffman to stop smearing the government's plan for 
compulsory health insurance as ‘unnecessary, fraudulent, and un-American, please?" 

“Oh!” Vadriel exclaimed. "Why are they doing that, Mister Foster?” 
joking, Vail!” he exclaimed. 


Eugene Foster gaped in disbelief, "You must be Fuck 


“He's not joking, Eugene,” Placidia said calmly. "He only knows about his boats." 
"Ships, Placide. They are ships not boats. How many times have I told you that?" 
“How old are you?" Eugene demanded looking at the models on the shelves beside him. 


"Old enough to know better,” Armand interjected, placing his hand on Vadrie's arm, 


"It never seemed to have anything to do with me," Vadric! said meckly. "Vail Life is a public 


t Somebody write something about heavy the head that wears the crown?" Eugene 
‘muttered, chagrined by the profound distress he saw on Vadriel Vail's ashen (perfect) face. 

"Vadriel checks all is erowns, except the one shaped like a captain's hat, at his board-room 
doors, Mister Foster" Robert said in a soft gentle voice.“ think its time you joined the board of his 
Foundation as his haberdasher.” 

“I don't have the proper board-room attire.” 


"Ido," Armand ce Guise said. “And we look like we're the same size, Foster.” 


Eugene Foster laughed and glanced at his wife who laughed and nodded. “Il think about it he 
said with a pleased grin, "How many crowns have you, Vail?” 

You'll need an assistant, Foster" Vadriel replied with an equally pleased grin 

Allred Gage finished reading Andy Gabriels drafted article, stood deep in thought for a 


‘moment before crossing the room and asking, “May I use the phone, Vadriel? I want to call Mark 
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Jacobs on my paper’s crime desk. We need to do something about this immediately.” 


Yes, sir. Thank you, si 
“Isn't it time you called me Alfred?” 
"Norman Rose stood staring out the tall windows of hs office overlooking Union Square thinking ofthe 
"Nevsky Prospect, feeling desperately homesick for Russia and his family. All the expensive Western 
‘goods on display behind bright shop windows on the Nevsky were practically being given away from 
\wheelbarrows on the Square, He could be back in ancient Athens looking down at the frst democratic 
‘agora in history: everyone was taking talking openly inthe streets for granted! In Paris, he always felt 
shadowed~and rightly so! Many ofthe carefree people on L4th Street were thereto escape dangerous 
‘worl-istorical forces once enveloping them, too, Now they were living as if they had no pas 
"God bless America!” he sad aloud, turing from the window and shaking his head in wonder, 
He was waiting for Alfred Gage who had an appointment with J.J. Kennedy, the former 
engineer and loan collector now heading the Edison Trust. With Gage behind Rose Pictures and with 


the connections he brough 


inthe legitimate theater, membership was a shoo-in, though its rigidity 
bout pictures longer than one-roel was a serious pain in the ass. Griffith's Erhan Allen was two reels, 


twenty-four minutes, and the distributors were releasing it one reel a week to the nickelodeons as they 


‘were doing with a the longer films. The only way to get it released in one piece was to “roadshow” it 
ina legit theater like The Rose, preventing most non-urban markets from returning a profit quickly. But 
being in the Trust made it easier to distribute product in Nowheresvlle 

Being in New York confirmed the obvious: the Trust was hanging on by its thumb prints. The 
independents were pandemic: one was shooting a flick in Union Square now. Not even Edison’s ariny 
‘of thugs and litigators could crush them. The fortune being spent on law suits would add to its demise. 


“Mercifully, patents were being overthrown in the courts; and inspite of William Fox's suit against the 
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‘Trust charging restraint of trade being settled out of court, the Federal government was bringing a suit 
under the Sherman Antitrust Act. There was too much dough at stake forthe Feds not to want apiece 
ofthe action. Over-150 nickelodeons playing one-reclers opened atone in the afternoon and shuttered 
atten, Blissfully, there was never enough footage forthe working-class slugs~"Their screwed wishes 
and dreams would atack them in loony-bins if not for my movies.” 

“The heavy lifting in the battle against the Trust was being done by Jewish entrepreneurs like 
himself, Norman Rose kvelled. Fox was a Hungarian Jew; the others were Polish, German, and Russian 
Jews for starters. Unlike most ofthe others moving in forthe kill, Fox was native born, Unlike al the 
others, Rose was ich. However, he was sill (and blessed, etemally) Jewish. In spite ofthe Statue of 
Liberty's promise--"The greatest public relations scam in history to bring in cheap labor!"~Naum knew 
the Nativism and xenophobia and antisemitism ruling the American psyche made him an “outsider” just 
as the sill-sreputabe picture business was outside the establishment’ social world with its real 
power source in this country: New England, Midwest, and Wall Street money. 

Inthe movie business, Jewish men and women thrived as they did inthe disreputable garment 
trade, There they learned the public's taste, merchandising goods, exploiting desires, and satisfying the 
individual imagination. They saw movies a a similar entertainment, an “escape” from daily woes while 
the gemtiles running the Trust saw it asa technical wonder akin tothe automobile. Codifying "The 
American Dream,” the Jewish businessmen found a. new industry. Who better than the perceptive Jews 
to understood the "family romance” as a breeding ground for psychic woes and collective fears and 
collective dreaming best expressed by their representative in the modern world, Sigmund Freud. They 
shared their dreaming ofa perfect future, perfect beauty, perfect marriage, perfect children, perfect 
educations, financial security rising inthe hostile world toa happy ending angled forthe goviim 
‘majority. Already movie-goers were craving lives as exciting as movie plots. 


‘As usual, being rich had its advantages. The pictures Gatino made with Path in France were 
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‘being distributed in America through Rose Pictures because the investment was sufficient to buy the 
rights from the Pathé distribution cireuit in New York. The current film, 4 Blank Check, was in 
production; it would be the last not completely owned by Rose. It was six eels and by the time of its 
‘completion the forty theaters on Gage's Williams vaudeville circuit would be converted into cinemas, 
‘The store-front nickelodeons would run it in installments where there were not yet movie theaters. 
Carousel Romance, Keepsake, and Hamlet were structured to be broken into pats to. 

‘The weekly installment routine, a smash in Europe, would replicate the hoards once waiting at 
the docks for the next monthly part of the newest novel by Dickens. The pretentious journals scoffed at 
‘works of art depending on an emotional response and demanded an intellectual one~tell that to Mahler! 
‘They denigrated movies because they were not made by one person but by a machine and a dozen 


people working together, Isnt zheater a collaborative art form using stage machinery? 


ie "brains" 
‘were so stupid they constipated him. Most were probably subscribers to The Motion Picture Story 
“Magazine with its adaptations of scenarios by famous fiction writers, and were buying books to learn 
the eraft. The movie critics in the penny-papers and the radical journals, such as The Villager, were 
singing the praises of the Biograph and Rose pictures, the foreign imports, and his announced plan to 
bring the stars ofthe stage to the sereen, as well as bitching about simplistic plots and the overuse of 
interttles by producers who didn't trust the average spectator’ intelligence. 

Rose Pictures was bringing Sarah Bermhardt’s Tosca and Queen Elizabeth to the Rose Theater 
‘on 42nd Street as soon as the flagship house ofthe Williams vaudeville circuit was renovated, Neither 
‘import was his idea of good cinema; they were stage bound, stiff enterprises, but “The Divine Sarah” 
‘would draw the tonier crowd toa “cultural event,” and his sweet deal with Pathé made the road-show 
exhibition possible for only $35,000 per picture, He'd recoup in a week. His bookings across America 
‘made him so excited he could fart in church, ifhe still went to one! Maybe ita was reason to go? 


He had hired a company to create a full-color brochure to sell atthe showings. They would also 
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design the ads in the free space Gage would give in his newspapers saving them a bundle. He was 
thinking of his partner when Alfred walked into the office. Whenever the handsome Gage appeared, 


‘Norman straightened his tie and ran his organizing hands through his hair. 
jc but I don't 


“Kennedy sid he'd let us know as soon as possible, Norman. He scems ents 
trust the guy. [tod him about our deal ofl the Broadway hits, about all he stars we've got ined up, 
anu he could only talk sbout our one-eelers. The features are of no interest to him. He's an arogant, 
ignorant fool, What you woul all schmendri, Norman. He thinks Grifith an idiot for making a 


four-reeler Biblical epic, He says if he ever finishes i they'll shelve it to keep him in line, 1 told him the 


German Passion Play pictures are six reels and they do great business! People will sit for hours the 
sume way they sit through a legit play or an opera, He says the Trust has broken the Passion Plays up 
into separate one-reelers and done just fine with them in the nickelodeons. He's stuck on them! There's 
‘no arguing with the man, He's a perfect example of why the Trust will go down like the Titanic." 

Rose agreed with a huge grin on his face. “Oh! Your contractor called, Alfred. He says we'll be 
able to move into the new offices on 42nd Street early next month Krill started making scenes at Fort 
Lee this morning for The Long Haul and Stephens wrapped Kiss and Tell last night, We'll have a work 
‘Print this afternoon. The rushes were fabu and Victor’s performance is divine but I can’t convince him 
to keep acting, He wants o direct pictures and he's got talent. Fortune Cookie is a big hit. I gota tel 
You, Alfred, the 35% fee we pay the Trust off the top makes me mishganah.I like it best when we put 
‘our own pictures in our own theaters and then ren them out ourselves." 

Gage gave a solemn nod. He was negotiating with another vaudeville circuit forts theaters and 
had his eye on a deal with Paramount. Their distribution territory didnt overlap with his own and they 
‘were both reliable and honest. "We get a decent advance, Norman, from the Trust's exchange. Thirty- 
five grand is no cookie dust. Tell Krill he has to do both for the time being, please. I want him in 


another western. Can Stephens direct it? [think he has a good feel forthe genre and his last one did 
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‘well for us. Book some time with the Nestor Company in Bayonne. Have we a photoplay yet for him?" 
Both he and Norman liked their stories thin, clean, and shiny. Not too many complications. 

(One emotion ata time. They knew exactly the kind of pictures they wanted and the pes of people they 

‘wanted to watch on sereen, Both followed a scent fora trend in taste with a bloodhound’s tenacity. 

Both were willing to lose money (once in a while) to make something of quality for those who cared, 
"Not yet, Alfred. We'te working on it! Good writers go bad thinking movies are dumb!" 
Following the lead of other industry machers, Norman Rose was running ads in The Moving 

Picture World and Motography for scenario writers. "Every person who can borrow a lead pencil is 

‘writin’ scenarios,” he said, pointing toa pile of responses to his ads. "Most of it's schlock!” Some used 

striking graphic designs to push thei standard brief synopsis (not exceeding 600 words), a numbered 

seene-by-seene description of the action, characters motivations, and suggested titles. "We now have 
six of them under contract for original material, We have a scenario editor and ten readers actively 

searching published material for possible adaptations. We have as many talent scouts, 100." 

Gage knew actors were a penny a dozen now with films paying well. Good directors were rare 

a good writers. Rose Pictures would not be holding such a strong market share if Norman Rose had 

‘ot mastered the multitudinous practicalities of the movie world. He could turn out popular one-and- 

‘wo reelers fast, yet he wouldnt eliminate the better men for those who worked fist, He had a great eye 

for actors with Star potential, Their new youngster Mary May Mills was in the Pickford mold with the 

‘mop of golden ringlets and sausage curls. She was too much of a “simp” and “girly” for Gage’ taste but 

the public was taking to the fourtcen-year old fast. The camera made her look old enough to play 

adults; she could be a Star by sixteen, would probably be a has-been by twenty-two betrayed by the 


‘same camera into looking forty at atime when the movie public had no interest in older women. 


‘On sereen she clicked with Krill. To Gages eyes, his looks were strong and masculine. His 


sizable body was remarkably fit in a way uncommon for American actors who rarely were well- 
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disciplined physically. The movies were attracting non-professional (like Krill) whose previous 
‘working lives had developed their bodies free of theatrical mannerisms and the public was responding 
to them, changing the requirements for a male Star. Some Stars were amazingly beautiful by any 
standards. A good many of them were not; yet once Stars they seta new example for what healthy 
‘people should look like in their dreams, 

‘There was no denying Krill was a big draw,. For Gage, he lacked the gentler qualities making 
Gatino an irresistible force one could never weary of watching. The boy was a puer eternis with a 
‘manner uniquely his own. Gage thought Krill smart to be moving away from acting. He knew the 
score, He knew his limitations. No matter the force of his un-neutered virility, without a charming 


vulnerabi 


he could never throne in Ameriss sentimental heart for long~excep as villain, 
“The subject tured to Grifth Rose was sil surprised the disgruntled master tured down thir 

offer of ity-grand a year plus a cut ofthe gross He know the great man had his own plans. He'd 

complete tat Biblical four-eter he was currently shooting oa the sly ia California tothe horor of 


Biograph’s "money censot” in stu, J.C. “Little” Epping. Its shelving by the Trust would be the final 
straw. Griffith would join Retiance-Mutual and Gage’s investment there would flourish, 

"Thinking of flourishing, Alfred, | want a full color supplement in the Journal forthe 
‘Bernhardt pictures. I's never done for movies and I want to take a new tack. I'm having three-sheet 
posters made, 100, lke the ones they do foe the circus. We'll paste “em all over our cities. We need to 
hte a photographer to make portraits of our lead players. The fan magazines are calling for pictures. 
Have you seen this?” 

He tossed the latest copy of Motion Picture Herald into his partner's lap. The cover was a hand- 
colored picture of “Paradiso” with an announcement of an exclusive interview and a four-page photo 
essay mostly film stills~They say he's the titled son of the King of Sicily, Alfred! He says they never 


sent anyone to talk to him.” Inside, fll page, was a compelling portrait of the handsome Biograph 
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player Alee Hall holding a white Persian eat. Rose was waiting impatiently fora reply from Hall to his 
offer about the proposed weekly serial There was also an interview with Victor Krill looking suave in 
tight riding jumpers astride a horse~"They reveal he's a rich Russian prince! Little did we know!" 

‘The photograph of Hall is credited to Robert Gaylord, Norman. We should hire him before 
‘someone beats ust it, This picture's great! I had lunch with De Guise. He asked about our financing. 1 
{old him we were capitalized at five million with private funds like most movie companies, He thinks 
its time Wall Street got into the movie business. He wants his director of Intemational Investment, 
“Maurice Hall, to tlk to us. Is eary fora public stock flotation, 1 want to buy the C-S Studi in 
Hollywood first, I also want Gatino here on the double, Norman. We need material for him, 100” 
‘Atthat moment in Paris, Gatino was on a movie set of @ hospital room preparing to ery in medium shot 
bosiden bed for Max Linder’s 4 Blank Check. The Rich Girl in the bed (Emma Amaud) was bandaged 
after having been rescued by Gatino’s character, Paul, who had rushed into a burning building on his 
‘way home from work in a peel factory to carry her body wrapped in a carpet and flung over his 
shoulder down two flights of flaming stairs. (A fire brigade was in charge of producing manageable 
flames on a wrought-iron statcase splashed strategically with gasoline, A smoke machine did its job 
admirably.) Now Paul was visiting The Girl His tears were soon to be interrupted by her industrialist 
Father (Stefano Gruppo). From gratitude, he'd give heroic Paul a blank check. 

‘On the hospital room set the previous day-pictures were not shot in sequence The Gitl’s 
loveliness and her tears of gratitude had enchanted Paul, Today their tears were to be tears of love- 
hhappiness tobe repeated the next day for one of Laurent's tight close-ups. Refusing to accept a reward 
from the snobby Father tomorrow, Paul would pocket the blank check and begin a secret courtship, one 


already climaxed i 


1 dance-hall scene where Gatino and Ammaud performed a sensuous and intricately 


choreographed tango with three cameras (one overhead) filming the dance in one take. At the end of it 
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he offered her a pos-oital cigarette smiling contented, kissing her chastely onthe tips in close-up 

Linder had observed how some ator dancing on stag or screen revealed an energetic, 
motional self resistble wo everyone watching them, Auicnces grew giddy with pleasure, They 
accepted without question the exuberance of dance as a theatrical conceit for expresing tre feelings 
anu fo ejecting al tai forms of social behavior or class consciousness. Good dancing equaled 
freedom! Good dancing on film was another palliative quickly replacing religion. 

He also knew dance could be equated with lovemaking ithe actors moved togsther in 
syacopation as one body. With Blank Check he tok aris. In the Path distribution contact worl 


wide, he demanded the film's score be coordinated withthe dancing feet. To help the conductors and 


the solo 


sor organist, he opened the sequence wih a drummer setting the tempo wit his sticks 
shot in close-up intercut with Gatino and Amaud swaying while sitting aross ftom each other ata 
table before rising and setting sail across the dance floor in cach other's arms. 

Immediately after the dance sequence, Paul was to ask The Father for her hand and be refused. 
(On his walk home, he would burst ino tears of grief, reach into his pocket fora handkerchief find the 
blank check, write the gitl’s name on it and ret ito The Father claiming his begrudgingly-granted 
reward. The wedding was tobe a lavish affair with Gatino waltzing The Git into the future (and the 
sky) where they will live happily ever after in movie Paradise. The End. 

“Like happy endings,” Linder exclaimed from his director's chair the day aftr the hospital 
sequence as he and Lauren prepared the complex light set-up to shoot Gatino’s reaction to The Father's 
aequescing to Pau’ claim with the no-longer blank check. He knew Gatio's ability to project a warm 
personality, a sweet-bold character more than the sum of countless gags and predicaments. It was the 
essence of his commedia work. It was less about acting than developing a screen persona both singular 
and representative, a type" audiences recognized and identified with, yet mutable enough to vary 


within Himits. 
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‘Nothing prepared him-and the soon-to-be transfixed world-for the lok of radian joy 
‘suffusing Gatino’s being when Linder (standing in for Stefano Gruppo) gave the father’s approval off 
‘camera. The intense purity of the expression, the perfect innocence of the emotion belonged to Pierrot. 

It paid oft royally for 4 Blank Check: for Rose Pictures, and for Paradiso. 

‘This cinematic moment became one ofthe most memorable inthe actor's long carer. Having 
tapped into some undeplete vein of humanity's goodness, he was an immortal Adam in a sinless 
Paradise whenever the film was serecned everywhere on crth, And, like an angel in a psinting by 
‘Tiepolo or Leonardo or Boticelli, he was blessed to neither age nor forfeit Fortune's velvet glance 
“Hold still now, my callipygian beloved™ 

“Is my calyprate bud in this shot, Robbie?” 

“Very funny, Donnie. There is nothing bo-like beneath the calyx hooding on this very un- 
Grceideal bloom of yours. And the answer is no. tis no, alas. Unless you mean calyptc sin 
‘covering moss,” then the answer is yes. In this diffused light, your chest and abdomen are covered in 
clusters of velvety blackness jus like the moss patter onthe boulder in the surf at Gaywyck minus 
the mussels though your muscular ridges and nipples and navel ar ike markings on stones. I spotted 
the resemblance when I was photographing Scudder at Christmas. Hold your breath, now, please, If it 


turns out as I see 


in my head, I cannot wait to submit it to Mister Stieglitz for his flower show next 
‘month along with a photo of the actual moss that inspired it! He loves moss. I'l send a print to Day as 
1 Valentine’s Day gift. He'll know exactly what itis. Hel grieve the absence of you in full bloom. ” 
‘There was a soft tapping on the studio door. The red light was on signifying work in progress, 
‘The tapping persisted. Robert finished taking the portrait, handed Donough his robe, and opened the 
door to an excited Scudder who thrust a movie magazine into his hands. The issue was opened to the 


photograph of Scudder with Cael on the boulder at Gaywyck just under discussion. 
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“Miss Li 


showed this to Mister Griffith, He is calling out for you, Robert. He wants you to 
‘make photographs for the Biograph Bulletins. He wants you to make portraits of his players. You 
reckernize it would very well suit you. He fancies Cael fora photoplay with Miss Lillian and Bobby, 
too, People do ask me to sign this page. Oh let's give overtaking. You'd best be going now!" 
Freddie Gage’s lunch with Willa Cather was a re-leter Saturday for him. Asa great admirer of her 
‘work, he was anxious before she arrived in the mid-town restaurant of her choosing. He relaxed 
‘immediately when a very warm, sturdy Midwestern woman extended her steady hand to him and sid 
{na strong, flat voice: “Hello, Mister. Gage! [like your story tremendously. I have some ideas I want t9 
discuss with you about it. Whats for lunch? OF cours it's on me, or rather the magazine. What Il we 
have? I'm starving. I do hope you're hungry. The food is good here.” 

She wore a round hat, like an inverted flower pot, and tailored gray suit with along skit. It 
‘was an expensive, beautifully eu outfit making her look taller and thinner. When he complemented her 
‘on it, she confessed she'd bought in Paris~"France not Texas!" They talked about Pars while they 
‘waited for their First course of soup: once the food arrived she got straight to business, The story 
nceded work, a great deal of hard, conscientious work. The tone was perfectly pitched, the urban 
atmosphere was captivatingly wrought, the dialog true on the ea, the story itself very fine—bold in 
concept and, a far as she was concerned, necessary. 

“Lused “Paul's Story” as my model, Miss Cather.” 

“Yes, Lhnow, Mister Gage. We must do whatever is necessary to tell our stories.” 

Before rising from the table after lunch, Freddie shyly pulled a book of her short stores out of 
his briefease asking her to sign it. With a flourish she wrote under her signature, “With highest regards 
toa fellow writer and with hopes of long. frutfilfriendship.” 


“When is your next book appearing, Miss Cather?” 
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“I've just delivered the manuscript to my publishers. It will appear soon enough.” 


“What are you caling it 
ary een 
Freddie returned to work in Macy's shoe department a happy man. Right after work he went 10 
the popular 4th-Street YMCA where swimsuits were not required. For the frst time ina public pool 
hhe was unsettled, aroused by the sight of naked men. A brotherhood of young, finely-wrought, Italian 
immigrant laborers wore having a swim befor their night classes. One young, blond, closely-cropped 
Halian quietly frolicking with roustabout friends was particularly attractive wo him. He could not keep 


his eyes off the well-formed youth (both above and below the water) until a socally-unacceptable 


response forced him into his usual, focused, strenuous strokes suddenly possible when his expertise 
‘made him an attraction and the respectful bathers cleared a lane for him. 


‘The playful sounds of the young men's Itai 


vowels echoing inthe large tied room produced 
the haunting sensation of Carmine's presence. When he raised his head and found himself gazing into 
the amber-colored smiling eyes of the young Italian who had taken his fancy, Freddie smiled in return 
before his delighted laughter rang out like bells to the amusement of his fellow swimmers who took 

4s an expression oftheir own sense of freedom in the water, which in pat it was. Diving deep and 
resurfacing, he intended to wink atthe fetching charmer. He could not find him either by or in the pool, 
emptying of men quickly. Instead of staying to swim alone as he normally would have done, he 
climbed out heading forthe changing room along with many others. 

Itbeing Saturday, the mood among the noisy men with a free day ahead was jubilant: they had 
survived another week in the work-house that was Gotham. Their exhilaration was contagious. 
Freddie's high spirits sored even higher. His had been a “humdinger of a day,” in the phrase currently 
popular among his Macy cronies, and now to be encased by beautifll naked men joking in half-a-dozen 


languages was nothing short of Dante’s heaven! (It was an emblematic moment in his libidinal life 
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replayed in his dreams until the day he die.) 

‘Not wishing this experience to end, he slowly mancuvered himself through the crush reveling 
{nthe spontancous collisions with the hurrying men's resilint Mesh and often fury-frm backsides. In 
the boisterous, bustling shower room, the tghtly-packed, unslfconscious men were subbing each 
other's heads and bodies and helping each other rinse away the clouds of suds. Spotting a space, 
Freddie quickly stepped under a hot spray slightly dizzy from the sensuous pleasure ofthe embracing 
‘warmth and from the deep contsntment in his love of men forestalling any blatant sexual arousal 

Suedenly, the admired Italian was at his side. His body touching, he boldly jockeyed to share 
the overhead spray. “You swim like a pro,” he said in a gruff, guttural, heavily-accented English, 


"Grazzi, caro," was Freddie's choked reply. 


"Can I wash your back, mister?” the young man asked with a tight smile on his rough-hewn 
fuce, a perfect compliment to his toughened, muscular body. "You wanna do mine?" 


Unable to speak with desire, Freddie nodded. Instantly his hands were smeared with soap 


smelting of a mild disinfectat from a wall dispenser. A rough hand slathered the stuff up and down his 
thack and between his buttocks with a prying gusto easly mimicked by Freddie while their other soapy 
hhands groped gently and wisely for casly found and well-matched, roceptive targets joined and rubbed 
together in his companion’ Iubrcious fist blinding Freddie to his suroundings. Their bodes moved 
and bumped together with the same rough-housing buddy-scrubbing gestures oftheir neighbors; his 
obviously experienced companion knew exactly how to conceal his swiftly plying them both toa tense, 
panting, luxuriant release requiring the adept anonymous lover holding Freddie upright around the 
‘waist ordering: "Scrub my shoulders!” to prevent his buckling at the knoes and crumbling with a shout. 


“Good one, goombah!™ 


‘The humming man rinsed himself thoroughly, had a short piss “to clean out the pi 


<droopingly flaccid (like many of his fellow well-scrubbed bathers), was gone after a quick, friendly tap 
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‘on Freddie's nearlyfull tumescence, a whispered suggestion Freddie remain under the water until he 
cooled down a bit more and, having noticed the absence of a wedding ring, an apology: "id see ya 
hhome, goombah, but I can’t miss my algebra class." Over his shoulder, Freddie watched him merge into 
the melee ofthe towel-snapping, playful men filling the changing room to overflowing. Obediently, 
Fredalie quieted down under the shower spray until he looked presentable enough to goto his locker 
‘where he satin grinning stupor unable to pull on his socks. 

“I had no idea how much I needed it, Robbie,” Freddie confessed the next day to his close 
confidante while he posed for a portrait “I feel happy and holy. I had a terribly good time. Now I'm 
shadowed by remorse, Self-love doesn’t come even close to what Scudder cals ‘sharing,” ds it?” 

“No, No matter how good we get ati, no,” he answered laughing. “Hold still now, please, Your 
face is glowing, You obviously got what you needed yesterday from your clever and gorgeous 


_goombah, ‘Its only shallow people who do not judge by appearances. The mystery of the world isthe 


visible, not the inv 


Oscar was so damn smart! I wonder if your algebra student knows Dicky?” 
“You know, he's made me crave Carmine. He felt--” 

“Why don’t you write him?” 

“I don't know where he lives. Gotham's a big place.” 


“No! Write Carmine atthe theater, not your goombah! Ifthe divine Miss Cather thinks you ean 


‘write, Freddums, why don't you write him alerer? You know, a missive with a pen? Or you can type 
it, oo. | know you want to have all your ducks in a row before he gets here. Why not finally answer 
‘one of his notes to you? Make it brief. To the point. Ask him to meet you at the carousel in Central 
Park. Can I read your story? Okay, I'm ready! Think of your beauteous Wop atthe Y now. Smile! 
That’ it! Done! You're picture perfect. You really are very hankdsome, hon. We'll send him a copy of 


this with your note. Now off with your clothes, please. I want to do a number four with you 


“Number four? I've heard of doing number one and number two and sixty-nine but how do we 
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doa number four? I thought you and Donnie—* 

“We are, Without exception. Like Vadriel and Army. Let me open the ladder. Take it off, take it 
alloff Lay on your stomach on the white blanket under the arc lights. Stretch like you're swimming, 
‘Arms up over your head. Rest your left ankle over the back of your right knee to form the number four 
‘with your legs. Four is my lucky number. You're sleek. Made for my number four series, Freddie." 

"You've photographed more than four of us, haven't you? Who has the butterfly tatoo?” 

“Igay. Yeah, 'm now doing four portfolios of four cach.” 

Freddie laughed his vibrant, musical cluster ofa laugh. Robert had not heard those sounds of 


‘happiness in ages. “Artis sure a great excuse to photograph naked men, Robbie.” 


“I don't photograph men, Freddums. I photograph the differences between men, 


“You and Matisse. He doesn't paint objects, He paints the differences between objects 

“Where do you think got it from, hon? only swipe from the finest.” 

Robert climbed and straddled the ladder. “Okay, squeeze your buns just a tad to close them and 
align the cleavage with the spine’s indentation. I want a straight Line down the center of your body. 
Good. Now flex your foo, tes inwards. Great! Stretch! Stretch! Take a dep breath and inflate those 
divin lat for me. Think four, Freddums, think four! Zowee, hon, zowee!™ 

“Maybe we should send him my mumber four?” Freddie asked donning his clothes. 

“No, My fours don’t have heads. Not that he wouldn't recognize you anyway. There aren't 
‘many men with you differences, Freddy. Go home and write your note I'll make a prin of your 
portrait tonight and bring it you at work tomorow. love you, Freddums.” 

Freddie Gage did as he was told. He went home He wrote a short note. It took him most of the 
night wo gett just right: “My dearest Carmine, You ae still and always the love of my life! My ego led. 
‘me far astray. Recovering from the loss of you, I believe Ihave suffered a sea change. Lam working @ 


ob and making myself worthy of a love like the one we once shared. I know I have hurt you deeply by 
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not understanding and seeing you clearly. | humbly beg you to forgive me. Our partners in Paradise 
send you ther love, too. Will you mect me atthe carouse| in Central Park at your earliest convenience, 
please? Oggi, sempre, mio Tesoro.” 

He couldn't sleep. As dawn made itself known, he considered going to the Baths to find solace 
4 he had inadvertently found atthe Y. There were so many men with wonderful differences for him to 
experience in Gotham. In his heart there was a kind of fighting that would not lt im sleep. It wasn't 
sex he eraved, It was the sweet presence of his beloved. Instead, of blinding himscif to his true needs, 
he sat at his desk, picked up the edited manuscript of his story, and began the serious process of. 
rewriting, Hadn't Willa Cather told him the best writers were the greatest re-writers? 

‘Alfred Gage ran the story of the alleged murder atthe Hotel Claire on the front page of his New York 
Journal. Captain O'Shaughnessy ofthe 16% precinct was credited with leading the rai, The byline 
read Mark Jacobs and Andy Gabriel. Jacobs was inthe habit of gleaning crime reports from the local 
precincts each day for his paper's police blotter. There was no record of any ipo (time and place of 
‘occurrence) forthe Hotel Claire i the 16% precinct’ files the night ofthe murder; nor was there any 
entry for Richard Dugan's atest on a morals charge. Jacobs double-checked the dates with the 
‘Compstat information of the precinet’s Crime Analysis Office where a tally was kept ofthe weck's 
crimes in seven major categories, comparing them tothe figures forthe previous year. Morals charges 
‘were way up. None was recorded for the night of the murder. 

Dicky’s interview describing what was done by an officer unknown to him was expanded by 
Gabriel’ intepotation of te first-hand information given him by the two dead rookies. This was 
further supplemented with quotes from the prison letters of the men arrested with Dicky, none of whom 
appeared on the 16" precinct’s docket~"If they weren't arrested, why are they injait?” Gabriel's 


successful search forthe identity of the missing murdered man led him to Potter's Field with the 
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victim's grave number given him by an unidentified source in the coroner's office. The signer of the 
burial order, Captain O"Shaughnessy was identified by name and rank. 

‘An editorial in the newspaper demanded the suspension of O'Shaughnessy and an immediate 
investigation into the ease by a Grand Jury. Reading it at his desk on Wall Street, Armand de Guise 
received a call from Chief Ryan of the 16° Precinet. 

“We've suspended the stupid son of a bitch, Armand. Call off your hounds.” 

“Them days are over, Arthur.” 

“You want his balls on a silver platter from Tiffany's, is that it?” 

“Actually, I'd prefer his head on a pike in front of City Hall, Arthur.” 

a 


Ryan laughed. “You know damn well what | mean, Armand, O’Shaughnessy’s « rogue 
cop. He's one of a kind. All my men are good men. You know most of ‘em, Armand, and you know 1 
‘wouldn't lie to you.” 

“Are you telling me O'Shaughnessy pulled the trigger on the rookies and on Andy Gabriel 
before setting him on fire all on his lonesome, sit?” 

“Don't give me that ‘sr* crap, Armand. I'm sayin” he’s a rogue cop capable of anything.” 

“We have witnesses who say there were three hold-up men, Arthur. True, only one fired, but 
{wo others were part of your rogue’s operation. What about them?” 

“T'll get back to you on that one, Armand. I assure you I am not happy about this whole crazy 
‘morals business. I don't give arat’s ass who's fuckin’ who, Armand. But if you guys don't leave it at 
(O’Shaughnessy, there may be repercussions. You take my meaning, Mister de Guise?” 

Jessie arived for his portrait session directly from work. Free of make-up, be washed his face and 
plopped down in front of the camera with great enthusiasm. He wore a white shit open atthe collar as 


Robert had requested. Cael jumped into his lap and made himself comfortable the moment the sitter 


CHILDREN OF PARADISE/383 
settled himself. The purring ca loved Jessie almost as much as Taio loved Jessie. 

Robert set this date atthe opening ofthe National Arts Club show. He explained he did not 
want Jessie in any getup at ist; he wanted him fo his New-York-Men portrait series before he 
tackled documenting the revolutionary role he was playing inthe fight for what the anarchists called 
“soval justice." t was. frightening and dangerous adventure, as Robert knew all rue adventures must 
be! Jesse was hesitant a fist. “I aint one o your pretty white boys, you know.” he remarked under his 
breath standing in front of the portrait of Vadriel. “I got bumps on my colored face, supa | yot—* 

“I know what you've got, Jessie. It is a form of male beauty my portfolio is lacking.” 

“You ever photo-graph a Ne-gro life-form before, Mister Robert?” 

“Yes, actually My friend Mortimer. He was a true-Black from the islands. He wasn't a hal = 
brood, milk-chocolate lfe-form like you, hon.” 

"Where he be now?" Jessie demanded when he stopped hooting with glee. 

“He went down withthe Titanic.” 

“I'been down under sheets of ice with titanic men, too, hon. Ibe lucky. I survived. Sometimes 
jist barely. One of “em beat me so bade left me for dead. Like you sid to me once’, “You knew it 
‘was dangerous work when ya took the job! I confess I envy Dicky in that love nest of his with that 


ccutie-pie Iggy. You ever seen his butterfly tattoo, hon?” 


“Yes, I've a picture of it framed over there. So, you game?” 
“Lbe a form of “game" all my life, hon. Why not for your camera?” 
Sitting in Robert's studio with Cael on his lap, he squinted when Robert tured on the bright 
lights. A large bruise flared on Jessie's right cheek. 
“One of your titanic men, eh?” 
“You betcha, sweetcakes. He didn’t mean no harm. His elbow got into the act by mistake when 


‘my tongue found its way up into the region of his heart. He be a cop. He let that slip when I sat on his 
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‘metal gun and axed him if he was a gangster. He gets real tense before he unzips. I like he got 
seruples or somethin” bug’ his head. Once’st I get him goin’ he goes a litle erazy. He tole me he 
had no idea what a tongue lashin’ could do to a guy. "It’s betier'a forty lashes with a wet noodle,” my 
copper says, But I don’t got to tell you about the power of nerve ends, hon!™ 

“Tum your head, Jesse. Ill shoot you in profil tonight, When the bruise goes away, I'l do a 
full-face portrait." After the portrait, Robert asked Jesse to take off his clothes and st on the floor 
‘gains a chalk-white backdrop with Cac in his lap. He'd been imagining the shot for days. 

Sucilenly extremely self-conscious, Jessie slowly disrobed. Before dropping his drawers, he 


said, I ain't what I'm supposed to be, Mister Robert, Dicky-bird’s wing got a bigger span than mine, if 


{ya takes my meanin’. All that bull-puppy about us Ne-gro men and our honkin" huge dicks gives me a 
Jota grief: It is just one more of my tr-vails. Racist stereo-types are mean mother-fuckers. I been 
thrown out o' beds by more dinge-lovin’ size-queens than | got inches.” 

“How tall are you, Jessie?” 

“Five-feet eleven inches in heels.” 

“AS far as I'm concerned, hon, your dick is five-eet eleven inches on its bare feet give or take a 
couple of inches, which I know you freely do. Sit your willowy self down with Cael in your extra- 
‘warm lap. You are exactly what you are supposed to be, Jessi, a direct descendant of Adam who must 
hhave had your skin tones because God used a handful of earth in order to make him, you know.” 

“And the Lord God formed man from the dust of the ground and breathed into his nostrils the 
breath of life and man became a living being.” L never thought of Adam as a colored man like me!” 


‘Smiling and opening his arms wide, he exposed himself in all his male beauty and sat on the white 


backdrop as directed. Once he grasped the color contrast Robert was seeking, he sat up very straight, 
looked directly, proudly into the camera with the white Persian cat purring so loudly the two men 


laughed. “Did Mortimer have a mo?” 
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“Indeed he did. A Mister Goodbody who perished with him.” 

“At least he didn’t perish alone, I pray I don’t have to die alone, Mister Robert. I'm gettin’ too 
old to flog my colored ass. I pray every day I will find a mo of my own. [know I will. Miss Blossom 
thas a sweetheart now. Look at Dicky-bird! I hold tight to love just like Reverend Purcell says I must, 
Foras it says in the Good Book, ‘Let love and faithfdness never leave you/ bind them around your 
rneck,/ write them on the tablet of your heart/ Then will you win favor and a good name/ in the sight of 
God and man.” Proverbs 3:15. ll shut my mouth now so you can make me immortal.” 

“Jessie, who is Reverend Purcell?” 

“He be my pastor, Mister Robert!” 

“You go to church, do you? I had no idea.” 


“You never asked. Sure I goto churc 


sing in the choir. I bought the uniforms for the Negro 
High Schoo! marching band in Harlem. It's only a couple years since landlords been renting to 
“respectable colored families’ like mine in Harlem. That happened only because they had an 
‘oversupply of ‘housing stock’ as it be called. They overdid their building boom, shey think, Reverend 
Purcell says it was God's way of givin’ us colored folk a safe place to live in this town. It ain't much 
better than the South in some parts of New York City, you know." 

‘Maybe you'll find your mo in church.” 


“Lbe workin’ on it. "ve come close several times. Colored men get scared of 


found out by 
their Mama and don’t wanna lose favor in the sight of other men no matter what the Bile teaches on 
the subject of love. It be too busy teaching violence and hatred..that isa topie for another conversation. 
11's why I got my funeral all paid for..all arranged.” 

“Your funeral?” 

“Like I said, Mister Robert. It's dangerous work bein’ a fairy but itis how God made me. My 


‘Mama don’t know nothin’ about my ‘other’ life, my true life. She only knows about me and Mister 
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Macy. Me and Misters Wrong are state secrets, hon. | worked everything out with Reverend Purcell. 
‘He knows what I want ifthe time comes before I find my mo to handle my remains. You ready?” 
“Ready for my funeral? No!” 

“No, not for your funeral, For my portrait with Cael, lam going to have four white horses white 
as this cat pulling my hearse. 1 got it all set up. This is the first time I ever had a real pussy hottin'-up 
‘my lap! You'd better hurry before he gets an even hotter surprise!” 

‘When the picture with Cael was made, Robert asked Jessie to make a number four, To do 
justice to the color contrast between the sole of Jessie's foot and the rest of his long-legged, perfectly 
toned body, Robert had to spend time adjusting the lights. All the while he worked, Jessie chatted 
revealing an optimistic heart of the first magnitude. Before he was told to take a deep breath to inflate 
his lats, he summed up his belie that a mo was in his cards: “For everyone who asks receives; he who 


seeks finds; and to him who knocks, the door will be opened.” Matthew 7:7." 


io reused to let Jessie go home without feeding him dinner. Robert had invited his sitter to 
jin him and Donough but Jesse said he had to get toa sster’s downtown place used for asignations. 
Tonights was with his needy cop ofthe Maing elbow. frst things frst Beseiged, he relented. As the 
lock struck nine he kissed everyone goodnight and went on his way in very high spirits singing a 
hymn under his breath 

‘The peoile portrait of Jessie was the picture Alfred Gage ran onthe front page of the New York 
Journal when Jessie went missing. After he failed to show up at work four days running, Jessie's 
friends covered the downtown seene to no avail. They tricked down the young cop withthe famous 
elbow who complained he had been stood-up; he was so angry he was looking for Jesse to un him in 
ona morals charge. 

Finally Freddie Gage went to Personnel and found his stock boy's home address in Harlem. 


‘Before he could go uptown, Jessie’s mother came into the store in search of news. He had missed 
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church on Sunday. “My boy often stays downtown with friends. He never misses church, Mister Gage. 
He always speaks highly of you, sir. Lam worried sick. I's a week. Where could my boy be?” 

‘The same day as the maternal visit, floral wreath was delivered tothe home of Armand de 
Guise in Gramercy Park. It came with a condolence card from the men atthe 16" precinct signed by 
Chief Arthur Ryan—"May this not be the first of many.” 

‘Two hours after the wreath arrived, an anonymous tip gave Mark Jacobs the numberof Jessie's 
srave in Potter's Feld and the badge number of the vice cop from the 16° precinct who killed him, 
Before hanging up, the caller snarled, “This shit has got to stop, Jacobs, oF our assis grass on the 
streets, Shut O'Shaughnessy and his team down, man. Fuck Ryan! He also gave a tp that The 


Blossom Box was going to be torched. Miss Blossom was next on the 


ong with “the Vail guy 
being hurt. Nobody's sacred. These goons ain't fooin’ around.” 


‘Since Jessie's body was found 


verside Park without identification, the police department 


denied his fi 


ily’s permission to exhume the body claiming there was no proof the occupant in the 
‘numbered grave was the missing young man. Alfred Gage called the governor of the state who ordered 
the grave be opened. Tammany's Mayor Gaynor gave a press conference claiming he not Albany ran 


New York City: Potter’s Field and i 


inhabitants were under his jurisdiction, “and who gives a shit 
about some fuckin’ dead cock-suckin’ fairy-nigger? Only dumb-ass bleedin'-heart fuckin’ liberals!” 

An edited version of the Mayor’s comments accompanied a headlined piece in. The New York 
Journal written by Freddie Gage about his friend and co-worker at Macy's, The Family Department 
‘Store, Framed as an open letter to Mayor Gaynor, Freddie used Zola’ title, “I Accuse.” In simple, 
diroct language he accused Mayor Gaynor of inciting racial hatred to avoid the pressing issue of police 
corruption. He revealed in a Zola-esque diatribe how the badge number of esses murderer and the 


‘number of the hard-worki 


boy’s grave in Potter's Field had come as tip tothe paper's crime desk 


from an “honest-hero American cop” begging for the Vice Squad corruption to end as it was ending in 
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the Anti-Gaming Squad whose Chief, Police Lieutenant Charles Becker, was now facing the electric 
chair for the murder of Herman Rosenthal 

Freddie also revealed how the truth of Captain O’Shaughnessy’s role inthe Hotel Clare murder 
had come from “two honest-hero American rookie cops” sick to death ofthe corruption. How the truth 
bout the murder of those same whistle-blowing, “two honest-hero American rookie caps” had come 
from another “honest-hero American cop” who also spoke out about the murder of Andy Gabriel, a 
devoted, muck-raking reporter inthe great American tradition of trth-elling who got too close tothe 
‘Truth about Captain O"Shaughnessy’s gang of un-American rogue-cops and his cover-up maestro 
Captain Ryan, the Becker ofthe 16% Precinct. At the end, Freddie suggested protests be mounted 
‘outside 16" Precinct headquarters until Jessie's body was retuned tothe grieving family in Harlem, 

‘The edition of the paper sold out in twenty minutes. The Journal produced a broadside of 


Freddie's open letter with a black border. It was distributed free all over the city and posted on every 


lamp post by an army of paper boys hit 
asking for help. Robert Gaylord called Reverend Purcell asking for guidance. Both religious leaders 


from Christopher House. Vadriel Vail called Bishop Duncan 


called press conferences and encouraged thei parishioners to join Freddie's protest in front of the 16% 
Precinet scheduled forthe following Sunday at noon, Rather than send a memorandum, Father Tom 
Carey personally made the rounds of all Gotham’s churches under the Bishop's mantle asking the 
Sunday moming’s homilies be about socal justice and the ending of police corruption. 

By Sunday noon, over 10,000 New Yorkers from every metropolitan district swarmed around 
the 16” Precinct stopping traffic inal directions. Many waved messages of protest on cardboard sheets 
attached to brooms inthe manner recently created by the suffragettes. Some held up effigies of Ryan, 
(O'Shaughnessy, and Mayor Gaynor. The mounted police loosed upon the crowd by Chief Ryan were 
forced by the numbers to maintain order rather than attempt to disperse the people as instructed. 


At the moment when the throng was growing restless, the uniformed members of the Negro 
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High Schoo! Marching Band from Harlem appeared with the Reverend Purcell and Jessie's mother. 
‘The youngsters began to play a stirring rendition of “The Battle Hymn of the Republic.” This set the 
crowd to marching from the froat ofthe precinct downtown to City Hall along Third Avenue under the 
Elevated trains filled with people screaming support from the open windows. 

Allred Gage stood in the erowd with his wife and Norman Rose who loved protest rallies 
“Alfred, where is that brilliant son of yours? This tsimis is his doing! He is one helluva writer. Do 
‘you think he could tum out a wester photoplay for us and our formula-toving public, IN give him my 
copy of Sargent's Technique of the Photoplay or he can take a screen-writing class at my expense.” 

“You want him to write forthe flickers, Mister Rose?” Florence Gage asked aghast. “I don’t 
know which is worse—shoes or nickelodeons!™ 

“He'll make more money as a scenarioist than he will at Macy's, Florence, dear. And they say 
there are thirty-seven basic dramatic situations, so he'll sharpen his narrative skills for Miss Cather.” 

Jessie's body was surrendered before the parade reached City Hall, The news spread through 
the erowd along with word of a church service in Harlem to be announced in the Journal once the date 
‘was set. Since the eause of death was unnatural, an autopsy had to be performed by law. The Grand 
Jury was convened. It was quickly disbanded when Ryan, O'Shaughnessy and his “un-American band 
of brothers"—as the New York press christened them—took a powder into parts unknown, 

“The day of the funeral was brilliantly clear and bright. Dressed in deep mourning, the entire Mo 
Brigade, accompanied by Alfred, Florence, and Freddie Gage, set off together in three cars for 
Reverend Purcell’s church. Jessie’s mother reserved a pew for them as family members. The mourners 
filled the church. They overflowed two blocks in all directions making it necessary forthe Gramercy 
ark neighbors along with Maurice Hall and Alec Scudder to walk from their parking spot. Freddie was 
greeted by dozens of his 
‘memories ofthe gregarious and much loved Jessie. As word spread of Freddie being the author of “I 


colleagues from Macy’s who hugged him and wept sofily and quickly shared 
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‘Accuse,” a loud cheer went up for him. 

‘The Gramercy Four were swarmed by Jessie’ sisters who wept tumultuously. Also dressed in 
black—though less traditionally —The Girls were thrilled to meet Taio who had taught Miss Jessie how 
to tie ll those fancy “Jap knots.” Scudder was recognized as ~The Brother” in the newest Biograph hit 
and his bottom pinched with such intense affection he had trouble sitting through the memorial service. 


"Never having been to a Baptist Church funeral, the downtown guests were surprised by the 


sense of joy suffusing the parishioners. There were tears aplenty made radiant by a sense of jubi 
Jessie was gone home to rest with his Lord, When the blue-and-white robed choir bustled on to the 


altar, the buzz of excitement they stirred in the church was nothing compared to the high-voltage power 


they generated once they began to sing the Gospel Spiritual Jessie often sang with them. 
‘The church was rocked inthe arms ofits loving Lord. There was no way individual souls inthe 
presence of such music could be contained in fragile human bodies. Robert Gaylord felt himself being 
lied out of himself like an oyster being scooped out ofits shell. He was electrified by a sense of 
‘merging with an immortal communal sprit. It was the most intense religious experience of his life. 
“W's you who have made me immortal, Miss Jesie™ he prayed amongst his sobs. 
If Donough had not taken his hand at this moment and brought him back to earth, he knew he 


‘would have fainted or melted into the ether. Glancing to his left through his tears, he saw Placidia and 


Eugene Foster sitting beside the Gage family, all of whom were holding hands; glancing to his right, he 
‘saw Taio open-mouthed and wide-eyed, and the rest of the Mo Brigade dissolved in tears. A weeping. 
‘Vauriel caught his eye. They smiled at each other. Vadriel tapped his chest to denote an overflowing of 
love before Armand took his hands into his own embracing fingers. 

Reverend Purcell detailed Jessie's contributions to the community—No wonder she was 
always broke!” Freddie whispered to Robert. He announced the creation ofa college scholarship fund. 


1 Science lab, and a new wing on the High School in Jesse's name: "Gifts of the Gaylord, Vail, and 
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DeGuise Foundations." There were murmured “Amens!” and loud shouts of “Hallelujah!” Then there 
were prayers offered to the Lord in word and in more song. At the conclusion ofthe serve ix church 
deacons walked down the aisle and lifted the Nowerdecked goldea-brown coffin, Showy, they carried 
Jessie's remains out ofthe church ito view of the massive, silently weeping crowd followed by his 
family, Reverend Purcell, Bishop Duncan, Father Tom, andthe mulitude of friends. 

In front ofthe church was a lower-bedecked cariage-hearse designed by Miss Blossom and 
pulled by four whit-plumed white horses the color of Cael, When the coffin appeared, the Negro High 
School Marching Band began o play “Swing Low, Swect Chariot.” 

“Oh!” Robert sobbed asthe coin was sli into the hearse, “Oh, Donnie! When Maestro Mahler 
ssid of his enemies, My time wll come, his words mus apply ts, 00,0?" 

“Surely ys, my darling. His music the purest uth, as we together are, and as she was, 0." 


“Oh, yes! Jessie was no imitation of life, She was the genuine article. that heaven allows. 


CHAPTER TWELVE 
Standing inthe wings of the Comédie Francais, Carmine held Freddie's memorized note in both hands 
reading it over and over. Each word contained a caress. So engrossed. was he, only his professional 
sixth sense prevented his missing the cue for his final entrance in his final appearance on this stage, 

He was dancing through the Scapin performance with perfect balance, as if with a gyroscope in 
his soul. He felt at one withthe audience. Each was engaged with his driving reative forces like a 
squadron of rooks led by their general in aerial evolutions. He could fee! the communion soothing 
hearts and minds in the realm of stage magic, a place of redemption. His balance depended upon the 


actuality of this redemption, this grace his art dispersed wit 


‘each cartwheel, each laugh. He was 


navigating the earth with this new balance. Every waking moment he was riding on the winds. 
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“Its life as a work of art, my Ingegno player!” Thérése happily dectared. 

‘The wings were crowded with members of the company watching him. Rules were bent by 
tradition during final performances. Some of his colleagues were basking inthe warmth generated in 
the house by his immense success; some were eager for him to depart though there was no one in the 
‘current generation of players who would erase the memory of him. “You are legend walking among us, 
Carmine,” Thérése teased one night during his attack of stage fright. His knees were knocking in the 


Green Room waiting for Hamlets frst entrance, 


Robert Gaylord’ portrait of Freddie and the note from him creased her face in smiles. She said 
in English, a language they used only erratically these days. “This is proof how if our Destiny cannot 
be altered, we can tum it to our own ends, yes? There lies the meaning of liberty, n.”" 

He longed to talk to someone about Alfred, oF Freddie as his friends called him. “Freddie,” he 
ssid aloud over and over resetting his mouth to create the consonance of the English language. The 
penultimate night he had been visited in his over-crowded, deafeningly loud dressing room by a 
handsome, beautifully dressed, blond Englishman visting Paris on business. He soflly spoke, inaudible 


British En 


ish. Carmine smiled happily assuming he was being complemented. Vibrations thrummed 


though his body creating an erotic tension between him and the man. Buzzed with performance 
‘adrenalin, Gatino found flirting amusing in English, The tall, polite man responded shyly before 
blushing, turing away in confusion, and quickly exiting the warm room. 

‘The next day, one perfect camellia arrived atthe stage door witha brown envelope containing 
the photo, the note from Freddie, and a business canl. The blond had mentioned friends in common and 


Gatino had assumed the so-called friends were in Paris, Ha 


ing withdrawn himself from the social 
scene, he thought he might re-enter it for a few nights with this good-looking English-speaking fellow 
‘when the card brought him up short. “Maurice Hall,” he read aloud, “DeGuise International.” A hotel 


phone number was written on the back. He rang it, left a message atthe desk, and impulsively made a 
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long-distance call tothe phone number on the front of the card. 

Maurice Hall’s secretary answered. Carmine was transferred to the office of Armand de Guise 
‘whose secretary, afler hearing "Carmine Salina .Paradiso,” put him on hold and excitedly conferred 
‘with her boss, Suddenly, Carmine's name was bellowed on the other end of the telephone by the 
familiar voice of Armand de Guise announcing his pleasure inthe cal ina burst of American affection 


“I cannot tell you how delighted I am to hear from you, my dear friend, Has Maurice tured up yet? I 


‘gave him strict instructions to give you words in English of our love first thing! 
"Yes, yes, he was...he has been with me lastnight, Armand, I did not know him. 1 have his card 


‘with a camellia this morning. I found your telephone om it. Am I okay to call now?" 


“You are okay to call anytime night or day, Carmi 


fou know how much we love you! 

“I have a note from Aled... Freddie,” he said, choking back his teas of happiness hearing 
‘Armand’s voice, “He says he loves me always, too, Armand. I am most happy to know this from him 
‘want to tell him Do you have a telephone for hisw?” 

“Freddie is a changed man, Carmine. He is working now in a department store. You can call 
him there. Wait a minute, Carmine. Hold on. Ill ave my secretary get the number.” Ina few seconds, 
‘Carmine had the direct number to Macy's Shoe Department. 

“Shoe department, Armand? He is a shoe department? Alfted Gage...Preddic..mry Freddie is 


1g in a shoe department? I call now. Iwill call now. Leal pronto presto!” 
“Carmine, he meant every word he wrote to you.” 


“Yes, want to know that from you....hear that from you. Maybe that is why I call? Goodbye 10 


you, my friend Armand de Guise. 1 


be 


you all on the carousel in Central Park very soon. 
“Holy Christ! Before you go I must congratulate you on your movies! They are quite splendid, 
You are magnificent on screen, Carmine. We have been to see them many times.” 


“Yes, they are very good. Iam better in each one, no? Tourncur isa visual poet. Linder is our 
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Mister Griffith. You know Mister Griffith used ideas from Max...made some comedy pictures like 
Max made for Pathé Fréres, Armand. They starred Little Mary and Florence Lawrence as a Jones 
Family. Yes, he is very smart, my Max. Like you are very smart with making money, Armand. You 
rust teach me to make good investments with my money. I piles up in my Alfred's bank, Max wil not 
‘et me make bad cinema. | am making one now that is going to be very good. You will not be 
disappointed in your satyr, Army. I love you, too, Army. Give a big kiss to Vadriel and Robert and 
Donough too. Okay’? Goodby. cll my Freddi now in his shoe department. Okay. Bye-bye! Caio, 

‘Seconds after Armand hung up the phone, his secretary came into his office with Maurice 
Hall's secretary in tow. They both wanted to know if that was really Paradis, the movie Sta. “Yes,” 
‘he laughed at their star-struck mooning, “Get used to it girls. We're all in the movie business now!” 


Freddie Gage was on a coffce break. The young woman who answered the phone spoke so 


quickly with a heavy Brooklyn accent Carmine could not make sense of what she said. (*Stupido! How 
can Freddie be breaking coffee? Army said he is working with the shoes.”) Chagrined by his 
predicament, Carmine hung up without leaving a message. He decided to have Maurice Hall help him 
‘make the call. He thought better of it. Would it not embarrass polite, English Mister Hall if Carmine 
‘burst into fears atthe sound of his Freddic’s voice? He would not call Macy's again, He would send a 


tiny note vi 


‘Mister Hall. Thinking of Higekuro he wrote: “Meet me at the carousel in Central Park, 
yes? We have to study hard the science of loving together.” 

[A spate of overcast and rainy carly-Spring days had everyone at Biograph in a tense silence when 
Robert Gaylord arrived for his appointment with D. W. Grifith.Justinsie the front door a fat man 
‘with aft calico cat in his lap sat ina stim booth with a box-office window. He said Mister Griffith was 


‘busy at the moment. Could someone entertain him until the boss was free? The outdoor schedule was 
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scrapped again: How could Billy make scenes without light? Suddenly there was a rush of people 
scrambling to dress the raised stage in the house’s ballroom-studio down from the dark front hall where 
Robert waited. He overheard them talking about making scenes for a different picture than the Biblical 
‘one they were supposed to be completing by the end of the week. 

‘A young boy raced up a winding staircase to the right ofthe booth where the man with the cat 
‘now sat whistling having sent another boy racing up the stars to eall Mister Hall. He nodded and 
smiled watching Alce come racing down the stairs. "Well, Alec," he said, “it sure ain't a daub day!" 

‘Tense Alec took nervous Robbie into a small waiting room off the busy ballroom studio, 
“Mister Griffith is grousing we are notin Jacksonville, Florida, with Majestic and the others, Robbie, 


He has a temper, he has! Billy says he hales from the South and hates cold weather. This place 


Jacksonville is “The World's Winter Film Capital Is closer than California, but the sunlight out west 
lasts all year! Can you figure sunshine ll year? Inthe old days American Mutoscope and Biograph had 
4 stage on the roof at 841 Broadway. 1 hear talk of a move up to a new building at 175" Street in the 
Bron near Mister Edison where there wil be another stage on the roo Lilian says California is 
Mister Grif’ fur. He thinks it place good for work but bad for the sou” 

Sur was interrupted by Bobby Harron wearing cloth cap like the one Gatino wore in A 


Carousel Romance. After greeting Robert and congratulating him on the show of his photographs and 


asking him to take his picture for the magazine Ree! News, he told Alec that they and Sally Burke were 


‘wanted by Billy immediately. "We're to be dog catchers. You catch her dog. She comes to claim it, We 


fll in love fs another heart drama. She's doing her make-up. Go join her, ee: Hury up!” 
‘They wer interrupted by Dorothy Gish, She greced Rober, asked im to ake her pctre for 

Moder Seren, and excitedly reported: "Mister Grif jus scolded an Extra for joking about working 

in galloping inypes’ You shoul heard im, folks In imitation, she sid: Never let me hea those 


‘words again in this studio! Just remember, you're no longer working in some second-rate theatrical 
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company. What we do here tay wil be seen tomorrow by people all over America~-peopleall ver 
‘he world Sus remember that the next time you go before a camera!” What show!” 

She was interrupted by Lionel Barrymore, a heavy-set man with sad, luminous eyes and a 
resonant voice; he was one of best character actos in the company. Unlike his famous brother John and 
sister Ethel, he was not adverse to working in films. (The previous yea, a fat-broke Lionel had asked 


Mister Griffith for work, been refused~I am not employing stage Stars."~-and had countered with: 


‘am not even remotely any such creature and will do anything, absolutely anything.) He now confirmed 
Dorothy's story: "Mister Griffith really believes we are pioneering in a new artform, He says its a 
‘medium that can cross over barriers of language and culture. It’ an art that can change the world. It's 
why he drives himself so hard. And you know, I may stop sneaking in the back door here. Scoot, Alec, 
Billy's waiting. 'm your boss in this one. 


"Bye, Robbie. cannot predict what Mister Griffith will have you do today. Good luck. Oh!” he 


added in a whisper: "I have said yes to Rose Pictures as we said I must do. 
Left alone, Robert was scared. The only jobs he ever worked were shoo-ins. Being Donough 
Gaylord’ librarian at Gaywyck was a joy; he loved books. Working at Christopher House was a joys 
the loved the energy of new immigrants. He hadn't been a “professional” librarian or administrator; he 
hhad simply been competent. Most importantly, he was gifted with great (and rare) common sense, 
However, he had no doubts about his traning to take pictures. He had studied hard with 
Clarence White at the Teacher's College Art Department of Columbia University in its School of 


Industrial Arts, Labs, and Studios. He studied art history and design with Max Weber. He spent years 


ing his eye looking at art in countless museums and galleries and books. He took many Photo 
‘Walks with Karl truss on Riverside Drive in seminars limited to twelve photographers. His work was 
always considered outstanding. Wasn't he among the handful of picture taking-people chosen by 


‘Stieglitz for exhibition at 2912 
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‘Yet Robert Gaylord did not tink of himself sa professional photographer. The Stieglitz crowd 

smocked people attempting to make living from taking pictures commercially. Robert went to an 

“industrial show" of photography equipmcat ia Philadephia, and did not tll Stieglitz. He had easally 


‘mentioned the work of Goldensky, the man who invented the flash gizmo, the man who took 


fascinating: 


dramatic portraits of people in his Philadelphia studio, nascent “glamor shots" now 
seen in the fan magazines Stieglitz, a Jewish entrepreneur from New Jerse, had literally tured up his 
nose. “Everything is busines for him and his kindof Jew.” 

For the rich white poople fcking to the National Ars Club in Gramerey Pak surrounding 


Stieglitz, being money-conscious was very like being a homosexual person or a colored person or an 


immigrant person ora really poor person who had to use a camera as a means of support. It was @ no- 
£80, Standing now in the Biograph Studio atthe heart of the new popular entertainment many of them 


disdained, Robert thought them alla pack of cards. Goldensky’s work was an inspiration, The man lit 


his subjects to make them look beaut the way Laurent made Carmine lok onscreen. He treated his 
paying customers on film the way the great European painters had treated theirs on canvas. 

“How the hell docs Stclitthink Rembrandt paid his rent?" Robert brood, angered bythe 
rigid distinction between art and commeree~"This in New York: the only colony founded asa 
commercial venture, company town! These distinctions lke the one between “straight” and “queer” 


‘were too much for the digestive system to handle. Robert had visited the studio of the 


brusque 
Russian Goldensky in Philadelphia. Tremendously enthusiastic, Goldensky gave Roberta technical 
tour demonstrating the multitudinous lights, sat him down in front of his camera, placed a small toy 
his grip, and made an insightful portrait Donough treasures. 

Little by litle he replicated most of Goldensky’s equipment in his Gramercy Park and 


Gaywyck studios. The kind, shrewd man helped him purchase everything he needed atthe best price. 


‘Thinking of his generous friend, Robert wandered unhindered into the Biograph Company's studio. He 
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felebackstage even though the stage was facing him. There were cages fll f dogs being placed in 
what was rapidly becoming an animal shelter with a make-shift counter anda scale. 

In front of wall f tubular igh, two men wearing white shies and tes and white gloves stood 
cxamining trp of film, Griffith recently discovered the smudges blurring the images on distribution 
prints were human fingerprints. The shorter, dark-haired man without «ha or suit jacket paused 1 give 
some directions tothe men who were arranging the dog cages. Spotting Rober, the taller man with a 
hut and a rumpled! busines suit smi and wave him forward. Knowing the man fom photographs, 
Robert smile and extended his hand was tighly clasped and firmly held 


“Hello!” the man sad in a voice strong as his blue eyes: “I'm D. W, Griffith, Welcome to 


Biograph, Mister Gaylord I don't think you know Billy Bitzer 


One of the things Vie Krill loved most about directing movies was the access it gave him to the Rose 
‘Studio equipment and studio space after hours. He was amazed how easy and how cheap it was to find 
New Yorkers eager to disrobe and perform in “blue movies,” and how simple and lucrative it was to 
Find distributors or theater owners to buy his “cooch reels,” much easier than it was to see them 
sereened, what with police raids and the Women's Vigilance Committe having eyes in the back of 
their coiffed heads. As with all cooch reels, Krill’s were bought outright. His cost more, much more, 


‘because they had a professional look to them being made i 


1 real movie studio with good-looking 
‘women and men with “qualifications” way above average, sometimes freakishly so. 

His hobby began when he convinced Norman Rose to finance “off color” pictures with 
titilating glimpses of female flesh: bare legs, bare backs presented with voyeuristic simplicity as 
“private moments,” such as a big-breasted girl undressing for bed or reaching for a towel as she rises 


from the bath or posing as an artist’s model withthe clothed male artist and his easel blocking most of 


the female body. His favorite “actresses” were professional hoochie-cooch dancers adept as belly 
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dancers at moving their muscles, though serious actresses would don body suits and pop out of a cake 
iff Krill promised them “real” work. The costs were negligible and the profits well worth their time. 

‘The cooch reel idea began as personal deste. Seeing one at a bachelor party, he eraved it--with 
certain modifications~to screen for his own and Norman's amusement and stimulation. A theater 
‘owner atthe party approached him over cigars and whiskey offering an astounding $5000 in cash for @ 
quality product: the one just viewed was crude in the extreme. “It looked like an industrial film made 


by a piston manufacturer, Krill, 'd like to see something with alittle romance, you know what I mean? 


| want good-looking people, Krill, ot sluts or mugs with big gus and small pistons. 
By “romance” the talker meant it was to begin with the actors wearing clothing. By quality he 


‘meant somethi 


focus. Krill made them fast, one a night. Whatever set was up supplied the “plot” 
‘post office, a living room, a stage coach interior, a back porch, a business office. One camera 
record al the general action while a second camera did the particular close-ups necessary to the 
genre. A strategically placed miror allowed him to fake overtead shots giving his product a classy 
look, No matter how crude the lighting, shadows never concealed any of the action, 


In the back of his mind embedded li 


tick was the cooeh film of his dreams. Each one he 
‘made in actuality engorged him forthe one central to his vision as a film maker. Every time he saw 
Gatino moving on the sereen lust ripped through his body strong as the stel prongs gripping film in a 
‘movie projector. Krill was learning to make cameras do his bidding . One day he would make actual 
images on reels of ffty-foot Kodak film of Gatino being cruel only to be kind. 

‘Those memories tormented him countless times each day and night replaying themselves like a 
short loop of film ia his head’s editing machine set on automatic. The more he obsessed on them the 
larger they became, Now when his imagination projected them onto his soul, they were too large to be 
contained. They overlapped onto the frames of his cooch films in the casting of men, They made him 


their own. Being pomographic, they were rudely accurate about important realities of his desire. 
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‘Holding hands, Alfred and Florence Gage walked on the beach in front of The Elms, Bill Sanger had 
_just left them to catch the train back to the city after coming out to Long Island to check the condition 
ofthe poo! om. As well as being a draftsman at McKim and Mead, be was the husband of Florence's 
friend Margaret Sanger, lately in the news for her coined phrase “bin contr” and for er advocacy of 
“free love.” His most enthusiastic topic of conversation during lunch was his desire to goto Paris to 
bcome a moxemis painter like Picasso and Braque 

“Thanks to you, Alfed, Margarets opening he bith control clinic” he confirmed. “Al those 
oor immigrant woman keep paying our useless doctors to got the secret of how the rch society 


‘women they work for limit the number oftheir 


dren. So many women are dying from botched 


abortions now that the doctors have made them too expensive or illegal. I cannot believe Freddie has 


‘come back from Paris? He must be out of his mind! And now I hear he's selling shoes at Macy's! 


“Not any longer, 


ster Sanger,” Florence corrected, “he is now under contract as a seenarioist 
for Rose Pictures. He also as a story appearing in Scribner's Magazine next month.” 

“Oh, wow! That's wonderful! OF course he could have remained in Pars to write. Since 
Margaret and I are practicing fre love, I really could be living anywhere, you know. Have you any 
opinion on free love, Mister Gage?” 

“1've read Edward Carpenter's Love Coming of Age with great interest, Mister Sanger. 1 do not 
think women will become man’s “Glorious Playfellow’ for generations to come if their struggle to gain 
the vote is any example oftheir “feminist” future.” 

“And are you in favor of free love, Mrs. Gage?” 

“Lam certainly in favor of women loving their husbands freely, Mister Sanger.” 

“must go on record, Mister Gage, as saying I do not approve of ail the forms of free love 


‘espoused by Carpenter. If you take my meaning, si,” he added, a man-to-man aside in a lowered voice. 
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“Well, Mister Sanger, I believe you will find any attempt to put restrictions on the forms of free 
love espoused by Mister Carpenter and his friend Walt Whitman will bring middle-class morality into 
play. You might as well stay working at McKim, Mead, the bastion ofthe middle class, is it not? 1 
don’t think an artst’s life anywhere would suit you, sir” 

Florence was amused by the look of consternation on the face of Mister Sanger as he quickly 
rose to leave for te train station in town. Seeing him off in a cab, she had suggested this walk on the 
bbeach to her husband. She had something to discuss with him. She was pleased when he took her hand 
and pulled her close to his side. 

“I meant what I said about a woman freely loving her husband, Alfred, I haven’t told you in 
‘many years how much I love you, have 1?" 

“You've been otherwise engaged, my dear. know you love me.” 

“But it is good to be told nonetheless, Alfred. I tell Freddie every time I see him, Now I will tel 
‘you with equal frequency.” 

“You kiss him every time you see him, too, Flom.” 


Florence laughed. The use of his youthful nickname for her had fallen to the wayside along with 


hr expressions of affection. “I will have to do something about that as well, 
“You told me we should be overall that ‘nonsense.’ Remember?" 


“Yes, Ido remember. also remember watching you swim in the poo! 


appears you are still quite the virile creature I married. Are there many women in your life?” 
‘Taken by surprise, he stopped walking. She laughed again at how revealing facial expressions 
‘could be when men were caught off guard by candor. “No, Florry. Not many." 
Now a laugh cascaded out of her. It was clearly the source of Freddie’s glorious laugh. He had 
not heard such a lovely sound from her in years, not since their son became the primary concer of her 


life. “How many, Alffed?” 
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“How many what, Flomy?” 

“Don’t be coy. You're blushing! How swect! How many women are you secing?” 

“One. Only one.” 

“Do you love her?” 

“No, nt inthe last, Flory. Whats this all about?” 

“Ifyou loved her, | would encourage you to go to her, my dear. would encourage you to make 
anew life with her I's why divorce was invented they tell me, Ihave lame the hardest way that we 
‘must live with the people we love if we are to thrive.” 

“No, | don't love her. | love you. In fact, | love you more now than I ever have.” 

Yes, I know, I can tell by the way you Took at me these days. It makes me feel quite girlish, 
Alfred, I've also leaned the hardest way that Truth is like Pandora's Box. Once you lift the lid on it 
there is no turing back." 

He pulled her into his arms and kissed her passionately. She responded with equal passion. 
“I'd carry you into the dunes, Florry, but it’s too cold.” 
“Let us yo back othe house and take a long overdue nap together, Alfied.” 
He found her use ofan od familiar euphemism wildly funny. She punched him on the side and 


pulled him over to the large piece of driftwood further up the beach. “First, we need to talk about the 


invitation to Gaywyck this weekend, Alfred. 1 want to go. However, I'm curious about how large the 
party will be and if there will be any other women there. Is Placidia Foster invited?” 


“Armand de Guise told me at a business meeting yesterday that dinner wll be casual dress and. 


only The Gramercy Park Four will be present, along with Freddie, of course.” 
“The Gramercy Park Four?” 
“Yes, Flomry. The Gaylords and Vadriel and Armand. Freddie told me Dicky has christened 


them the GPF, for short. I'm thinking of it asa family gathering myself.” 
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“Ir seems we'll gain one son when Evangeline marries and nine when Freddie and Carmine get 
together again!” 

Alfred smiled. His calculation had been the same atthe gathering in their front parlor before the 
trip uptown t Harlem. The fecling of open-heart comradeship pleased him tremendously. 

Inviting his parents othe funeral in Harlem, Freddie was quite explicit about Miss Jessie's life, 
“The eason for his father’s invitation was obvious; his mother was told she could take itor leave it. The 
visit to her Gramercy Park house by Robert Gaylord bearing as.a gift a copy ofthe portat he'd taken 
of Freddie convinced her to accept the invitation. She knew his work from the National Arts Club and 
‘udmiredit greatly. As a Christmas present to er son, she bought him a copy of Gatino in the pool in 
Paradise. The latest portrait of Freddi was clearly him a his best. Only with someone he loved would 
hhe have been so forthcoming in front ofa camera. Robert had asked her to sit for him. She agreed, 


‘The session was the day before the funeral. She was i 


imidated by the plethora of lights. He 
put her at ease by admiring her dress and the way she had arranged her hair. In no time they were old 
colleagues again. The session was fun. While he adjusted the lights, he praised Freddie's newspaper 
article and Alfred’s courage in tackling Tammany Hall. Seamlessly, he segued into his belief she and. 
Placidia, a loving mothers, would give a spiritual support to Jessie's grieving mother. He handed her a 


small bouquet of purple violets from The Blossom Box in the shape of a heart to holdin her lap. 


lets are for remembrance, Florence. Seeing my portrait of Freddie, you sad it shows how 
‘much he loves me. I want you always to remember how much he loves you, too.” 

He snapped the first picture when she lifted the fragrant flowers to her lips and kissed them, He 
took several others. The one she chose to give Freddie as a gift was the first one, 

Rising from the piece of driftwood, she pulled her husband to his feet and tugged him toward 
the house. “It was silly of me to worry, Alfred. Only, if our nine sons and Miss Blossom were going to 


be present I would never have gotten a word in edgewise!” She added quietly: “I remembered all of 
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them gathered as | was reading a poem by Whitman the other day. It was about the love of comrades, 
the “tender love’ of comrades. Isn't that precisely what we are loving witnesses to these days?” 

“ow ya feelin’, uv?" Ignatius Lydgate whispered into Richard Dugan's ear having just awakened him 
from a deep sleep by kissing that same ear. “Time ta rise an’ shine, mate.” 

“What time is it?” 

“Barly yet. ly need a talk wif ya.” 

“Talk?” 

“Yeah, fer stars.” 

“Oh, fore-talk! I get it. What's cookin’ this early in the A.M.?" Dicky snuggled close. Once 
fully embraced he grunted, wiggled free, and shed his pajamas before snuggling back into the tight 
‘embrace. ignatius wore only pajama bottoms to bed. The feel ofthe naked bed-warm chest filled Dicky 


‘with a pleasurable comfort he wanted without his wrapping of heavy cotton between them. Ignatius 


‘grunted approval and quickly shed his pajama bottoms without letting Dicky out of his hold, “Oka 


Dicky sighed reaching down and gently cupping Ignatius with his right hand, “That’s better. Shoot” 
“Naw, mate. ly said ly ‘ad a need fer a talk ferst.” 
“Right, know, I meant start aking, Ig. I'm all ears and nothin’ else. Get it? I just love holding 
{you lke this, It lets me know how much you trust me and it makes me feel secure.” 
“Oh!” Igntius Lydgate chuckled softly and relaxed into the total embrace. “Ryte, nyce ‘un Jis 
no fingger moves, aryte? t's distractin’ when ya move. Know wot-a mean?” 
ly happy. Feeling Dicky tense and 


4uickly remove his warm hand from between his legs, like a bird inflight, Ignatius reached for the 


With a loud sigh, Ignatius confessed to not being | 


fugitive hand, placed it back where it belonged and added: “Naw! Don’t be daft, mate! ly luf ya! 


‘You're me Dicky-bird! ly lufyat ly swear it ain’t got wot ta do wif you, mate! “ere, give us a kiss! Get 
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‘me wings goin’, lufey!" 

‘One kiss le to another. Hands moved. Ina tent of warmth under the covers Ignatius Lydgate 
‘demonstrated his love for Richard Dugan gently, firmly insistently. Impressed deeply on his soul, it 
‘was noisily and greedily celebrated by both in tandem. A hasty clean-up and they were soon back in a 
tight embrace, Dicky’s hand where God intended it or why would He have shaped it as He did? 

“Now tell me what's wrong, Ig? I promise I won't go bonkers again, hon.” 

“Some bonkers ly Iyke,” Ignatius admitted lovingly patting Dicky’s rump. "You was jis bonkers 
ina ryte-good way. But some o' yer bonkers scare the ‘ll outa me, mate, An’ you say Robbie's “igh 
‘maint’nance!” They both laughed. Ignatius resettled himself. Turning serious he sad in a tense voice: 
“Ferst, “ow ya feelin’, luf? Worried sick ly been, worried sick, Dicky-bind.” 

Miss Jessie's death had shattered Dicky Dugan. He and Miss Blossom led the search party 
scouring Greenwich Village for word oftheir sister. Donning his ful firy gear, Dicky went back into 
the workers” taverns with Ignatius as his protector playing the role ofa care-taking piece of Trade. One 
‘of Dicky’ Italian chorus-liners was met and inducted into the search with his gang of ragaczi to no 


avail, At first Ignatius was disturbed by the tctlty ofthe affection forthcoming from Dicky’s 


hhandsome “acquaintances”; home safe under the covers he got over it. 
‘Their search took them to places Dicky never dared go. The two walked the grid-streets ofthe 
‘Tenderloin. Ranging up from 23¢d Street to Times Square, and across from Fifth to Seventh Avenues, 
the city’s red-light district was also home for many Negro families striving to move up tothe safe- 
haven of Harlem. Colored sisters abounded. None knew where Miss Jessie was: all knew she earned 
extra cash in Miss Black Cat's bordello on 28th and Sixth. Miss Cat revealed she hadn't seen Miss 
Jessie for days-"Soon as the latest badge-flashing, non-paying, Trade pulls hisself free o! the girl she is 
‘weleome-back here speedy. She gives good value. Customers retur for seconds from her honey po.” 


One of the colored sisters said last she knew Miss Jessie had a cop with a mega-dong hard 
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enough to give a working-woman a black eye. “It was his elbow, actually, hon, and the bruise was on 
her face cheek,” Dicky corrected to no avail; an urban legend had been bom, However, the same sister 
informed them Captain O’Shaughnessy and two cops from Ryan's Vice Squad were asking after Miss 
Jessie, The Tenderloin was constantly being raided. Vice cops were as common as roaches; yet, it 
‘wasn’t offen the men in blue went on a particular search-and-scizure mission unless they were holding 
‘an arrest warrant or a grudge. Miss Jessie had a reputation for being a good, honest whore, Her sisters 
‘were concemed. They wanted to know if some swine-Trade had done her wrong. 

“Jesus H. Christ!” Dicky Dugan had exclaimed to Ignatius. “I had no idea my good-time 
girlfriend was a pro! Why was she always broke? There was no pimp draining her dry. She never had 
‘00 cents up her cooze to rub together. | know somethin’ bad has happened. [know it, I just know it!” 

‘There were many sleepless nights, many nightmares following Andy Gabriel's murder, all 


‘culminating inthe collapse in Vadricl Vail’s office when Eugene Foster revealed the truth about the 


autopsy report. Sedatives helped. The shock of Jessie's death was masked by the public drama ofits 
aftermath and the revelation of Jessie's other life as a devoted member of Reverend Purcell’s church, 

“The mysteries ofthe world makes me crazy, Father Tom,” Dicky had cried. 

“Pascal says mon are necessarily mad in this word. No tobe is another form of madness." 

Home from the funeral, inconsolable, Dicky sat staring out the window at the brass temple bell 
in Gramercy Park. Only Taio could induce Dicky to cat. The elderly man fed him miso soup and softly 
chanted Buddhist prayers nonstop. Now nestled in the strong, muscular arms of Ignatius Lydgate, 
Dicky wondered what could happen next? 

“We need achange'a scene, uf. Amy and Vay‘drel wants ws to go outta their place on Long 
Island fer a few weeks. We can go wif a car an’ make lyke swells. ly"ll drive us around ‘out ta Montauk 
an we can tyke in the sytes. I'l ave ya goin’ good-bonkes all nyte and yacanslep all day and ly‘ 


‘ave ya goin’ good-bonkers all day if ya wanna, too. He says Cook'll do fer us. We've eamed a ho, lf. 
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‘They bote say so. We ‘ave, ya know. We ain't neffer ‘ad areal hol.” 

Hearing the desperation behind the words racing from Ignatius, Dicky felt himself choking with 
the tears he'd been shedding in private not wanting to upset his beloved. He began to sob. “Yes,” he 
said soflly. “I will go anywhere with you, oh man o” mine, Long Island sounds heaven!” 

"Gaywyck’s our Parise, too, luv.” 


“Before I loved you, Ignatius Lydgate, | wouldn't have known Paradise i | fell into it! Now I'm 


in itevery day “cause Para is where your wings carry me, ho.” 
Ignatius Lydgate laughed charmed and kissd Richard Dugan. The ter on the chek made him 

anxious. He had come this far and he was determined to finish what he needed to sy. “Dicky-bin?” 

“Yes, love?” 

“ty bin thinkin. 

“Something good always comes from your thinking, hon.” 

“Well, ty dunno but wot I'm thinkin’ i we cat tay inthis ‘ouse fer ty don't wanaa be 


1 chautfer-goffer boy faheffer.ly'm gettin’ on, luf. ly'm no kid no more, ya know, even if ly can still 


bof ya twice on one trip ta Parise wif lyke ya say me wings workin’ me bum.” He chucked wi 
pride and hugged the silent Dicky tighter. “ly'm good wif the ears wot Iy'm in charge of, Iy kin take 
‘em apart and put ‘em tageffer lyke Robbie an’ tis cameras. fy wanna ‘ave me own garage. They pay 
us outstandin’ “ere, They won't take no rent. Ty been scrimpin and savin’ o's Iy can ‘ave me own 

shop Iyke Miss Blossom ‘as 'e shop. ly don’t expect “em ta do by me lyke they done by ‘er. Given us 


‘an ‘ome is plen'y enough. You can keep workin’ fa Vay‘drel, Iuf, But ly fink “fings are goin’ to 


change soon. Really an def itely change...” 
“Can we jst go have our holiday firs, Ig? I'm having trouble changing my socks these days, 
‘you know? We have to get up now. Father Tom and I are going fora walk inthe Park before his 


‘meeting with the Calvary board. He’s resigning today. The Bishop of Los Angeles has offered him a 
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{job there, And it looks like he'll be getting married to his Miss Shaw. I can’t imagine my life without 
him, Ig. He says now that I have you he dosn't worry about me so much anymore. He says you're a 
first-rate Guardian Angel. [told him you even have a set of wings!” 

Dia) tll ya priest-bloke where ly keep me pea-pella wings?” 

“He knows. He saw the picture of you making the figure four. Robert asked him to pose for a 
portrait before he leaves for California and he sad he would pose and even make a figure four for Art, 
‘good shape, He'll be a good figure four.” 

“Californ‘ah? Maybe we oughta ‘shoot fa Califor, too, Iuf?” 


He’ 


“Oh, I don’t see how we could, Ig! California is very far away.” 


“ly “ear it's Parise, Scudder says there's sun 365 days a year. “e may be goin’, to. 
“Wel, if it's meant to be, it will happen, Ig.” 
“If we kin make it ‘appen, luf, it’s meant to be! Ryte! Up an’ at ‘em bafore me pra-pella wings 


get goin’ again, myte. Ya say they carry us ta Pardise. Why not ta the Parise called C 


fomiah? ly 
“ear they even ‘ave cars ther, 100." 

“How can someone who smells as sweet as you, hon, love the petrol-breath of automobiles?” 
“Desire is the imperious demigod who does not obey love!” This news was scripted in red ink on 
posters all over Paris undemeath a picture of Gatino looking emotionally bruised yet seraphic in a 
shredded white shir. It was the poster for Toureur's Paid in Full a five-reel romantic melodrama 
from Pathé Paris in which an innocent boy from the country named Louis (Gattin) is driven by 
poverty fom petty larceny to robbing banks under the protection and encouragement ofa corrupt 
police chief (Stefano Gruppo) whose wife (Bella Maria) lusts after her husband’s protéxé, seduces him 
{inno uncertain terms by ripping his shirt off and biting the right nipple of his hairless (shaved) chest, 


‘even though he is in love with her innocent daughter (Stella Howe); then she sets him up as the fall-guy 
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{or her husband, whom she loves, when a good-cop informant goes tothe press withthe word that 
Louis’ ill-gotten gains are funneled by the police chief into the coffers of politicians running for re- 


election. 


By iner-cutting scenes of Louis’ abject poverty with scenes of the police chiefs affluence 
(emulating Griffith's A Corner in Wheat). Tourneur easily shifted the audience's sympathies to Louis; 
the seemingly candl-lit seduetion sequence caused as big a rush in audiences as did the graphic shoot- 
‘out on the rf ofan apartment building where the corrupt police chic is killed in self-defense by a 
trapped Louis, (The sensational French serials about the underworld with clif-hanging endings to each 
of the twenty one-reclers inspired the producer Linder; he cleverly transferred their narrative technique 
to each reel of his new films, a style soon accessed by a similarly theatrical Griffith) 

‘Condemned to death, Lous is saved from the guillotine by the sweet daughter's love. She 
pleads ina final, last minute appeal to the president of France that Louis did only what he was ordered 
to do by a police chief, “Louis always obeyed the Law!” reads the final movie ttl, “It was the Law 
that betrayed my Louis! Now his heart is broken forever. He has paid in fll for his sins!” 

Inthe Rose Pictures version, the new National Board of Censorship demanded the seduction 
scene be trimmed—"No bitten nipple!"—and was troubled by the villain being a corrupt policeman 
with tics to politicians, All the American gangster pictures winning a scal of approval avoided linking 
gangsters with cops or politicians; the tavems were held responsible forall the rime in the big cities 
‘The Board's stance was explained to Rose Pictures in a memorandum: “The Board is concemed with 


the moral effect of motion pictures and while it does not consider that it has any right to prohit 


he 
depiction of evil people in authority, it does have a right to prevent the morbid exploitation of these 
people's reputations.” They also objected to Louis being freed by the sympathetic court 

Alfred Gage appealed. He said newspapers were full of stories of moral corruption among 


people in authority and those stories were appearing in the local newspapers ofthe small towns the 
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Board was so eager to protect from the morally offensive idea of cops and pols on the take. His 
‘company was willing to rim the picture to make it appear the police chief was the only rotten apple in 
the city of Paris, They would add a shot of Louis being led off to prison fora short teem—"The 
sequence has already been shot by Toumcur for us!"—and they would cu the bitten nipple. 

He won the Board's seal, The cus were made in spirit. Alfred did not complain when Norman 
‘only shortened the bite scene making it look like a kiss and extended the close-up of the ring of lipstick 
around the plumped (bitten) nipple. He insisted it looked like the ring of fire soon to be branded on 
every viewers brain—"He who hesitates is poor, Alfred!” 

However, the Board had no approval over posters or advertising copy, The tag line was 
trimmed to “Desire does not obey Love! Under a banner "Paradiso" was a wide-eyed! Gatino in the 
shredded shirt eropped to just below his exposed navel withthe lipstick-red circle bouncing like a 
cigarette smoke ring around his bright-pink nipple on a two-story, lurid, flashing, eye-popping Times 
Square 
the words: “And Howe!” branded across her breast in red. Alfred complained the poster was vulgar. 


Stella Howe, the young Swedish love interest, was on the posters right corner with 


[Noean pled out his wallet, opened it, and shouted inti, “Hello, boys! tthe faces onthe 
American bills 

‘Norman Rose made Alfred Gage laugh. He began spending more and more ime in the new 
Rose offices on 42nd Street and Times Square across from where his son lived and wrote. Freie's 
western photoplay, directed by Victor Krill, Flaming Arrows, was a hit. He had quickly mastered the 
form by studying hundreds of films ad hundreds of submissions His tory was risky venture. 
Instead of fllowing the Wid West shows in their depiction ofthe Indians as pagan savages, it depicted 
‘hem as suffering human beings. This was an idca promulgated in subversive journals ike The 
Villager. \t flew with Norman Rose who felt virtous taking a chance (occasionally) because at a 


nickelodeon sereening of a popular cowboy-Indian one-reeler, he and Freddie heard the immigrants 
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cheering for the Indians and booing the cavalry killing them. The Board approved: many Indians died 
in the lat eel. 

“Let's give the public what it wants, Fred! The independents have been tackling no-no subjects 
for years and making good money. Fuck the begrudgers! Full steam ahead!" 

Rose Pictures allowed the distributors to show Paid in Full in nickelodeons one-reel a week as 
i it were a serial because of the way Linder had structured it. t was shown complete in the urban Rose 
‘Theaters; sercenings were nevessary around the clock to satisfy the demand, To accommodate the 
poorer immigrants, admission was a dime from ten at night to noon when it became a quarter. The 
distributors howled in protest. Rose Pictures was now in the Trust, and they threatened to stop handling 
its product. Norman Rose told them to take it or leave it. No one dared leave Gatino, 


‘Alec Hal 


“quality” appealed to Vie Krill. Being a day player without a $50-a-week contract 
‘with Biograph, the young actor was signed by Rose Pictures (at $250 a week) to support Sally Burke, a 


trained cireus acrobat, in an action serial modeled on the the ones being made in France, Thanks 10 


Linder’s clout with Gaumont Paris, Rose Pictures had the American rights to its serial thriller 
Fantomas directed by Linder’s pal Louis Feuillade. Along with the Italian spectacle film, Homer's 
‘Odyssey and the Bernhardt pictures, a fortune was being made in quick-time, Rose Pictures was being 
lauded in the press for “raising the tone” of the motion pictures. 

“Madam Respectability is readying for her close-up!” Rose insisted. "People cannot live 
‘without motion pictures anymore! Invention is the mother of necessity, folks! You heard it here!” 

‘The Rose Pictures serial, The Trials of Tess, put Sally Burke as “Tess"—"Another ringer for 
‘Mary Pickford!"—in serious danger each week. She was, in fact extinct atthe end of each episode 
thanks to ear wrecks, train wrecks, fre, floods, ice storms, Indian raids, gangsters, rolling beer kegs, 
being tied to railroad tracks or to logs aimed at buzz saws, or in sluices used for steel production. Hall 


‘was her steady rescuer, her erstwhile boyffiend (Tom Smith) desperate to wed and settle down to live 
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the American Dream with his sweet, innocent (and daring) Tess Jones. Like Norman Rose's favorite 
Wilkie Collins heroine Marian Holcombe in The Woman in White, curently being adapted by Fred for 
‘Mary May Mills, Tess was constantly puzzled by her part in the ongoing villainy. 

“Trials isthe American Dream of Adventure, Fred! Tess is she a damsel in distress and no 
‘weakling. She'll appeal tothe Feminist, to the fantasies ofthe housewives, and tall the ed-blooded 
American men who will want to rescue her and screw her to the bed to keep her safe!” 

“Won't this stuf be expensive to shoot convincingly, Naumky?” Krill wanted to know. 

“Fuck the expense! Full steam ahead! We've got more money than Jefferson had slaves!" 

“Jefferson, Norman?” Alfred asked. “Why Jefferson?” 


“Wasn't one of his Negro tootsies named Sally? Its elt by associ 


“Oh, God!” Fred moaned. “A little knowledge is a dangerous thing, Pop!” 
“Get crackin’ fellast Fred, I want 20 episodes. I'l give you a grand each. Get Hall and Burke in 
tip-top shape, Vie. 1 want them to do stupendous, life threatening stunts on the Palisades. Don't kil ‘em, 


We need in. Actors! In my next movie, there will be no actors! 

Alfred poked his son and laughed. “Twenty episodes and the Collins scenario at five grand. 
‘That should keep you busy and build a nest egg for when Carmine arrives, son.” 

“NO! Norman Rose shouted. “He won't he here for atleast six months. He has three more 
pictures to make for Linder in Paris, hasn't he? I hate fuckin’ contracts!” 

“Well, Norman,” Alfred corrected, winking at his son, “do the math.” 

‘There was a short pause while Norman Rose did the math. “Holy molley!” he exclaimed. 
“You're right, Alfred. Write hard, Fred, write hard! We need to come up with something for Gatino to 
do when he gets here, We'll together again” him with ‘And Howe! They're dynamite together.” 

“I'm not so sure Mary May is right forthe Collins, Norm. Her child-woman schtick doesn't 


‘meld with the nastiness in the Collins book, you know." 
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Rose looked upto heaven and waved his clasped hands in disagreement. "You have to change 
the book to it her schick, a you so raly call her boxoffice appl. Unles you've got a eter idea.” 

Fred kept his eyes steadid and glowered. “She'd be better as Dora in David Copperfield Then 
1d get to killer off We paid a bundle forthe rights to White, People are familiar with the property, 
Naumky. Let me se what Vie and can work out for her ve plenty of das of what odo with 
Paradiso." he added, winking at his father. “I'l keep him busy. Don’t you worry, Naumky. Il keep our 
Paraiso eal busy. Fl steam abu! Fl scum ahead!” 


Playing dumb, Norman Rose smiled at his photoplay writer. I was not a pretty smile, 


Spring made Paris magical in an unsetling way. The tees ouside the windows ofthe Palais-Royale 
looked blanketed in brocades. The scent of plum blossoms wafted through Camillo’ rooms blending 
‘ith the perfumed robes he wore sitting entranced by the shifting patterns of the sky listening to koto 
‘music on his record player~the discs were gifts from Higekuro. They arrived via the embassy with a 
pocm written on heavy white paper attached tothe flowering plum-tree branch: "We sail vast seas and 
now not where we go,/ Floating ones, abandoned tothe winds.” 

He refused tobe imprisoned by the pres’ hounding of "Gatt” particularly since they were 
‘easily cluded. He craved wandering though the many gardens of Pars. He loved the rain, walking alone 
‘wrapped in rain gear under a huge black umbrella through the squelching world inhaling deeply the 
green smells wet and delicious on his tongue. 

‘Acting now meant removing masks and revealing the individual muscles of his soul. Walking 
and observing people was essential. He strolled the serene way Hamlet walked in Act Five and the 
‘world was none the wiser of his presence. (Higekuro called it ukiyo or “floating world manner" one 
suited tothe grief-filled evanescent world of illusion, opposite of Don Juans stride communicating the 


tone of his hunter-gatherer, libertine nature (ukivo-ofoko, one suited to claim the world's attention). 
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Aside from the press, the French were respectful of hs privacy in publi. His work tol them he 
was un homme seriews, some alert soul spotted. him, there was usually a quick exchange of smiles, 
his iret and dazating when he noticed them noticing him, I was not dificult to spo, so large was 


their unini 


jolt of surprise. A “sighting” of him, like of an eagle, was a tril 
Supet-confident men were yanked by Eros into his orbit. They appeared by his side ata street 
comer waiting for a clearing in traffic. He stalled. Ifthe man crossed the street, he was mistaken. Ifthe 


J, he looked in their eyes smiling in response to their: “May I buy you a coffee?" To 99% he 


said, * 


1, thank you,” smiling again, winking, crossing the strct leaving the thirty fellow more than. 
‘happy with the intimate moment, for no one on earth could freight a wink with a kiss like Gatino, 


‘The 1% was taken medi 


ly. Always sma, perfety-groomet Americans. Always well 
built, tal and blond or auburn aired with ie-biv or lime-gren eyes, very white tet, avery good 
face, Always onthe grand tour with a bes friend ra wif or parents eager tose the rescued Mona 
Lisa back home inthe Louse afte er kidnapping. Never sharp New Yorkers who might know 


“people.” Always one command performance in English. Never overnight guess 


1 was astonishing how many Americans from the mid-West fit his exacting playbill, All had 
open-hearte friendliness and unbound, easily unbutoned curiosity. They seemed simple-minded tothe 


cynical, class-conscious Europeans. “There is a cheerful and affectionate disposition, a talkative, 


ftiendly manner, a big-sky smile, combined with a cautious, conservative nature very alluring to me,” 
the confessed to Thérése who found uninteresting the modestly-dressed, shyly-smiling “guys” loitering 
self-consciously in Gattino's dressing room often smelling of soap. He frowned, saying he was looking, 
forward to going to America: "American men have a very straightforward masculinity, a genuine 
boyish charm like my Fred! They talk politely to everyone everywhere. They live their democratic 
‘deals. I understand Mister Griffith's subject now. Ican never be him how hard I might try.” 


Paid in Full outdistanced every Pathé feature made to date. The “take” in the States, added to 
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his salaries and shares inthe other features produced in conjunction with Rose Pictures, made 
“Paradiso” rich, not yet filthy rich, rich enough to make any bank manager happy for his client. He 
‘dressed in simple (expensive) clothes, spent smartly on works of art, and worked all ofthe time. 

‘The brilliant cameraman on Paid in Full was Charles Benoit, Didier Benoit’s older brother. 


Having seen his eredit on the production sheet of « Toumeur film he admired, Gatino (with Thérése's 


eyes, Gatino knew he had to make amends for his unconscionable behavior in the past 


"Lam impazione...beartly sick..about your brother, Charles. | betrayed him" 
"L made it my business to find out what happened to Didier. If dueling were stil legal | would 
hhave called you out. Losing him was the worst thing that ever happened to me. Up til then I thought 
nothing could be worse than living with our violent drunken father. Didier was his punching bag, When 
‘our mother threw him out of her bed he would climb into Didier’ and...well, i's a common enough. My 


father destroyed him. I fll in love and had my heartbroken. | wanted to dic I suffered like someone in 


{your movies. | knew Didier could never have lived with such pain. So, I put away my dueling pistols. 


Fini, Ym pleased to be shooting you now with my camera! 

‘The two men embraced. The amend took an enormous weight off Camillo's heart. There was an 
increased sense of his lite being full of glad promise. He told Thérése he felt a miracle had occurred. 
‘She assured him a miracle had indeed occurred, the only type of miracle possible these days. 

‘Taking Benoit's advice, Camillo placed a mirror beside the camera to see what was being 
recorded. Neither of thom wanted Gatino to become decorative, devoid of mystery. His shimmering 
surface was part of the world's preoccupation with pretty things, with fame. He never fet violated by 
the public's ignorance of his tre sel. “We know the diff, hon," Thérése assured him witha guffaw. 


‘Completely removed from his screen image, wearing his fame like a loose garment, Camillo 
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cast a cold eye watching the rough cut ofa new film. "He was thinking about his lunch here, Max. He 
‘was hungry, Max. People will get bored with him if he becomes too familiar a face on this visit, I is no 
accident Tartu does not enter until Act Three! This close-up is compelling. Oh, this is where he 
«ties. That is good, no? He is very good here. Great work, everyone! You have made him a suocess 
again!” 

‘Charles Benoit was the cameraman on the last three pictures Gatino made before going to New 
York. He, Linder, Tourncur, and Laurant were a condition of his Rase Studio contract. The first of the 
three was based on Daudet and Belot's Sapho quickly made in three weeks fo cash-in on the scandalous 
bits of Paid in Full, Gatino played Jean Gaussin, a student in sexual bondage to the older Fanny 


Legrand (Bella Maria) who spots 


in church. They dance a seductive tango, swim nude in deep 
shadow, make love on a hilltop in swaying tall grass mimicking Griffith's use of nature to visualize 
‘tumultuous human emotions. At the climax, he beats Fanny in a jealous rage (and a tom shirt) with his 
fists-much to her delight!~when she tells him the afar is finito. He rushes out into a violent rainstorm, 
‘with his chest scratched and bleeding! He is last seen praying for forgiveness in Notre Dame Cathedral. 
‘Covered with much penny-press newsprint, the American censors cut the sofl-focus, dusk swim, 


‘rimmed the wavis 


time of the grasses, shortened Fanny's slavering delight being pummeled, left the 


fists and cut chest in close-up--"Both deserve to be punished.” Moralists demanded government 
censorship of films, embargoes on French films, and Gatino classified an undesirable alien. The 
CCathotic Cardinal in the pulpit at Saint Patrick's cathedral condemned it for “massacring innocent 
Youth"; privately he whispered: "That kid is beautiful as si.” The critics wanted more "grown up fare” 
from America or Rose Pictures closed down. Audiences bursting with middle-class women around the 
‘world sat convulsed with shock and delighted swoons in round-the-clock sereenings. 

"The de-flowering of America by our Gat has begun Big Time!” Naum brayed. 


‘The second film was an elaborate adaption of Dumas’ The Count of Monte Cristo. The period 
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costume drama with many European locations filming could not begin until he let the Comedie, As 
Edmond Dantés he began as a sailor, ended up the fictitious aristocrat of the picture's ttl. His love 
interest Meredcts was played by Emma Amaud. Thérése played her mother. The adaptation of the 
famous book’s complex plot spanning 1815 to 1828 with myriad characters (including Napoleon) 
demanded eight reels to tell sensibly. It was offered as @ competitor to the lalian epics. The major 


distributors around the world pad for its financing before shooting began; and before shooting began, 


Camillo deposited his $250,000 fee in his account atthe Gage Bank in Parishalf was paid by Pathe 
and haf by Rose Pictures with no complaints over his addtional 15% cut ofthe gros. 

Gatino’s final French picture was a love-poem to theater. A Prisoner of Love told the story of 
prince (Gatino) with passion for the theater who falls in love with a strolling player (Pier Agneli, 
runs away to join her company and martes her instead of the princess chosen by his parents. Many 
adventures later, the troupe ears a place in a festival in Palermo where the prince's father isthe judge. 
He melts watching the brilliant Perrot (his son) mime dance withthe moon (Tite: "F would be proud 
1 have him for a sont"), and lusts after the ravishing Columbine (his son's wife. The revelations 
comprised the movie's climax, the last tite card: “Only a prisoner of love can be fre!” 

Gatino insisted the fl be shot in Sicily. Stefano Gruppo was casas the young t's father, 
Bella Maria as her mother, andthe company's oll character actor was played by Maestro Gruppo. The 
portale theater was the Teatro Gruppo's caravan with Baltasaro playing himself He shared with 
Gato on seen a smile of tremendous Star power. He stole every scene never missing his marks 

‘Camillo's return was an emotional one. The cook, Mama Correnti, was always a safe haven. She 


‘mastered the Baroque style of cuisine favored by the patrician class and her Si 


ian banquets (siculae 
apes) celebrated the long history of numerous invaders and the seasonal local food. He feasted on his 
{avorite dishes at home and on location stalked by her in her portable kitchen. The afternoon he arrived, 


she greeted him with a plate of bruschette smothered in mataroccu sauce containing both crushed 
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‘almonds and pine nuts. Laughing at his delight until tears ran down her wrinkled face, she filled him in 
‘on who did what to whom since he left her to become famous and much too thin. 

‘Two nights before Camillo was scheduled to leave for Palermo, the Maestro died in his sleep, 
He never tired of saying how proud Mamma Lucia would have been of her Gatino, and often broke into 
tears overcome by the memories the film was reviving of his life with her. He was happy to learn 


Alfredo was waiting in New York--"Memories, you must have rich memories, Gatino!" His Ist 


evening alive, he and Gatino strolled through the Don's two-ticred gardcn fall of cultivated flowers and 
sctive songbirds. While they walked, Camillo remembered a poem fom The Tale of Genj~"How long, 
shall I wander enchanted over these felds?/A thowsand years, if these blossoms do no fall?* 


Booked as Camillo Salina, he sailed to New York City 


a first-class luxury suite christened 
"The Paradise® for him on the S.S. Jefferson. After his entrance into the first class dining room silenced 
‘everyone as his presence silenced movie audiences everywhere, he swam privately the same way he 


cexervised in the gym alone, and he ate in his room's solarium not wanting to be a "party pooper, 


the 


‘words of his American English-language tutor who helped him read a gift copy of O! Pioneers. 

He went up on deck to sce the famous New York skyline looking as if he had walked out ofthe 
‘morning itself: It was a brilliant late Summer day with the sky as blue as Alfred's waiting eyes. 
Sunlight seemed to wave in welcome as it std amidst shadow over the tall buildings. There was a hum 
of excitement among his fellow passengers crowding the deck. Many held. Brownie cameras on the 
ready. He posed, smiled, signed menu cards before Linder called his attention to the approaching. 
‘tughoat. It was laden with reporters and approximately two dazen photographers fora publicity junket 
devised by Fred Gage for Rose Pictures in order forthe press to have a record of the international 
celebrity tipping his laian straw hat to the Statue of Liberty. 


‘Once on board, several of the jaded men 


the cameras received a jolt of surprise: the 


surpassingly handsome, lightly-tanned actor with sun-tinseled, oceanic hair looked as well-designed as 
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his French couture linen suit with pearlescent buttons. He held them spellbound in daylight as he had 
done often in darkness, Added to this was his fluent, if charmingly erratic, English and his unfeigned 
radiant happiness. 

‘The picture of him exquisitely tailored, leaning back with both elbows on the ral, grinning 
‘mpishly and waving his hat at the welcoming Miss Liberty made front pages everywhere, In the 
photos, he was so handsome he seemed hardly of this world~"angelo incarnato” he was named by the 
Italian press: "angel made flesh.” Even Miss Liberty held a torch for him, or so the caption-writers 
asserted and gossip columnists confirmed proclaiming a national outbreak of *paradisophrenia,” 

‘Along with the photographers, Freddie sent a note. Trying to be light-hearted, he wrote in a 


panic of anxiety: “Come with me to Gaywyck with our pals from our other Paradise,” adding as an 


afterthought: 


f you need time to orient yourself to the New World, tell me to go to Gaywyek alone 


and we ean meet atthe carousel in Central Park when you feel ready to begin our studies’ 

Freddie Gage, eight of his "brothers." along with Atfred Gage, Norman Rose, Victor Krill, and 
all the Rose Picture contract players and technicians greeted Carmine Gatino Paradiso on the Vail 
Lines Pier at Sst Street on the North River. A massive banner: "Welcome Paradiso!" was aflutter 
overhead, Along with Fred’s press release it brought out hoards of New Yorkers who were creating a 
‘carnival atmosphere on the streets approaching the mid-Manhattan pir. 


Everyone was dressed tothe nines, yet none could challenge him. After pausing in surprise at 


the size of the crowd spreading as far as his eyes could see--"All this brouhahaha! C'est fou ga! C’é una 
pizcia! Crazy, no?*-- Gatino slowly descended the gangplank alone. Abandoned by both Linder and 
‘Benoit, forcing a smile, he scanned the youting mob for Freddie Gage. Amidst the screams of delight, 
white confetti was thrown, white balloons touting the names of his pictures were released, and around 
of blinding Nlashes filled the ir withthe smel of Goldensky’s chemical brew 


Still peering for Freddie, Carmine was grabbed atthe bottom of gangplank. He was hugged by 
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‘The Gramercy Four, greeted by Maurice Hall who introduced him to Alec whose work with Biograph 
hhe knew and admired, and then tugged into bear-ug embrace from Norman Rose who dragged him 
{nto a wall of ashing bubs, introduced him to "Fred's dad, Alfred Gage—our partner!" Fred's dad 
palled him close and spoke loudly in his ear, eyes filled with teas, “Welcome home, son.” 

The only discordant moment occured when Victor Krill grabbed his hand and tickled his palm 
with a finger in the age-old obscene gesture offering asexual assignation, Carmine pulled his hand 
away in rag. Krill laughed at the rebuff saying under his breath, yet quite dstnetly, “I will be ruc, 
very enue! fiame by frame, but only 4 be very kind...10 mse, Gatino!” 

‘Tuming away with a shudder of disgust~"Bruto! Ugly! Bruto!"-Carmine spotted Freddie 
skutking in the crowd, The actor was a prisoner of the shouting photographers~"Look over here, 
Paradiso! Over here! Over here!"-until Alfied Gage asked them to stop~"That's enough, fellas, now, 
pleaset"-and pressed people back 
son"~and walked him as briskly a he could through the parting, yelling, laughing crowd towards 


"Excuse us, folks, please!”--and took Carmine's arm~"Let's go, 


Freddie, explaining under his breath: “Richard Dugan and Ignatius Lydgate are waiting at the car to get 
‘you safely out ofthis madhouse and out to Gaywyck on Long Island for a few days with your friends in 
peace. Norman and I will see the baggage through customs for you and for Max and Toumeau and 
Benoit, Get going, son, Freddie's waiting for you. He's in charge of your safety from now on, In New 
‘York you'l be staying with the Gaylords on Gramercy Park until you get place of your own, My wife 
and I will se you at Gaywyck this weekend. Again, welcome home, son.” 

"Yes, thank you. Thank you, Papa Gage. Ces fou, ca! C' una pizsa! Crazy this, no?” 

Alfred Gage laughed. Truly charmed, he fished with pleasure, quickly heading back to manage 
the erowd thinking how a smile from Carmine seemed to solve the world’s problems. 

‘Carmine extended his hand to Freddie who grasped it, looking anxiously into those amber eyes. 


‘He was trembling. Carmine was handsomer, bigger. and grander since their time in Paradise. 
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“Go, Fred! You must go to Gaywyck to study!” 

‘Stunned, Freddie turned pale. His eyes welled-up with tcars of disappointment. He barcly 
‘managed to ask: “You want me to go?” 

“Yes, mio caro Freddie, you must go. And you must please take me with you, si, yes, no?” 

‘The peal of Freddie's joyous laughter rose high into the ar. It mingled with the confetti, with 
the white balloons, with the loving chatter of the band of brothers who were gathering themselves 
together for their heartfelt planned excursion to their Paradise by the sca, their one and only Gaywyck. 

END OF BOOK TWO. 
BOOK THREE 


(CHAPTER THIRTE! 


Dressed in er fancies, laciest,pinkest finery, long blond hair newly curled, fourteen-yearold Mary 
May Mills stood beside her watch-dog mother on the Vail Pier waiting to be recognized and asked for 
her autograph. It was happening more and more often these days. It always made her mother fee! good 
to see her signing her name and being ice tothe people who spent their hard-earned cash on her 
pictues. As she never tired of telling her daughters, Mrs. Mills knew the value ofa buck. Were years 
‘not spent slaving o feed herself and her two daughters afer Daddy ran off leaving them to fend for 
themselves? Mary May always wanted to remind her always-angry mother how it was she and her 
sister Rose who were the ones doing the slaving, not that acting wast fun 

Gatino appeared at the top ofthe gangplank. Mary May gave a squeak of excitement in spite of 
herself coaxed by her gala, Lily Mars a Rose Pictures Bit Player, squeezing her hand, and jumping 
‘up and down and screaming real loud. Mother did not approve of the barely literate and “uncouth 


Jewess" Lil 


Mars (Gretchen Marshall) who grew up in a Brownsville, Brooklyn, ghetto and won her 


position via a movie magazine beauty contest. Mary May came tothe pictures via the legitimate theater 
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like their friend Mary Pickford. It was Mrs. Smith, Mary’s mom, who advised her friend Mrs. Mills to 
cheek out the flickers for eash between engagements: "Five bucks a day for doing practically nothing!" 
Like all players (even Stas), they were often between engagements. Unlike Stars, however, they often 
‘went without food. 

Mary May Mills, Pickford, and the Gish sisters grew up on the road. Most of the popular 


‘melodramas still holding the stage had parts for children in them. The competition was fierce, the 


in er line of work, from “lying” out over the audience on wires, riding a log over a rea cascading 


‘waterfall down into a stage trap door, and being thrown into a cage with real lions separated from her 
by an 


le wire net. (The lions made women faint; it was an exciting show to play.) 
‘There were also no hardships she was spared. The number of times they did the flit from 
‘boarding houses because the show closed on the road leaving them penniless were too legion to recall, 
Up at dawn no matter their bedtime after a show to catch the train tothe next town no mater the 
‘weather--wintors were hardest~surviving on hard-boiled eggs for woeks, sleeping in dressing rooms or 
train-station waiting rooms on the sly to scrimp together enough money for fabric mother could 
transform into new dresses for auditions and costumes she had to supply. She and her sister lived in 
fear of the The New York Society for the Prevention of Cruelty to Children coming after the stage 
‘mothers for violation ofthe child labor laws. Mary May spent her tenth birthday in a Chicago court 
‘dressed in high heels and padded to look older in order to successfully fool the sympathetic judge. 

Lily Mars listened to these stories 2s if she were listening to a movie photoplay. Though she 
hhad a dozen ways to scrounge a nickel for a movie, she never saw a live show until Mary May took her 
{or free by presenting her card with her name and her last play printed on it, and asking the box office 
‘man: "Do you recognize professionals?” The two sat inthe balcony with a cadre of child actors 


studying the players on stage hoping to pick up a few tips on how to put over a scene. 
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Since “the incident," Mary May was not allowed out of her mother's sight. Lily was now more 
than acceptable, Mary May was still at Rose Pictures because the money was among the best inthe 
business for Leading Players not yet Featured, not able to carry a picture on their own, Mama Mills 
‘would follow the money soon as Mary May was a Star. It would happen eventually. Just how soon 
"eventually" would appear was & mystery inthe lap ofthe gods, otherwise known as the movie public, 
‘The "incident" was a secret as mighty as the one in The Woman in White since a regal life and 
riches really depended on its remaining a sceret. Only Mama and Lily Mars knew about the abortion, 
Krill was now saying something to Gatino on the pier. It made the actor grimace and pull away. This 


did not surprise Mrs. Mooney. She tightened her grip on her precious daughters hand, 


Harry Mertz could not take his eyes off Lily Mars. In the midst of the pandemonium on the Vail Pier, 


the girl stood out like a firefly on an August night and the pandemonium was mighty. Mertz owned a 


string of nickelodeons and movie houses in Haverhill, Massachusetts, where the best shoes in America 
‘were made by the ton. The thousands of factory workers made Mertz a rich man, rich enough to team 
‘up with his friend Louis Lamb to create Monument Pictures, named after Monument Valley, the 
‘greatest American place Mertz had ever seen in his life. He knew from experience there was no greater 
‘business potential in America than the motion pictures. Their company name was a perfect fit 

Lamb, like Mertz, was a Russian Jew. What Mertz knew about shoes, Lamb knew about furs: 
they knew what was classy and they knew what sold. Both men were sick ofthe Edison gang raining 
‘on their parade on the east coast; they were headed for California. Their one-reelers were not much 
‘more than program fillers. If they had no Griffith or Krill working for them, they had some decent 
talent on their roster. They were in the market for a Star Player like the one responsible forall this 
ccurrent pandemonium. Well, they could dream coulka't they?” 


He had to hand it to Fred Gage. When Mertz saw the notice in the Gage newspaper of Gatino's 
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arival he decided he would check out the scene. He knew Rose would have his entire family" present 
{ofl inthe crowd and this meant Lily Mars. I he wanted to make it inthe picture business he would 
have to lear how to manage similar stunts. "There must be a thousand people here!” he reckoned, 
palling his eyes away from Lily long enough to scan the crowd. 

Physically, he was a small man, short and round and bald. Bor poor, dirt poor, he went 10 
Haverhill to work inthe factories, became a salesman, traveled the county, discovered how movie- 
‘mad America was from sea to shining sca. Telling his wife Jonnie he wanted to open anickelodcon, she 
said, "Why not?" The adventure began. With their daughter Nancy working around the clock, he soon 
had a tiny empire. Telling Jenie he wanted to go into making pictures she sai, “Why not?" Another 
tulventure began, taking him and Jennie to New York, leaving Nancy in Haverhill managing his 
empire 

Just ashe was good at selling shoes, at showing movies, he tumed out to be good! at making. 
‘movies. He and Lamb grew up with fairytales. Fo them movies were just another version of 
romanticized reality. The two men were made foreach other. They made movies showing life as it 
ould be for American audiences if they were pretty enough, brave oF lucky enough, and adventurous 
«enough to strike out on their own. And if they were white and goyim, of course. 


Mertz believed going to the movies was like having a new pair of shoes every day: not the 


«day shoes, no! The patent-leather pumps with the hinestone clips and the $50 brogues forthe 


‘men. Copying and ripping-off everyone else in the picture business, Monument had a formula: the 


‘good always came out ahead. The men hada firmness of purpose. The women had thei eyes onthe 
prize always a man with firmness of purpose. Unlike Biograph, however, Monument thrived outside 
the Edison Trust. 

“The times were changing fast. The independents were merging into combines. Distributors 


‘were merging and forming studios. There was suddenly a different type of American gir all over 
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‘America, Shoes were being made for her “modem” so-called “lifestyle.” Fur coats now had "fun" 
styles. It was his daughter Nancy who spotted Lily Mars on the sercen. She told her father both the girls 
‘nd the guys wanted to have fio with Lily Mars: "She's naughty but nice, Papa. She's not wicked like a 
siren or anything nasty. She's going to be big Star, Papa. Rose Pictures has a gold mine in her. We like 
‘Mary May, to0, Not as much as we love Little Mary, Papa, and nowhere near like we Jove Paradiso!" 
His smart Nancy set the wheels turing quick-time. He could see with his own eyes how Lily 
Mars was different from the others up there on the sereen. She had a strong beauty and the same pizzaz 
Paradiso had at a lower ing. She wasn't fully formed yet up there. Her sexy aura made him nervous. It 


‘was not what he and Lamb sold as “family” entertainment. But, given the right vehicles, she could be 


controlled, corralled into always being naughty but nice. That was one of the trade secrets. There was 


ory Soap. There were Ford Motor Cars. There was Little Mary. There were no surprises. People got 


‘what they paid for always. A good product sold well 
his Ivory Soap, his Ford Motor C 


ily Mars trademarked by Monument would be 


his Litle Mary: She would be the world's Miss Naughty but Nice. 


Mertz knew Norman Rose hated contracts as did Griffith. Mary May Mills was under contract 
only because the Mrs. refused to work without one. Paradiso was under contract because Pathé had a 
special deal with Rose Pictures necessitating a contract. Lily Mars had no contract..yet 

‘There were two major differences between Mertz and Lamb. The first was Merts willingness 


to pay a fae price forthe makings of his shoes w' 


Lamb would pay only way-below wholesale for 
his furs. Lamb's hero was his pal Charles Comiskey, the tightwad owner of the Chicago White Sox who 
‘was famous for nickel-and diming his pennant-winning players. (The team was christened the "Black 
‘Sox" because the high-living Comiskey was too cheap to launder their uniforms.) Lamb thought him a 
genius for lying and then tying his talent in legal knots; Mertz thought him a fool and swore: "Where 
there's a will there's a way to screw the bad-guy boss. Its only a matter of time." 


‘The second major difference was Lamb's physical endowments. He, unlike Mertz, was @ 
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looker": tll, strapping, big, regular features, a great head of black hair. He was married in name only. 
‘The reason he was in the movie business was the life-style. This meant money and a steady flow of 
nubile beauties willing to do anything fora screen test. He was rapacious. His nickname expressed the 
‘envy ofthe men in both trades: "Lambgut,” the source of condoms. Mertz knew Lamb would screw 
‘Mars right, lef, and sideways. Since he was Monuments home-run hitter with the dames, he was in 
change here, 

‘The milling crowd burst into cheers at the moment Mertz saw Lily Mars jump up and down 
‘and scream, He turned his attention to Paradiso standing at the top of the gangplank looking puzzled by 


the hoards of people waiting for him to descend into their clasping midst. To the movie producer's 


surprise, his own heart stared to beat faster. He found himself feeling excited by the sight of the 


famous actor, He was shocked by his impact. Paradiso smiled. Mertz felt as ifthe smite was for him 


alone, He would call his Nancy the moment he got home to tell her about it, First he would call Lamb 


and sic his partner onthe lovely Lily Mars while there was stil time to capture and bind her. 
‘The pale light of dav illuminated the 1Sth-century Japanese sixpanel sercen It stood on a dais 
opposite the large bed in one of Gaywyek'sthird-floor guest suites. Robert Whyte Gaylord told 
Carmine and Freddie he had christened the screen, Proverbs 27:17-—As iron sharpens iron, so one man 
sharpens another. Each double-pane graphically depicted two male lovers in varied thoes of bi do, the 
beautiful way. Al three couples were well-known literary and historical figures. 

"Picasso learned from the shunga artists" Carmine said, pointing out to Robert how the 
garnents formed a visual “bridge” between the exaggerated exposed parts and the body's bul, 
allowing for several viewpoints at once. “Everyone in Paris yeams for Japanese ar.” 

‘There was the “shining” Prince Genji consoling himself with the eager youthful brother ofthe 


admired (if distant) wife ofthe governor of Ki. There was Shogun Yoshimitsu, builder ofthe Golden 
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Pavillion, with Zeami, the great actor and theoretician of Noh drama, immersed in bushido (the way of 
the samurai). And there was an example of wakashudo (the way of youth): the beautiful (Koshichiro), 
sumurai page, entwined with his family's servant (Koichibei) who won his place over the page's 
samurai suitors by his willingness to die for is love when the boy's older brother (Hanbei pulled a 
King Solomon ruse to discover the truest lover. (Hanbei watches the lovemaking from behind an arras 
‘with the approving grin ofall the voyeurs who viewed the famous sereen over the centuries) 

‘The fiction from the activity depicted radiated light inthe dawn's glow. (It was the abundance 
of gold leaf applied to denote a sacred realm.) Higekuro told him: The Japanese heroes knew however 
‘many battles they won, rewards they received, the ultimate criteria oftheir makoto--emotional 
sincerity--was the way they confronted fate. The legendary men on the six-panel screen embodied 
heroic makoto by proceeding not by logical argument, pragmatic compromise, or common-sense effort 
to attune themselves to “the movement ofthe times,” but by the foree oftheir own true fectngs 

‘Akin to Gilgemesh and Enkidu, their bodies were their own, their sexuality a weapon of 
domination and control, until their equals in passion conquered them-~ nor by the strength of man or 
sods, but by pleasure. Never in the heat of life's battles had these heroes exceeded their strength as in 
the confines ofthe screen's panels. According to myth, when each couple fused they encompassed the 
universe with their roars of pleasure. Genj's panel contained the poem: Time passes swify, a horse 
‘lashing by a crack in the wall/ Nothing will halt its course and keep the blossoms from its wake. 

‘Awakened by the singing of birds and dawn light filtered through white, rice-papered windows 
and white linen curtains, Carmine peered atthe screen pondering how enthralling a man’s quaking 
fesh was for im. Appearing at dinner the fist night at Gaywyck wearing a lavender silk robe lined in 
red, gif from Higekuro, Robert suggested a change inthe slecping arrangements. He took Carmine 
and Freddie up to this room. “find the rocking enthusiasm of these mo-archetypes quite inspirational,” 


the whispered as if in church in front of the sereen, “quite uplifting both physically and spiritually. They 


CHILDREN OF PARADISE/428 


‘are Love personified, don’t you think? It was in a Shinto monastery in Kyoto for five hundred years 


jo brought Donnie to it hidden in a storehouse. The Meiji restoration found such sereens unwelcome 
to touring Wester eyes. The monks sadly parted with their masterpiece rather than destroy i. I you 
‘wish, [can move you two into this room from the guest house. This wing is empty.” 

Heavy black velvet drapes were hung on the room's tall windows between the white linen ones 
nd the rice paper to prevent harsh light from damaging the surface of the screen. Freddie had opened 
them to allow lovemaking by the mistshrouded moon's light. Inthe morning light, Carmine slipped 
from under the white counterpane intending o close them again. The pulsing activity ofthe sereen 
‘changed his plan, He approached. Moving slowly from panel to panel he studied the exacting details 


done with ritualistic perf 


Every banality was poignant 

Carmine knew these men demanded no more assurances than those inthe blood engorging their 
organs, bulging thei magenta-veined eyes, steaming ther sweating limbs and clenched toes. Their 
love, lke his and Freddie's, was open, exposed, dramatic~much moreso than anything on stage, and 
‘very like life itself. In their presence, looking into their exposed hearts, he morphed into the legendary 
hero full of wisdom and strength millions imagined him tobe. He grinned imagining himself and 


Freddie playing such a delectable scene on a sereen, never supposing someone in his life, working with 


‘impunity, would one day soon, sereening them immersed in bushido, enter the portal to makoto, 
‘The reconciliation was unique in his experience. Both his and Freddie's emotions were 
unleashed and braided, surging with the freedom expressed in dreams as the ability to fly: "...tuecello” 
be whispered, fondling the keys to their sensual soaring rising like birds taking flight between tensed, 
muscled logs. "Ich liebe wigeln,” he swore. “I love you with big feclings, Freddie. | am Romeo happy. 
‘Are you most happy with me, no? Yes? Aur revoir, tristesse, yes?” 
‘Dull sunlight touched the edge ofthe screen. Carmine walked quickly o pull the drapes. On the 


vast lawn below, the morning dew was like a gem-studded carpet rivaling the glittering sea but with 
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‘mother-of;pearl motorways woven through it by the tireless snails. n a white eaftan, Robert was 
‘walking down its gentle slope towards the sandy beach pausing to select, to closely examine for 
‘unwanted protein in the form of bugs, and to cat nasturtums for breakfast. 

Cael was sauntering nonchalantly beside him. Robert suddenly swooped, scooped the cat up 
into his arms, kissed him madly allover his body, tumbling him roughly head over paws. He could 
have been wrestling with a small cloud, Tight hugs and many kisses on the squirming cas face later, 
Robert gently returned Cael to his former place by his side and resumed his walk. The eat stood dazed 
fora few secon, shook his fur back into place aised his long tail high inthe ar, and trotted after 
Robert eager for more affectionate play 

Carmine laughed. Turning to tell Freie with full-frontal frankness of the sweet silliness he 
had just witnessed, he was hushed bythe light, steady snore coming from the bed. The two men had 
shared a very rowdy night as erotically charge asthe Japanese sereen and equally as traditional, It was 


‘blazing meeting with their fate. Quickly donning a white damask robe figured with butter 


and 
lined with purple silk fulled to a sheen, he plunged a jade comb in his thick, shoulder-length hair to 
keep it out of his eyes. Catching a glimpse of himself in a full-length mirror, he grinned, thinking, 
“hikari..bello..handsome fellow!” Pulling the drapes shut, out the heavy, sliding glass doors he stepped 
barefoot onto the third-loor balcony. He took a deep breath smiling broadly 

‘The sea-high Summer was having its moment on the East End of Long Island. The morning was 
‘warm and clear. Inthe air was the after-ain smell of mauve lavender. Doves were murmuring among 
themselves. To Carmine's right was a dead end balustrade outside the immense oval window lighting 
the indoor central staircase; to his let was a light of stars down to the lawn, 

‘He wanted to talk to Robert alone, to thank him for sharing his Paradise, to ask him for some 
advice, He believed him to be a man of makoro. Carmine knew Robert had complete faith in his ability 


to deal with what happened to him. When he fell in love with Donough, he had complete faith in 
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himself and in his love. He never questioned the object of his love because he had never made an object 
of his love. Carmine wanted to know what he would do about people who make objects oftheir love? 

Feeling the cool boards beneath his warm feet, down the stairs he sped agile as aca, The wet 
grass felt welcoming underfoot. A soft breeze coaxed the infused perfume from his robe. 

‘Alerted to his presence, Robert tumed, smiling as Carmine yawned, "Like Marlowe's Leander 
"thou art made for amorous play. he thought. The fragrance asta veil of delicacy over the events 
responsible forthe yawn. Laughing, Robert asked: "Good morning, Carmine. Did you sleep a al?” 

Carmine laughed. "A litle. I slept a litle, Freddie is very snoring now.” 

“Just ‘snoring no ‘very. Or heavily snoring. Or lightly snoring. "Very takes no verbs." Carmine 
nodded making a mental correction. “I want t talk to you, Carmine, I'm glad you're alone.” 

"Yes, want to talk alone to you, too.” 

"What did Krill say to you yesterday that was so upsetting?” 
‘Alfred Gage, Norman Rose, and Max Linder were walking together in Gramercy Park. It was hot in 
the city. The men were perambulatng the paths very slowly before adjoining to the Arts Club for 
lunch. Gritith’s Judith of Bethulia was finished. The Trust was refusing ita release in any form. 
Biograph denied Griffith's request to release it without permission; his font office was sill hoping the 
‘Trust would relent and break it up into single reels for the nickelodeons eventhough the Trust said it 
didn't hold up as single reels and was shelved to maintain order. Stil battered by criticism over the 


success of “the filthy” Paid in Full (and the even filth Sapho), they were refusing Rose Pictures 


permission o release both the lengthy Count of Monte Cristo and 4 Prisoner of Love. Kennedy warned 
Gage the Trust "would shut him down” ithe didnt obey. 
"Shut us down?" Rose repeated in disbelief. "How can they shut down our theaters? Don't they 


know we own the damn things? And we own our distribution companies? Why do we need those dumb 
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pricks, Alfed? All they care about is nickels and having us clean up our make-believe! 


"I's about playing legit in a totally illegitimate game. | think its time we go to Californi 


‘Norman, and pretend those ‘pricks’ dont exist. What do you think of Saving Grace for Gating, Max?” 
“Can we really blow-up an excursion boat inthe Eas River ll?” 
"I don’ sce why not, boys! Wel have todo it without anyone knowing of course.” 
"How can we blow-up a big boat in broad daylight with hundreds of Extras on board without 
anybody knowing, Norma?” 


"Just you leave it to me, Alfred. That is my job, nu?” 


‘At the same time his bosses were 


sussing the future of Rose Pictures, Alec Hall was on location in 
"New Jersey charging up four flights of stars on a supremely trained, stunt horse Intrepid to rescue Tess 


from Jack the Ripper, pursuing happiness in America by killing Tess, the finale ofthe last episode. 


ill's camera was hitched to a new-fangled crane ascending with them outside the stairs’ faceless 
building. It moved along the set's fourth floor following Alec and Intrepid as they sped through the 
door (canvas) into the room where Tess was being strangled on a coroners table littered with shiny 
‘modical instruments aglow under their own key lights. The camera paused filming Intrepid approaching 
the table, Alec scooping Tess aboard to Jack's amazement, and Intrepid jumping across the room 
landing on the large red circled "carpet" inthe middle of the loor composed of chicken 


ihtly 
plastered to give enough support to break the falls of the hose and is two riders. They crashed down 
through three ceilings accompanied by the descending camera. Once on the frst floor, Intrepid jumped 
through a plate-gass window (a thin pane of sugar candy’ witha heavy sweet smell and taste he 
adored). Done in one take, twas all in a day's work on the Trials of Tess. Each episode brought Alec 
Hall closer to stardom. Each brought Rose Pictures closer to 36S days of sunshine. And each brought 


‘Vie Krill closer to happiness in his pursuit of his shadow-dance version of the American Dream. 
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Lily Mars was the one who drew the autograph hounds on the Vail Pier. She was carelessly dressed in a 
tight-fitting red cotton blouse and an azure skirt daringly cut to above her ankles where one of them 
shone through a hole in her white stocking. Her vibrant sensuality could (and did) stop traffic. Her walk 
hhad a wind-up toy wiggle. Her big dark eyes flashed smarts from under her unruly, shiny black hair. 
She tended to blot out anyone standing beside her in life and on the sereen. 

Her life was too rough to inspire any photoplays. Her English father (Henry Marshall) was a 
savage drunk. He beat her baby sister into a coma leaving her ft to survive nowhere but in a home for 
the mentally disabled where Lily (Gretchen) volunteered as a cleaning woman to check on the child she 
loved. Abandoned, her Jewish mother (Sarah) was disowned by her orthodox family when she married 
‘a “goy." She had violent mood swings, once attacking Gretchen witha hot iron; screams brought in a 
rncighbor. He disarmed Mrs. Marshall; she was carted off to an insane asylum, On each release, she 
tried to kill Gretchen with irons, knives, chairs. The git lived in terror. One day her mother jumped out 
the tenement kitchen's window to her death five stories below. 

"Yah wanna know why Oj escaped inta movies an’ skipped goin’ ta school, Mary May" she 
asked, They became friends working in Rose Pictures. Mary May had started with “speaking” roles and 
Lily Mars started as an Extra until the camera quickly brought her forth making it clear why she won 
Rose Studio's sereen-test contest based on the cheap portrait she submitted to the magazine, The sereen 
test was the clincher. She told Rose she did everything short of turning tricks for the coins to get her 
picture "took." He recognized a kindred spirit surviving on a reserve of haunted jolity. 

In Sweet Dreams, her latest picture, she played the bouncy-bold best-fiend to Mary May's 
saintly-childlike heroine in an orphanage. Directed by Biograph-trained Peter Grover, it starred Vie 
Kill. It was notable success bringing the two girls a great deal of attention thanks to clever press 


releases by Fred Gage and the remarkable portraits made of all three players by Robert Gaylord. 
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Modern Seren feature them on covers even the "second banana” Lily Mars, now Leading Lady 
Robert loved being with Lily He had her to dinner. They went out on "tes." He thought her 
apily named: the beauty ofa lower seemingly untroubled by vanity and an incandescent loveliness in 
front ot his camera, She als had the stec-smars andthe maxi of Miss Jessie. She lacked polish, She 
was brash, She was vulgar. She was common. She swore like a dockerin a heavy Brooklyn accent and 
she love diy jokes, Her voice was smoky. Her laugh was raw: her entire body shook with he eyes 


rolled wi 


ther hands failed with it, and the room seemed to rock with it. 

She was incorrigible. She simply did not give a damn, What did she have to lose? Deep down 
she deduced she had what it takes to win the contest announced in a movie magazine, She just knew she 
could act better than the colorless dames with expressionless eyes draining her ofthe will olive atthe 
nickelodeons she haunted. She was right! In front of @ movie camera, she let rip, inventing business 
‘spontancously aeays perfectly in character and always getting a laugh and a round of applause from 
the people on the set, especially fom Vic Keil. 

She knew at first glance Vie Krill was.a very dangerous alpha male sexy as sex. She knew 
‘because she fll in love too easily with his sort she fell in love too fast~often at first glance. He excited 
her as only big violent “lookers* with rock-candy hearts hypocritical about the sacred (such as love) 
could excite her. Surprisingly, he was honest and sincere when he spoke of love in his seductions since 
he always confessed his preferences never his “felings.” He specified what he needed or wanted from 
every scene he played. I's what made him a good actor and an even better director. 

‘What made him so eruel and dangerous was this disinterested truth telling. He reminded her of 
the no-good cop who raped her the day her mother was carted off tothe insane asylum the first time. 
‘The cop and the actor had the same endearing smile with the same fascinated gaze when they were 
planning to screw some innocent booby o pull 2 fast one on the less experienced. However, it was the 


"shy" director Peter Grover she should have been watching while the cunning Krill was doing 
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(successfully) his sweetie-pie stick to help Mary May relax. Peter Grover was true "pig shit." 

‘The “incident” occurred when they were all on location in the Adirondacks for Sweet Dreams, 
Fred Gage’s photoplay had the girls run away from the Dickensian orphanage at naughty Lily's 
instigation; and, at hoyden Lily's suggestion, hitch-hike dressed as boys in clothing acquired by Lily in 
exchange for a kiss with the laundry guy (Alec Hall), Then ata resort hotel, the two innocents (again 
dressed as girls) land a job. There, the filly, curly, child-woman--Mary May girlisly leaping around in 
the Griffith style-is wooed and won by the handsome son (Vie Krill) ofthe rich hotel owner. 

‘Mama Mills caught a rotten cold by losing her footing and falling into a freezing mountain 
stream during a picnic seene being filmed. Grover and Krill used her being quarantined in bed to 


ther unmere 


1 authority. Grover not only filmed Mary May's first screen kiss with an actual 
kiss (peck) om the lips-the first ever in an American film--he also lured her into the woods "Yo cheek on 
‘Tocation" away from the owl-visioned Lily Mars (He had scheduled a rehearsal for her and Keil.) 
‘Once alone, he pounced "I know you love Vie so I'm doing this for him ‘eause he aint got the nerve 
We both love you, baby dol! 'm leaving soon for Hollywood. You're ready for him now." 

"Oi dink dah fucker’ sore he ain't nevah gonna get Alec,” Lily said to Mary May that evening 
in their shared hotel room. Lily was secretly washing the blood out of Mary May's underclothes who 
thought Grover’s violence had brought on her "curse." 

"Why would he want to ‘get Alec? He cant hut him like be did me, Lily." 

Lily rolled her eyes. She always forgot Mary May was so innocent she scemed as slow as the 
sister in the home. It was inconceivable tothe near-vagabond Lily bow a gil of Mary May's age did 
‘not really know men did other things than pee with what lurked behind their zippers. Didn't Mary May 
grow up backstage, for Christ's sake! Chorus-grls and all that stuff? ‘The Crime of the Century? 
anyone? Well, no! Apparently, all the shows featuring lions in cages and waterfalls and flying angels 


lacked men with their erotches bulging out groping chorus girls. Apparently the kids in the melos on 
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the road were spared the low-down on the facts of life. The most popular plays only hinted at why 
‘women were "fallen," why Mrs. Haller in The Stranger was forced to eave home~"A stage kid could 
go through life dumb as a peanut!” 

Sitting in a balcony with Mary May, Lily had mocked the refined, adulterous Mrs. Halle’s 
passing herself off as servant, Mary May asked what Lily's problem was:-hadnt Mrs, Haller sinned? 

*Sinned how, Mary May? 

"She left hor children.” 

"Why, Mary May? Why's Mis. Haller shipped off from dah kiddies?” 

"So we can play the reat reunion scene with her in Act Five, Lily Mars!” 

Lily Mars had again rolled her eyes, a gesture soon tobe as famous as Gatino's sly grin, She 
also became Mary May's guardian angel if Mama Mills was (rarely) otherwise engaged, Far be it from 
Lily to break the news about pig-shit types on the prow. The young girls she and Mary May met on the 
movie sts, the girls whose families made business deals to get them in front ofthe camera, were all 
‘midale-cassnitwits in Li's estimation, When directors wanted them to look sweet and naive, they 
‘would yell, “Get that, ‘Papa, what is ber look on your face, kid!” Beer? Not know beer? At fifteen! 
Lily knew what gin was a throe! Some of the girls didn't understand the photoplays. All they had to do 
‘was look grown-up, trick the camera pulled off for them. 

twas Lily who kept checking to se if “the incident” had any additional scenes they would 
have to play. When Mary May missed her next period, her mother grew anxious lest she be ill. Often 
‘on the road, lack of proper nutrition threw the body's clock off; one time Mary May developed 


pernicious anemia (as had Lillian Gish), and had to go to bed for a month. Making movies was a hard 


‘rind, to0. Working fourteen-hours, seven-days a week took their toll, yet often Mama skimped on 
lunch to save money “for a rainy day* assuming the generous lunches on location would make up for 


any lack, Norman Rose was lavish with the food. “Jewish,” Mama once told Lily, "Jews are good about 
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fd. Like the taians. Very generous with food” Lily began bringing two sandwiches tothe stn 
town. 

“The next monthly period was missed, Confiding in Rober, se asked, “What dah fuck more shit 
sows can Oi ay on dhat dim bitch, Bob? She's ready mad in love wit bad-news Keil! Not dhat O: 
blame ‘er Hes hot as gs jet, dhe bum! She says Grover done tf him.” 


Pretending Norman Rose told her all his girls had to be fit before starting any more pictures, 


Lily took Mary May to Mrs. Sanger’s women’s clinic in the West Village. It was during a lunch break 
At Rose Pictures Studio oa Union Square and Fourth Avenue where they were shooting the interiors for 
another picture. The tests came back positive to her apartment. Lily felt “up shits creck without a 


pauldle, Bob!" After work the next day, she 


ted mother and daughter home for a spaghetti dinner in 
her cold-water flat on 16th Street and Third Avenue knowing Mama never refused a free meal. 

"1t wuz dah hardest god-damn scene Oi will ever play, Bob!” 

"The worst is not/ So lomg as we can say, ‘This is the worst." 

"Ain't dhat dah fuckin’ trutt! Well, ta cut ta dah chase, she passed out cold." 

"Mrs, Mills fainted!” 

"No, dummy! Mary May fainted! Dah Ogre ain't duh faintin’ type. She ain't hardly human!” 

"Oh, my god, Lil! What did you do?” 

"Oi was outasight. You woulda been proud a' me, Bob! Oi cut Dah Ogre off at dah pass." 

Lily Mars took complete control of the situation. She reminded Mama of her contract with its 
‘nowly-hatched "morality clause.” A player could not break it without being sacked. “Ifya go aftah 
Grover, Mama Mooney, it's your ass Norm'l kick not Grover's! He's outahere anyways. Mary May 
ain't no Star yet. Evey’body knows she would'na ever gave dhat creep dah finger but Groverll swear 
se give ‘im dah eye. Yah can't win fah losin’. Grover’ added anudder virgin’s doo-hickey to his belt. 1 


‘made dah appointment wit Mrs, Sanger fah tomorrah at noon. Ya wanna go wit her?” 
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‘Through tumultuous tears, Mary May agreed to go with her mother to visit Mrs. Sanger the 
following noon. She vowed aloud never to breathe a word to anyone about "the incident." Her entre 
future was riding on their all speaking this vow of silence. 

Silently, she vowed: til the day she died, she “belonged” to Victor Krill: Grover had paved the 
‘way for him. Listening o Lily confess about the blood, she now understood he had stolen that “great 
‘maiden’s treasure" her mother had spoken about, unfortunately without having been very specific. Who 
‘gave a shit, as Lily would say? Mary May Mills loved Victor Krill with her whole heart and soul, She 
loved him from the moment she saw him oa the movie sereen. He was her beau ideal. She was ready 
‘now to make her beau ideal her slave..ifshe played her cards right. She'd kill for Victor Krill. 

‘She was glad! This was the real secret she would take to her grave. She was happy! She was 
blissfully happy! "There should be a new word for happiness!” she thought, pretending her tears of joy 
‘were tears over having been "violated." (Her acting skill often came in handy.) In her heart she knew 
‘when she was a Star a really humongous Sta like Paradiso, Victor would beg her to marry him. At 
first she would refuse just to make him suffer. Then she would say yes! She would leap into his arms 


‘nd kiss him hard on the mouth! Yes! Yes! Then she would have the biggest wedding in the 


ory of 
the world, bigger than the one in the last rel at the private screening of The Count of Monte Cristo, 
Oh! There would nothing private about their wedding! Paradiso's father, the King of Italy, 
‘would be there! Vietor’s royal family from Russia! Her own aristocratic family from South Carolina, 
‘now that she knew she was descended from a signer of the Constitution! She read it in her cover story 
in Modern Screen. Mama admitted spilling the beans because "the truth will out” It was good to know 
‘considering everything! Lily Mars must think her a right “dim bitch” like she did the other girls they 
‘met on the movie sets. She would show Lily! She would let her be maid of honor! Lily would have to 
promise not to swear the whole day! Even if she did swear? Who gave “a rat's ass!” Life would be 


perfect for Mary May Krill, Her life with Vietor would be just like in the movies: happy ever afterall 
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the time, time without end, time out of mind... 


(CHAPTER FOURTEEN 

Happily munching on a greenn apple, Carmine walks naked on the beach at Gaywyck. The sky is 
damask-white, The sea broils. Donough Gaylord erupts mude from the spume of a whale, His eyes are 
‘non-human, on loan from Bram Stoker's Count. Confused and scared, Carmine runs, is grabbed. 
viciously by the hair and kissed hard, ferociously hard on the lips. "No more kid games," he is warned, 
He thinks: "Vultures speak in human tones. "There needs no ghost, my lord, comes from the grave 10 
tell us this!” In cowboy garb, Victor Kril stands, Cael in one hand, a lariat in the other... Feet suckin 


the sand, Carmi 


‘wears the moon-white damask robe withthe purple lin 


Higekuro gave him, 
Carmine awoke with a shout. Alone ina bed, be lay in a cold sweat disoriented. It was night, 
very night. A rumbling noise was the second thing he registred, instantly recognized as the sound of 


the sea. It was very close. Was he still the 


Except forthe sound of the sea, everyone and 
everything was asleep. There was no humming sound, no vibrations: no ship. The sound of the sea? 
‘Oh, yes! He was on Long Island, the far end of Long Island. He opened his eyes. Cacl, the cat, was 
sitting by his side looking concerned. The relief he fet being safe and alone with Cael at Gaywyck was 
‘so intense, he closed his eyes, put his hand on the ea's purring body, and said, "Weird dream, hon!" 

Hee was right to have insisted on remaining at Gaywyck. His glimpse of Gotham from the ship 
{informed him he was not up to the job, any job Rose Pictures assigned him. On the drive out, Freddie 
‘outlined the machinations with the Edison Trust. He listened to the English language rather than to the 
narrative of business people at war. His first job was easy enough. In two weeks, he was to arrive a the 
premiere of The Count of Monte Cristo in an automobile, get out of the car, walk into the movie palace 
‘on 42nd Street in Manhattan, He was to wave. Throw kisses? 


He felt up to that job, not much else. The terible weight in his heart over the loss of Maestro 
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Gruppo forced his eyes open again. It was good the man did not suffer but-presto!—-he was gone, like 
‘one edited out of a movie with one quick snip, a dress Extra! Camillo’ life story felt empty of its plot's 
driving force. Presto! Gone! Who could care about business people at war over nickels? 

‘Carmine lay in bed and cried. He had cried atthe funeral. He had cried on the ship. He had cried 
in Freddie's arms, He had cried in Donough’s arms. He had cried with Florence Gage, He had wanted to 
stay and mourn with Teatro Gruppo but too many arrangements were in place for his arrival in New 
‘York City and, as Bella Maria said: his life was not entirely his own anymore. Was this why he decided 


to stay on at Gaywye 


2) Maybe it was only to prove to himself there were certain decisions he still 
could make regarding his autonomy no matter what broubahaha they caused. Robert, Armand, 
Donuogh, and the Gages (Florence and Alfred) were on his side. Even before everyone's plans were 
Jahtootsed by Norman Rose, Florence stoked his courage by asking Freddie to arrange some private 
time with him over the weekend for her to make her amend, 

"Amend? She said ‘amend,’ Freddie?” 

"Yes, sweetheart, she said ‘amend It means" 

"L know what it means. Did you tell her to ask me with using chat word?” 

"No! She has enough of her own words! She doesn't need prompting from me!" 

"Not like some Sicilian you think you know, Fred?” 

"Touchy! Touchy! 

"No! You cannot touch me right now. I want to go see your mama.” 

"She won't be out here until Thursday night! You can see her Friday night here at dinner." 

"No! Private is not dinner." 

"You can go into the library before dinner.” 

"Not In the library before dinner is by Sardou. I will goto her alone on Friday aftemoon.” 


"We have a picnic arranged for Friday afiemoon. Everybody will be here to sce you!" 
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"Everybody seen...viewed me..saw me on the Pier. Cest fou, ca! C'é una pizzia! Crazy, no?" 

"No! I worked damn hard to make that event a success, Carmine! Ifyou think" 

"Ido not think. It is my largest problem. Scuczi. Forgive your Sicilian peasant, n0? I will goto 
‘see Mama Gage Friday alone together. Is that working for you..is that okay, Fred?" 

"Now it's Osear’s drawing room comedy with people being serious in the country!” 

‘The weekend plans underwent a major overhaul. Norman Rose called Fred to tll him the latest 
Tess episode was behind schedule. The camera fll off a Palisade cliff with the guy playing the Heavy 
‘nd withthe cameraman; fortunately no person was hurt, The camera was a goner along with the day's 
shoot still in the camera! ("Don't worry, it's insured!*) So, the sun-bathing and the swimming and the 
eating sandy food was kaput! Krill re-scheduled the hot-air balloon sequence for Saturday morning and 
the wanted Robert forthe press photos and Fred to do an on-the-spot press release describing the shoot 
for the Gage syndicate. They all had to leave Friday morning. 


"What's the hot-air balloon for, Alec?” Maurice asked, eyes narrowing asi 


‘against the bright 
sun on the beach at Gaywyek. He had seen the last completed episode in which Tess and Tom and 
Intrepid dropped through three floors before leaping through a pane-glass window. His audience of 
‘grown men shouted with joy. He gasped so loudly he could not talk for three days afterward. He vowed. 
never to ask about the serial, never to look ata publicity shot or a poster or a newspaper ad. The 
investors demanded private screenings. It was hs job to keep them happy. How many times could he 
{excuse himself to go tothe toilet? Every time! Why not? He repeated his hot-air balloon query. 
"Oh..not a bother, si.” 


"Sir? That bad, Lecky, eh?" 


'N's nothing to worry about, Maurice,” Fred Gage assured the nervous Englishman, “The thing 
is held aloft by a crane, for god's sake. Alec shimmy’s up the dangling rope and catches Tess before the 


International Jewel Thief throws—" 
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"No, Fred, the jewel bloke is next month. This bad "un is the Intemational Crime Boss. Krill 
sid the balloon has a ful ballast to keep her nearly carthbound. I do not think a erane~ 
"I just added the crane to make Maurice feel better, Alec. Ballas is probably safer.” 
"There is no crane, sir.” 
"Tm coming to watch this one! Il locate the nearest hospital and keep the motor running.” 
"That is not a good joke, si We will be flying over water. If drop Tess-—" 
"Alec cannot drop Tess, Maurice! It says so in his contract. Did you read the small print?" 
Everyone sitting on the beach laughed except Maurice, He knew the huge suceess of The Trials 


of Tess boosted his Alec up a rung on the Star-ladder if he didn’t fll off a mountain with the 


‘cameraman and make the small-print on the obit page. The success meant more: 


es, many more 
‘opportunities to fal off mountains. He also knew the tension and anxiety he was generating over this 
job could put a damper on their happy lives together. He smiled wanly when Armand decided to get a 
s10up of investors together to go see the shoot 

"Keep him on his toes?" Vadrie! asked, pointing out how with all the butch, staid Wall Street 
‘vests loitering about like high-end Trade poor Maurice could not shrek or weep in teror. Armand 
said that was the dea of sending the darksuit brigade: to keep him offhis toes! 

Laughing loudly, Maurice stil looked upset around the eyes. Vadriel offered to go with him for 
support. "I've never been toa film location, you know. Ti like to see Robie at work. i als like to see 
for myself just how safe itis for Alec and Sally 

"when they are not falling off the Palisade mountains with the cameraman" 

“Yes, exactly! Thank you Donnie." He rolled his eyes in imitation of Robert who was doing it 
{nmitaton of Lily Mars. "And I think it best if the two ofd ones," he nodded at Donough and Armand, 
“say to keep an eye on the kd out there somewhere." He pointed tothe sea where Carmine was 


‘swimming beyond the breakers looking forthe dolphins frolicking near shore that morning when he 
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and Robert went for their first swim. 

Ambrose, the ancient intrepid butler, wearing a formal black suit with tails and white gloves, 
‘was wending his slow way down to the men on the beach balancing a tray with a large crystal pitcher 
‘of gin and tonics and tinkling glasses. He arrived in the pause with everyone looking out at Carmine, 
Clearing his throat, he announced in his most staid and respectful manner: “e makes me wrinkles go 


away when 'e glances me wi 


*tHmnnn, me, to! 

"Ido not think we are discussing the same wrinkles, Mister Rober.” 

Ignatius was to drive those with marching orders to the train Friday aftemoon. Dicky Dugan 
pleaded tobe taken on location, oo, confessing 1 Ignatius on the Beach he could no stop staring at 
Carmine, "I need to be carted away before | disgrace myself with a pee on a rug like Myshkin!" 

He did not consider the fact of the actor's being the cynosure of all cyes an excuse. Reserve 
made the beauty of Vail and Donough a quit perfection for Dicky. Carmine's, on the ober hand, 
“Jerked-off the senses,” 

“The Italian was calm and equabl, It wasnt as if he were Aaunting himself, hough the 
collection of Japanese “smacks” would have made Miss Jesi tum Buddhist. The fragrance was 
something Miss Blossom would have to experience to believe; it was hard to explain: it was not a 
spvitzed perfume kind of smell, more like having lowers somewhere inthe room out of sight. The 
fragrance was somehow sealed deep inside the ancient Chinese chests where he kept his clothes. He no 
longer used perfume. He did bathe in a mild lavender and peony bath salts in homage to Armand. 

"When ly wuz drivin’ us out ‘ere ly couldnt keep me eyes outa me rear-view mira!” 

"Oh, ig. Lot's not talk about the rar view! The side view! The front views! Oh! Those views! 
Have you ever seen such gorgsous views? And I've seen views in my time as you well know! And your 


‘view is nothing to be sneezed at, doll! But him naked in the surf was... just is!” 
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AAs if on cue, Carmine came tumbling out ofthe sea. He immediately noticed the distress on 
Maurice's face. When apprised ofthe change in plans and the reason for Maurice's panic, he took 
command of the situation, “Alec,” he said, vigorously dying himself with a towel much to everyone's 
diversion, "When I was Scapin | made what picture people name stunts. I walked down a ladder on my 


hhands. Clever, yes? I was Pinocchio on a string! A master puppeteer played the strings and one ni 


voila!he saved my life. My hand did a slip on a rung. Presto! He was there to hold me okay. My body 
knew what to do to help him do his saving of me. In Christo I do many stunt things. Too many, | think, 
like you in Tess we make our audience happy. No more strings! 1am the puppet master. Lam what 

Yakov and Maestro made me. We must be selfendeared, Alec. Allow me sharing what they gave me to 


you, prego? Please? It will be very good fun. And we actors need to vouch friendship, yes?” 
‘lec happily sid yes. He had been nervous about meeting Paradiso. He didnot drive out in the 
car with him, following close behind in car driven by Dicky Dugan. The moment they pulled up in 
front of Gaywyck, Carmine leaped into their car, reintroduced himself, and told Alec how much he was 
enjoying him in The Trials of Tes. He had seen the episode when the horse dropped through the 
ceilings; he wanted to know how it was done. He didnot miss the lah of anxiety inthe eyes of 
Maurice, *Cupa's messenger.” All was forgotten in his excitement over Gaywyck paradise. 


‘Wrapped in his towel, he let the beach to find his rehearsal briefs. He reappeared in them, 


hhanded Alec a bathing slip, and began what would become a routine for them whenever together: 
lessons in the art ofthe Jazz. The others watched fascinated by the life-saving rudiments of stunt work, 
Carmine resembled a sea bind riding the air curents. The two actors disappeared into the music room 
where there were floor-to-ceiling mirrors, 

‘On Thursday night, the party on the veranda was a tad subdued, more from the fireworks called 
a sunset than from their dispersal earlier than expected. They all knew there would be many gatherings 


at Gaywyck though the specter of California was also hanging fire as ivid as any sunset on the East 
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End of Long Island, Carmine was touched by the way Maurice kept stroking Alec's hair with the 
younger man playfully swatting his hands away in an English different from the others. In spite of the 
proty, entertaining sighs surrounding him, he was tapping his foot impaticaly. 

Freddie was at The Elms informing his parents of the change in plans. He would be returning 
for dinner, Skipping Tea, the two had taken a long walk together to a small pond with a waterfall where 
they found a hammock just made for two people, Freddie was much more serious about things in 
‘general than Carmine remembered He was impressed by him. 

e listened. Freddie excitedly described his ideas forthe The Woman in White, pleased 
Photoplays were becoming more complex and more lucrative, Authors were giving detailed 
instructions tothe director and cameraman. itr timing the scenes and maintaining chronology were 
now inserting titles where instructed. Freddie said the press release stuff took too much time. It was 
fun and paid real dividends. Norman gave him a $1000 bonus forthe sucess ofthe Vail-Pir shindig 
He wanted to ent an apartment at One Lexington Avenue rather than live with the Gaylods. 

‘This news made Carmine very happy. Suddenly, Freddie had slipped out of the hammock, knelt 
beside him, and begged to be forgiven for his responsibilty with money, for his performance with the 
‘gun, Carmine burst into tears. Surprised, Freddie burs int tears, too, Carmine rolled out of the 
‘hammock into his arms and they cried together for all the suffering they both went through and all the 
diferent ways they had expressed it and escaped from it, though neither cataloged specific examples, It 
‘was the heart ofthe matter. It was most important two hours in ther c-joined lives upto that point. 
Freddie quoted Blake: "Mutual forgiveness ofeach vce/ Such are the gates of Paradise." They went 
home, committed “the sweetest sin,” dressed Carmine for dinner, and Freddie left for The Elms. 

At the front of the veranda outlined by the setting sun's gaudy light-show, Armand, Vadriel, 
Robert, Dicky, and Ignatius were huddled over drinks discussing the automobile garage Ignatius 


‘wanted to buy. Finally despairing of Donough's ever appearing, Carmine slipped into the large house to 
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{20 find him. Fortunately, he ran into Ambrose who pointed him toward the library sniffing the air 

_merrily as "the fragrant one” glided passed wearing a robe in the wild-aster combination of magenta 

‘with a green lining, Higekuro's gift to commemorate his firs sighting of Carmine's Tale of Genji 
Donough was 


scent announced his visitor. He glanced up smiling. 


ing quietly with Cael in the library reading The Anatomy of Melancholy, The 


“Am La disturber, Donnie?” 

"One | welcome gladly.” He pated the cushion beside him on the couch, Carrying himself with 
| pensive grace unfamiliar to Donough, Carmine crossed the room, plopping down where directed 
laughing merrily: Donough opened his arms, The young man slid into the familiar, comfortable 
‘embrace resting his head on the broad shoulder. The okder man raised his hand and stroked Carmine's 
thick hair. It looked and felt like a cluster of stken threads with the iradiance of feathers, "I was st to 
team of the Maestro’ death.” 

‘Carmine nodded, profoundly comforted by Donough’ presence. "Yes, I too, am very sad. I ery 
much..often, I wanted to ry with you holding me at the funeral I now ery with you." 


Early Friday morning, the 


rds woke him. He fet completely refreshed. Freddie was sleeping 
soundly. He thought to stay pu. The binds sounded excited by what the day was up to and he was 
curious to see for himself. At nr, he Iearmed there were mud flats in which he could slip and slide; 
there was a Celtic dolmen, an underground passage connecting the main house othe guest house, 
several gardens~four in faet-one foreach season, an extinct tree connected to Benjamin Franklin, 
fields of tll grasses, a farm with ll kinds oF animals, a primeval forest, and ar to make a muscum-- 
‘Monet’ floating water lilies filled one wall ofthe dining room and a Caravaggio reminding him of 
limi ssid io Wi’ hc nama cite wad cvs Oa 

He stretched his fll length knowing he would never feel beter in his life. The best exercise was 


‘swimming. Didn't Fred's body attest to this again and again and again? How had Carmine lived 
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without Freddie's boundless length of heart? To his annoyance whenever he raised the sheets to look at 
the two dimples and the indentation atthe small of Freddie's svelte back, the only thing he could smell 
‘was himself. Plain soap and water, laundered robes did not budge the fragrance. The frugal Thérése had 
slip-cases made to protect Higekuro's gifts. Each time Carmine unpacked the cases he was dazzled by 
their beauty, grateful to have Hikeguro in his life. Just as he was grateful to have Freddie at hand, 
Resisting the temptation to imitate Naum’ lubricious homage to the Rimbaud-Verlaine Sonner 
du trou du cul and shock-awake the exhausted Freddie, Carmine lowered the sheets, He got out of bed. 


1 


ng he would go tothe waterfall for his morning swim in its pond, he tugged on a pair of white 
shorts and a loose shirt. Inthe momings during the week there was a fairly large staff working al 
around Gaywyek. There were also thre children occasionally joining Robert and Donough for games 
‘on the beach near the jetty They spent their summer days onan inlet-beach adjoining a small cottage 
‘where Nanny Welles used olive Full-time before gong to the gatchouse with them and thir parents, 
Brian and Margaret who managed Gaywyek 

Stepping out onto the balcony, Carmine was surprised and pleased to sce Alee doing his 
‘walking exercises onthe beach wearing the appropriate bathing slp. His form was good though he was 
‘not leading with his nipples property. Working with Aloe the previous aftemoon, Carmine had grown 
very fond ofthe young man. Standing infront ofthe mirror with him, he had noticed a deep frown 
creasing the strong brow under the heavy bar and a strongly disapproving downtum ofthe lovely, pink 
mouth. 


"You do not think we waste your time, Carmine?” 


"Look in Paradi not 


Vs eyes! Not I am your Carmine. Look at him inthe misror. Yes, good! 


‘compare yourself to that ‘imp of fame'.to that Paradiso fellow there in the mirror beside you. He is 


‘unique, yes?” Alec nodded, staring as if in a trance atthe sweet majesty defining his unworthiness. "He 


is very splendido, yes?” Alee nodded, amused and puzzled by the use ofthe third person. "Well, tell 
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‘Scudder that his Alec Hall is very bello, too. It is Mister Scudder's job to take care of his Alec Hall. 


‘This is his season, Let us ripen hi 


1. Okay, yes?” 

Smiling in complete understanding, Scudder confessed to not looking at all the way he had 
expected to look on the screen. He did not believe he was seeing himself up there. He never thought he 
‘was much to look at, really. He wasn't ugly quite. However, he knew his best points were on view 
‘when he removed his clothes. Now without his clothes beside Gattno, taut asa drawn bow, a creamy 
‘marble apparition, he looked dumpy. "Dot Gish called him hot?" he brooded aloud pointing in the 
smirvor. 

"She is Lillian’ sister with Mister Griffith, no?” Scudder nodded, "Yes, I think she is good, not 


hr sister. Good different. You bewitch with the charm of looks and you deflower cinema like Paradiso, 


‘We are spits of another sort, whatever your keeper Scudder may think. 


Scudder laughed. He blushed and confessed he never had trouble getting men or women into 


bed with him, Asked about Maurice's different “speech-ways,” he grew solemn, Healing explained 
how Maurice was “above him." On first sighting him visiting the estate where Scudder was employed 
48 gamekeper, he found hi attractive, the way polished men of Maurice’ cass often attracted him, 
and the way he in his rough-rude ways often attracted them. 

‘The few he shared with were simple in their tastes. They liked rubbing against him, putting 
themselves between his legs and having him do th same. They rubbed until it was over. Sometimes the 


‘more daring would fumble with hands. 


th Maurice it was different from the stat. Scudder boldly 
climbed up a ladder into his bedroom; right away used his mouth insisting Maurice use his mouth, to. 
‘Scudder was certain it was his mouth Maurice loved first. “He would not be mine if he knew already 
‘what he Feared sharing with me. I loved him first. He wanted making to love me.” 

‘Carmine listened attentively. Listening and seeing were a large measure of his life. Since people 


‘were accustomed to being half-heard and half-scen, Carmine's attention often troubled them, Scudder 
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‘was trembling with distress and shame over having blurted so much on himself: Shyly, with guilty 
smile, he looked into Carmine's glistening cyes. He was happy to hear: "We have a secret together, 
“Mister Scudder. We are seducer-gamestes in pat, sir, tricksters like Don Juan? We have been hoisted 
ito Love by our uncontrollable pitards?” 

‘They both laughed. Carmine added, again using the word “sir” as an endearment mimicking 
‘Alec with Maurice: "Look at us now, st. find you and your Alec Hall deleetable. Let us begin with 
the breahing ist, We must discuss Mister Half's make-up Ihave suggestions for you, I want to cut 


your hi 


before the next episode begins. When will that be, Lecky?" 

Now hastening down to the beach at dawn with a towel to join Alec, Carmine wanted to spend 
the whole day with his new fiend, He wasted no time correcting Ales posture and getting him poised 
correctly on the spine. They went through the warm-up stretches continuing them in the warm sea on 
the far side ofthe jetty preparing forthe music rooms mirrors. He introduced Alec to his abdominal 
‘muscles for rolling in and out of handstands, jumping without hurting knees. They parted to shower and 
dress for breakfast In the breakfast room shadowed by an obscenely cavorting satyr, they sat side by 
side talking about food in intense whispers sharing a private joke about the big bronze "goombah.” 

“Do you not drink coffee or tea, Carmine?” 

"No, Alec. Gatino cannot take coffe or tea or alcohol It is harmful to his balance.” 

"Does Carmine ever have a drink off duty?" 

"Carmine sets a good example for his Gatino always.” 

Laughing over another joke made privately atthe satyr’s expense the two actors hurried away 
from the table to find Carmine's make-up case among the many trunks following the cars to Gaywyck 
ina Rose Pictures van. The rest of the party occupied themselves in various ways, 

He asked to see some of Roberts portraits. The thre of them studied the careflly-lit pictures 


along with Alee's face in a mirror working on the make-up to align the face with the image in the 
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portraits. "I want you and Robert to attend the dailies tomorrow. Telephone what you see, yes? Okay, 
boys? Alec Hall is more lovely...more handsome with his new eyebrows, no, Robert? | wonder if Krill 
will notice and start to yell? We must not change too much until the next episode! I know very much 
‘what we are to do with your beautiful hair. t wll make you look like our two dancing goombahs, no?" 

In the afternoon, “the movie people” noisily left for an inn at Fort Lee, New Jersey. The day 
‘was another stunner, “It is straight out of God's top drawer,” Robert said quoting Nanny Welles. °I hate 
to leave you, hon, but needs must! I'm working all week. You'll be coming in with Donnie and Army 
‘and the Gages this Sunday night. Taio is expecting you." 

"Lam told this by Fred. 1am happy here, too.” 

"You have to come into the city, sweetheart. I cannot live without you." 

‘Carmine laughed, shrugging. Glancing up through his crumpled brows at Donough for support, 
the smiled, glanced away. "You must rehearse to be alive without me, caro. I will some day be in God's 
top drawer where He keeps His good things. 1 intend to be happy as a 


here in Paradise called 
‘arth for many years." Secing Freddie's face about to crumple into a teary misery, Carmine kissed him 
‘on the cheek, "I intend to be with yow alive and happy as children in Paradise called earth for many 
years. And I will think to go with Papa and Mama Gage and Donough and Armand on Sunday to 
Gramercy Park, too, My heart sno chicken with its head cut of, runnin’ around blind as a bat!” 

“The gang left waving and shouting and honking horns. Donough sent Carmine down the beach 
‘on horseback to have Tea with Armand. His staying alone at Gaywyck was encouraged 

Riding bareback and barefoot, Carmine wore raw silk trousers and a gossamer robe, the one 
Hiigekuro loved him to wear on hot summer nights without singlets or trousers. His favorite jade comb 
littered in his hair. With the open robe flying behind him like the wings of a mammoth dragonfly, he 
‘was so happy he sang atthe tp of is lungs a song Ydgiri had taught him on the night of the Késhin 


vigil. He raised many birds from the dunes: 
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Mycty boy and 1 
Must never lie 
‘Neath the magnolias in Paradise. 
The scent of love on our body 
Js strom enough already! 
He felt air-headed from the light bouncing off the waves. The dune grass shimmereds its lime- 


‘green gid 


resembled a heavy gloss from fulling mallets. Huge white, fuffed-up clouds floated 

rogally on their Song-Thrush egg-blue background nudged along by the gentlest of breezes. 
‘Somewhere in the distance he heard a woodpecker; the sound always made him laugh with 

eli 


ing the shock-absorbers inthe head. The splash-splash of the wavelets set the pacing for 


his breathing, Decorous Tems were hovering over them while overhead Esprey were flying into the 


‘wind with their catch. Gannets were diving deep to find theirs! Inthe dunes Cormorants were drying 


this bird preserve were his beloved Phalaropes twirling inthe surf to stir up tiny invertebrates, 


Leaning forward to hug the hors, he spotied Armand de Guise straight ahead siting inthe 
dunes waiting for him dressed in a white caftan with a stable-boy and a dog by his sid. The bright 
‘open seashore showed the auburn-aired man to great advantage, Carmine thought, smiling ardent. 

e waved. Armand stood and began to walk toward him followed by the boy who raced ahead 
to claim the horse the moment Carmine dismounted. Armand embraced him, thinking he looked as 
stlorious as a peony in full bloom. Carmine laughed with pleasure being inthis particular man's arms. 
‘After an introduction to Vadis dog, Myshkin, ordered back tothe house with the stable boy, and 
before Carmine uttered a word, Armand put his arm around his shoulders leading him down toward the 
suf, asking: What did Krill say atthe Pier that was o upseting to you” 


Startled to be hit with the same question a second time, he stopped walking and said: "Its lucky 
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ina business where itis necessary my emotions be see-through like this robe." 


"Transparent." 

"Yes, si, grazsi. Thank you, Army. Transparent. Give me your hand. Do you know the meaning 
of this...when I do this?” He tickled Armand's palm. 

‘Armand nodded. Yes, he knew. In fact he had once employed the gesture to flummox Vactriel 
in one of his less-than-shining moments during his pursuit of the violet-eyed creature who, in tandem 
‘with Carmine, exhausted the possibilities of male beauty for im. He told the story. It happened in 
Rome. Carmine listened fascinated. Armand said softly: "I have on impulse of the moment done many 
things 1 have come to regret, Carmine. Why would Krill do that to you with Freddie there?" 

‘Carmine flushed. Under normal circumstances the glow of his skin was unique having been 
cared for by the greatest cosmeticians in Paris. With this rosy tinge it communicated a debilitating 
shame, Sharing Kril's gesture with Robert the previous morning, Carmine was not able to reveal either 


the details prec the action othe threat that followed it. Not even with Armand's arm around 


hhim could he speak oft. His ar of deliberation and composure were gone completely 
Armand tugged Carmine into tight embrace and whispered: “Higekuro would say Keil isin 
the grip ofan evil and very stubborn possession. Le’ go sit in the dunes. You wil tell me all about it 


tesero." Growing redder, Carmine sighed, nodding. Armand told him how he had once done great 


hharm toa young innocent boy, an Italian boy coincidentally. It was when he himself was living in the 
expediency of the moment, in the grip of an evil and very stubborn possession called Lust. “Just like in 
the fairy tales," he concluded with a chaste kiss on Carmine's forehead, “the possession was exorcised 
by immersion inthe rituals of true Love." 

Eyes filling with tears, Carmine thought Armand splendid, Secure in the older man's loving 
embrace, shielded by the tall dune grasses, he talked nonstop withthe pinging Italianate urgency in his 


voice known as squill, assembling an impressive number of English words for his story. The 
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confession brooked no interruption for points of grammar. 

Armand asked one question at its conclusion: "Why is Krill frightening you now, fesero?" 

"Ido not know, Army. He is frightening to me very much, yes, it is tue. AS much as I trust you 
and Donough to preserve Camillo Salina I trust him to try to destroy Paradiso’ freedom..to take 
control of Paradiso in some way. With you here now I know my demon..itklled Didier Ithas been 
exorcised by my Love for Freddie, I do not think I will ever again hurt people like Don Juan or have 
anger at people like lago the way I did." He went ino all the details of his betrayal of Didier Benoit 
with the Donkey, never having told it in graphic details to anyone, not even Thérése, with whom he had 
‘no secrets. "I will not work with Krill frame by frame, as he said to me. I will not be in socials with 
him, He will not make me into a ninny, yes?” 

"Yes. That sounds like a good plan. No one could be cruel to you with film, Carmine, You are 
bullet-proof frame for frame, Have you any bad angles?” 

"Yes. They tell me no. I see a side angle not the best for Paradiso. His eyes become small. His 
face to0 round like a balloon. | avoid it for him. | have many regrets. Higekuro says regrets tie us to the 


the wash. We must let the water work. 


past, He tells me things come out 


is som Yogiri says there 
are things no amount of laundering does much good for. They only get worse the longer you lt them 
soak. Then they made music for me and we didnot talk again about dirty laundry.” 

‘Armand laughed. "Ares't you hungry afterall this washing of dirty laundry? I'am famished! 
Let's go eat! I've an antipasto for you, Carmine, a different kind of solace. Everything you love." 

"You are everything I love, Army.” 

‘The meal finished, Armand and Myshkin walked him down to the beach. The classic white 
shingled, two-story bungalow was smuggled behind acres of double-dunes. The stable boy was standing 
with the horse. Carmine mounted and trotted away, turing back to smile at Armand over his shoulder. 


‘Armand waved, thinking: "One could wait a year to bathe in the light ofthat particular star the way 
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‘Altair and Vega await their annual mid-summer meeting.” 

‘Overhead a flock of geese flew, cach wing to wing with its mate in their V-formation. Both men 
looked up and smiled, thinking of Vadriel Vail: the younger with envy and the older with gratitude that 
‘adit’ beauty and his erotic gravitational pull were equal in force to the sweet satyrcantering away 
hair flying in the evening breezes. As a keepsake oftheir meeting, Carmine had given the jade comb to 
Armand, Waving, he pushed the comb deep into his own lustrous mane of billowing hair 

Lost in thought, he strolled up through the dunes, across his gardcn, into the sun room atthe 
rear of the house, Myshkyn flicked with him. A Mozart sonata was open oa the piano, Vadriel had 
resumed lessons in New York; he was a super musician yet he had told Armand he knew there was 
‘much more for him to lear about everything and music was @ good place to start. It was this desire for 
constant renewal that most st him apart from other men, along with his surpassing beauty. 

{A portrait Robert took of them sat on the piano. The image of his younger lover causod Armand 
to smile with pleasure. Vadriet was more desirable every year. Those violet eyes fixed upon him sil 
produced a shudder of wonder: the look of love always igniting them was a reflection of his own 
passion! They were a fine couple! A fit made in Paradise! 

‘On impulse, he went over to Vadrie's writing desk. He rusted about looking fora decent piece 
‘of paper. There were boxes of Tiffany’ stationary from when Placidia was in residence, She was a 
‘woman of quality. He found a rich-cream heavy-stock notepaper deckle-edged with no omamentation 
save the past silver chain of wavelets at top to signify the sea, intimating summer, 

Lifting a pen, dipping it in the blackest ink, he wrote: shink of you. So much I may easily say:/ 
‘But how to add what lies beyond mere thoughts?” He added no postscript. Ringing forthe houscboy, 
hhe addressed an envelope with instructions to overnight it in order for Vadriel to have it when he 
retumed to their home in Gramercy Park afte the day on location in New Jersey. 


‘Armand joined his two friends for dinner at Gaywyek. Walking home, he felt as sofily aglow as 
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the sliding constellations. Carmine sat with Donough and Cae! in the library sharing his happiness. He 
{elt remarkable having confessed his being "a form in wax imprinted by nasty characters" without 
going into the graphic details shared with Armand. 

Sending a yawning Carmine up to bed, Donough remained inthe library. The fragrance left 
‘upon the cushions and Cael made him ache for Robert, Laughing a his own susceptibility, he reached 
fora crisp sheet of deckle-edged mauve paper and minight-blue ink, He wrote a poem in his finest 
script: “My longing so has grown tonight it fils the skiex./ wish that it would leave me~but where can 


itgo.” As a postscript, he added: 


i wil il your eyes tomorrow, my delinquent heart, Our seasons of 
Jove consume me as they go!” He folded the ltr in fours, tucked white rosebud in one of the Folds, 
turesse an envelope to Robert. He wrote instructions io have it delivered by messenger the nex ay 
inorder for it bein Gramercy Pak when Robert returned from his day on location in New Jersey. 

‘On his way to bed, Donough dropped the envslope om the table withthe res ofthe outgoing 
post. Slowly climbing the arching sarin a razze of moonlight ooding through the oval window, he 


threw a quick salute tothe dancing satyr in the foyer beneath him and laughed with happiness. 


Saturday afternoon, after spending tl 


morning 9 


jing and playing ball with Donough and 
‘Armand on the beach at Gaywyck, Carmine bathed, washed his hat, and dressed in his special wild- 
aster robe, Deciding it too grand for a lunch, he chose a red silk singlet with yellow trousers and a 


damask robe 


a cherry blossom pattern in the weave, mounted a horse, and rode down the strand to 
‘The Elms with a silver comb glinting in his hair. He left the two older men talking frankly about the 
stimulating effect he had on their libidos and laughing over their recent flights of poetic fancy. 

‘The sun's rays had gilded him. His Sicilian coloring now had a painterly glow. It was as ithe 
‘were the spirit of youth personified and burning like the filament in an incandescent spotlight, buming 
fiercely with nothing being destroyed. The earth was seductive on his progression down the beach: the 


‘murmuring sea, the whispering grasses, the quivering scents of flowering mimosa and honeysuckle, the 
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birdsong. Suddenly from the white dunes a confluence of gaudy hummingbirds burst the warm 
fragrant air into a thousand glittering particles a if metal confeti had been tossed in his wake. 

He was apprehensive about his upcoming interview. He could aot understand why everyone 
hhowled in such merriment when he reported how sweet it was of the shy and retiring and nearly mute 
Dicky Dugan o offer encouragement and assurances to him ina barely audible, cracking voice 
insisting Florence Gage was a “ally fine true woman." Carmine thought it very wise of Vadriel to hire 
such a gente, refined person tobe the serstary of his foundation, just as wise of Armand to have 


employed Iggy, certainly an impressive bantam-rooster stripped of his chauffeu's uniform, a glorious 


sight strutting his manhood in Paradise. “They are a union interesting to me. 1th 


Iggy's delectable 


tattoo. ta 


Added! meaning to the word "butta-fly 


‘When The Elms came into view, Carmine reduced the horse's canter to a slow walk, "No 
‘countenance of stem commandment,” he sighed, overcome with a longing for Baltasaro. Or Gervaise. 
‘Someone who witnessed at St, Bonnet du Gard the grief to which Florence Gage had abandoned him 
by imposing her will on Elysium. He had fled into a world of his own making with his own laws: an 
‘outlaw drowning in his shapes of fancy. He and The Gramerey Four discussed the whole brouhahaha, 
He thought they had defused it. Now he was about to make his entrance on this lavish set suitable for 
Twelfth Night, and he craved Malvolio’s revenge. Was that why he was wearing yellow trousers? 

“No!” he commanded aloud in English. "As Robbie says, she is not a Wicked Witch from the 
‘West! She acted on impulse remember, Carmine, as you did with Didier!" Armand's phrase rattled him 
back to the hear’s view. "Yes," he said to his quieting self in English, “enter with dignity. No "tragedy, 
‘comedy, history, pastoral, pastoral-comical, historical-pastoral, ragical-historical, tragical-comical- 
historical-pastora, scene individable or poem unlimited," on™ 

Feeling calmer, totally in ekaksana, the unchangeable now, he set the horse to cantering again. 


iis name was suddenly called by @ man swimming in the ocean. The man was waving and racing to 
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shore. He watched him slowly emerge from the to-and-fro of the sea rise above it into view. As more 
‘of him appeared in a striped, one-piece, clinging-cotton bathing suit, the sight eradicated Carmine's 
‘memory. "Who i this delectable Neptune?" he wondered in Italian. 

"Its good to see you again, son!” the man shouted, his feet entangled inthe surf, his long, 
‘muscular legs and sturdy arms and expansive shoulders twisting to regain his balance. 

“Oh!” Carmine laughed, flushing with delight at both the sight of the seascape-enhancing man 
and the warm memory attached to him, "Hullo, Papa Gage! Am I early for our lunch meal?” 

"No, son, not at all. Florence...Mrs. Gage is waiting for you on the patio. I'l join you in alittle 


while The waters great! Maybe we can go for a swim after lunch” 


"Lam sm I id not bing my swim tgs! 
"We have a house full of them, son! Or we can swim in the pool. No togs neded there!" 
"Ont" Carmine said lightly. "Yes, | love to swim in the pools." 

"Everyone well at Gaywyek?” 

"Everyone remaining is very grand there! Iam much at home ther in our new Paradis!" 


"Good! Well, go find Florence...Mrs. Gage. She's expecting you, son." 


"Yes, Papa Gage, Iwill go right away to Mama Gage’ 
Dragging himself away forcefully via horsepower from the sopping pulchritude of Alfred Gage, 


Carmine brooded in Eng! 


1, French, Sicilian, and Japanese upon apples falling not far from trees in 
Paradise. A stable boy giving a soft whistle kept him from riding into the far horizon. 

Florence Gage sat under a striped blue umbrella praying for serenity. She had watched her 
pause in his approach to speak to her husband-"Also 
stunningly fine!"—before handing the horse to the stable boy and disappearing into the shrubbery with 


dramatically dressed guest--"Stunningly fine! 


its path of paving stones designed to guide him to her side. He could not possibly get lost. This meant 


the would momentarily be in front of her again. 
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‘She had difficulty getting to sleep the previous night. If Alfred had not joined her in bed and 
successfully (and quite happily) distracted her with his playful lovemaking she would not have slept at 
all. They talked about the upcoming re-union. He offered no advice assuring her she knew how t0 
apologize for having made a mistake. With Father Tom in New York, she had played a game of 
‘enacting the upcoming scene as she would wish it It always boiled down to: "Tm sorry, Carmine, for 
having caused you and Freddie so much suffering.” 

"Caio, .bullo," Carmine sad sofly, distracting her from her mental apologies. 


"Hello," she replied, thinking, "He isso handsome...beautifl.he leaves one quite giddy!” S 


smiled and added, "Please sit down, May I call you Carmine?” 

He looked into her tense and anxious eyes. "Yes, of course, you mus call me Carmine now. 
‘And I will call you Florence, yes?” 

"Yest" 

‘They laughed together awkwardly and then fll silent. 

"Carmine? 

"Yes, Florence?” 

"Carmine, am so sorry forthe pain and suffering I have caused you and Freddie. l=" 

"Yes, Florence. I can see in your eyes how much sorrow you feel. I also, am full of sorrow. "7 
‘am sure care is an enemy to life” I want to cry out the way Baltasaro cried out for me." He paused 10 
‘wipe away the tears suddenly coursing down his flushed cheeks. "You know, Florence,” he said almost 
‘naudibly as he willed the tears to stop, "Baltasaro will never believe you and 1 are now friends after the 


terrible things I said about you to 


Crushed by his tears and fighting back her own, she was stated by this confession, She did not 
know how to respond until his sly grin showed her the way to the correct rejoinder. "When you write 


him next, will you ask him to forgive me?” 
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"Yes, Iwill. He is of such good heat he will be very happy for us.” 


"TL think he will be even happier for you and Freddie, Carmine.” 


Carmine smiled such a radiant smile, she felt as if years were being added to her life. And could 
the luscious scent mingling with the roses surrounding the patio be coming from him? 

was over. She reached across the table, She took his hand, He raised their hands to his lips 
and kissed her fingers. She laughed, asking him if next he would be inviting her to waltz, He was 
delighted she had seen Sapho, She admitted to having seen all his movies with her husband and with 
her son, She loved the movies now. She went to matinges with some of her women friends alone the 
‘way they went tothe legit theaters alone, She even loved The Trials of Tess, especially the moment 
‘when the horse went through the ceilings then out the plate-gass window! She couldn't wait to tll her 
‘women friends how Paradiso came to lunch and how he was her son's very closest friend-in-ife 

Inthe midst of ther laughter, Alfred appeared on the patio showered and shaved and 
‘mpeceably brushed and dressed fora luncheon, His smile and is blue, serene, unshockable eyes told 
them how happy he was to see them together as friends. She extended her free hand to him pulling him 
down beside her. "Don't you look spiffy, my dear!” she teased, admiring his blue blazer and eying the 
lemon-yellow ascot, an urbane look new to him. 

"ve borrowed the neck-gear from our son, Florre. I'm sure he won't mind. How could I do 
otherwise, my dear! Our magnificent young man here demands such an effort, not that anything could 
‘measure up to that robe. Was it a gift from Ambassador Higekuro” 

Looking surprised, Carmine nodded. Alfred smiled quite surprised the boy did not know 
everyone in Paris was abuzz over his affair with the Japanese prince, brother to the emperor and with 
his son. Alfted was apprised of it over lunch at Delmonico's by the gossipy director of Pathé 
distribution in New York who also reported the remarkable numbers being generated by Sapho. 

"Did he give you that glorious fragrance, 100, Carmine?” 
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‘Carmine nodded. He added in clarification: 


it comes with the robes, Florie..Florence, scuzzi, 
sorry, | forget my manners. Maybe some day I may call you 'Floric’ but itis too soon for me now." 
‘She waved his apology away with her hand and inadvertently stired the breeze wafting the 
scent over Alfred who sniffed and grinned with pleasure, his senses going further into overdrive. The 
bboy was obviously frazzled by the gossip and the list of his conquests probably reached the glittery sun, 
Alfred made a mental note to skip the tog-less pool swim. The boy's beauty defied gender. He 


‘was curious to see hi 


in al his splendor. Lacking emotional intimacy, it was an invasion of privacy. 
Eventually he would join his sons in their Paradise. The ambivalence needed wo be tilted first, 

“Have you many robes from the ambassador, Carmine?” 

"Yes, Florence. Ihave many.” 

“How many, son?" 

"Ido not know. Ihave never added them.” 

Counted them, soa.” 

“Thank you, Papa Gage. Counted them. I have never counted them. The wonxlen chests ae very 
ancient, Florence. Centuries ancient Japan isa very old country but China is very older...much older. It 
is magic to mo. The fragrance is inside the woods ofthe boxes. Fragrant blood. There are perfumed 
‘wax balls, Perfumes made of plum blossoms and grasses and spices in very old glass holders, I open 
those people.” 

"Who else sont them 0 you, son?” 


them when 1 


"The ambassador's son Ygiri. He visited me ofien, to0. He played the seven-stringed koto for 
‘me and the flute, too. They left me too suddenly. They write me and still send me gifts." 

"TL think we both would love to see some of the other robes, Carmine. You must wear them 
whenever we are together. Promise?” 


"Yest I was thinking Paradiso maybe will wear one to your Monte Cristo premiere, Papa Gage.” 
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"Our premiere, Carmine. You've a cut of the gross, you know. They tell me the only person 
smarter about money in the picture business is Little Mary Pickford. I think is great idea for you to 
‘wear one of the Japanese robes. Your love of Japan will make good copy. Japan has a flourishing 
‘movie market of their own and this may be a way in for us, Are you hungry, son?” 
"Yes, Lam, Papa Gage.” 


im jealous, Carmine! Doesn't his being Papa Gage make me Mama Gage?” 
Everyone laughed. Carmine acquiesced: "Yes, Mamma Gage” 
"Well, son, we've some frends joining us for lunch. There's Father Tom Carey and Placa 


Foster, We thought Freddie would be here and they are very important peopl in his life. He wanted 


‘very much for you to meet them. You're driving back to town with us tomorrow, 'm tol 

"Well, yes Iam also told Iam, too.” 

"You don't seem happy about it, son.” 

"Lam not wanting to leave Gaywyck! Freddie is sad I do not want to be with him always right- 
away ekaksana...now!" He shrugged. The other two glanced at each other and smiled. "No! I will be 
with him and onty him always. Capeche? Understand? He looked defiantly at Alfred who nodded, 
‘comprehending the days of the Japanese ambassador and his son and whomever else were over. "I 
am..1 want to have what Yakov named ‘solitude Its not avoiding persons. It is making myself open to 


them. Donnie needs solitude also, 1am not speci 


like this. Fred has a boat exploding on the Hudson 
for Max and me already! I have a letter from Nazimova to be Oswald to her Mama Oswald on 
Broadway. I say yes to boats exploding. Yes to Oswald asking forthe sun in English..but not now!" 
‘Tears again appeared on his checks. "I am much exhausted, Papa and Mama Gage...very very pooped!" 
"For God's sake, Carmine!” Alfred Gage exclaimed: "You've made four big pictures in a row! 


You've just parted from the Comedie, Paris, Thérése. You've just lost Maestro Gruppo.” 


‘Weeping extravagantly, Carmine agreed: "Yes, yes! It is over-much for me! Tam useless for 
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anything and anyone. Freddie and | are very happy now. It will not go away i stay at Gaywyek until 1 
send Paradiso to our premiere, Can our Fred not visit at Gaywyck on his weekends when hot-air 
balloons are notin need of his press release? Iam ashamed to be so big in my upset! I was very afraid 
to.come to you today. I wanted to go home to Baltasaro.” 

Allred and Florence again glanced at each other. They smiled with great affection at Carmine, 
Both were intrigued by the way he spoke of Paradiso as an alter-ego, Both also saw very clearly how 
having for a son-in-law a major artist, so young, so lightening quick in his perceptions, so mercurial 
and explosive emotionally, was a very different (and much more rewarding) challenge than their 
‘daughter's Oliver Wendell Osbome. Indeed neither had ever encountered anyone with a similar 
temperament; they both assumed no one outside the arts ever beld such a creature in their midst 

‘Carmine's face was now buried ina linen napkin. His opulent head of hair flowed over his 
hands like something woven by Rumpelstitskin, Florence moved her chair closer and Alfred rose and 
‘moved to a chair on the other side of him. They both enfolded him in their embrace, assuring him he 
hhad eamed a quiet two weeks at Gaywyck. They both took him into their heats forever. 

By the time Father Tom and Placidia Foster arived, the crisis was passed. It was decided 
Carmine would not be going into Gotham for two weeks. He was beaming a bliss the Gages were 
reflecting back at him. The priest greeted him with a huge smile and a very hearty hug; his openness 
and scale recalled Stefano Gruppo. Carmine was immediately at home with hien, 

Placidia's outspoken disappointment at not seeing Freddie endeared her to him as did her telling 
hhim how much and why she admired his work: "Stillness is very important, Mister Paradiso, isnt it” 


‘She told him she thought his "moon dance” in Prisoner of Love one of the most ravi 


ig things she 
hhad ever seem in her life. 
Alfred Gage asked how she could possibly have seen it? She admitted withthe most charming 


guttural laugh, the counterpoint to Freddie's tones, that she was writing film criticism anonymously for 


CHILDREN OF PARADISE/462. 
ther husband's journal: "Mister Rose admired one of my pieces and invited me to a screening last week, 
1'm giving you a rave, Mister Paradiso, such a rave it may make you blush, though now that I think 
bout it you have probably been so raved-over you take it all in stride now!" Carmine assured her most 
crities did nothing but rave over Paradiso mostly for being beautiful and a good dancer. Someone who 
‘saw the importance of stillness in cinema acting was someone whose praise could only honor Carmine, 

‘She rushed on to congratulate Alfred over the tumaround at Tammany Hall in the previous 
lection. It had been a rout! The problem now was how the get the city to run as efficiently withowr the 
corruption! She and Father Tom voiced concer for Chris House with Robert's resigning to devote 
himself full-time to his photography. At one point she gazed at Carmine from across the table, grew 
pensive, and said to Florence he was definitely the only man as angelically beautiful as Vadtiel 

"Oh! Mrs, Foster, Vadtrel Vail is my precious friend, also. How do you know him?" 

"Vadriel and | were married, Mister Paradiso.” 

"Yes, Carmine," Florence bravely interjected: “It was Placide who helped me understand your 
love for Freddie. It was she and Father Tom who untangled the mess I made of things." 

"The mess she made with my help, son. We are both in this together.” 


"And now we are all tangled in the un-mess together, Papa and Mama Gage!" 


‘After lunch, everyone went back to the patio. Placidia asked questions about Carmine's training, 
curious how he could learn the moon dance so quickly fora role in a movie: "Your being the son of the 
King of Italy, I mean, how did you find the time, your highness, atthe court in Naples?" They laughed 
‘merrily together. She asked if she could jot down some notes as he spoke of Yakov and Maestro 


Gruppo fora follow-up piece to her review. 


"Ah, so now Papa Gage has me to sing for my lunch, ch?” 
"Do you mind, really, Mister Paradiso. Ifyou do" 


"No, no! Lam happy to talk serious about my work. Please call me Carmine.” 
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"May 1? Thank you, Carmine. And you must call me Placide. All of my friends call me Placide. 
‘You know I think the movies are capable of great things. I read where Griffith thinks $0, too. I think 
they truly speak to the modem experience and a good critic's job will be to transmit this to the broader 
culture, I've come to think of the moving-picture camera as spiritual technology. I links the magic of 
artistic ereation to scientific knowledge! Griffith and Tourncur have distinctive visions going beyond 
the escapism offered by horses falling through" 

" Aght™ Florence moaned clutching her breast as though stabbed. 

Placidia laughed along with everyone else. "No! Don't get me wrong, Florrie! Hove Tess! Lam 
‘grateful Ihave a young daughter who is willing to pretend I am taking her to the serials and that it was 
she who took us to see The Chase more times than I care to admit? The first close-up of you, Carmine, 
is a turning-point in my life! The haunting texture of it seemed to come out of nowhere! It was Robert 
the work of Monsicur Laurent. He told me he 


‘who told me atthe opening of his photo exhibit how 


is now doing similar special effect ‘heads’ for Biograph and Rose Pictures. Will you be going out to 


California, soon, Alfred" 


"It looks as if the entre gang of us picture picture will be following the sun quite soon.” 


"L certainly hope so!” Father Tom exclaimed. “Til be out there waiting for you guys!" 
"When are leaving, Father? Has a date been set?" 


"Oh yes! [take up my duties in Los Angeles in three weeks. I'l get the town into ship-shape 


order for you. I hear itis nor going to be easy. If you guys think Tammany played rough, just you wai 
Ie going tobe interesting, ean tell you that much!” 

“The stories coming out of Los Angeles were worthy of a movie serial. The City of Angels 
scemed home to those desperadoes banished from Milton's Paradise. It was sill the Wild West, There 
‘was even a report Captain Michael O'Shaughnessy and his cronies were currently employed by the Los 


Angeles Police Department. New Yorkers were making noises about extraditing them as if they were in 
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«foreign country. By te time Carmine mounted his horse, he had a different impression of one Dicky 
Dugan whose story has been related to put O'Shaughnessy in context. 

‘Again, dinner was a quiet affair at Gaywyek. The two older men were exhausted. They had 
played together inthe sea, sunned on the jetty, talked of Miss Jessie and of Placidia Foster, Carmine 
‘wanted to know everything about Placide. Completely relaxed, he was docile and tactile, reveling like 
4 puppy in their attentions. A sudden and intense summer shower without lightening or thunder had 
bathed them of sea water and on is insistence they went to the mud flats, Neither Donough nor 
Armand could remember when they last went “flopping.” The sight of his two big companions encased 
in mud, cavorting with wild mirth made him shout with oy! 


He 


edn being taken ito the kitchen to meet Mister O'Sbay, the chet He asked Brian it 
he might be allowed to have is solo meals at their large wooden table with them. They could not have 
bon more plese Their talk was interrupsd by Ambrose announcing a telephone eal from Robert for 
Carmine 11 was the requested rept on the rushes. The day had not been much fun. (Crmine gruned 


‘in understanding.) The balloon was not cooperative. The winds were not cooperative. The sun was not 


cooperative The villain was so si rom having fallen ofF the mountain he ha! tobe assisted into the 
talloon's gondola where he promptly got air sick withthe thing sil tethered ots base! Sally Burke 
‘was an angel, She took the villain's throwing up on her in stride saying worse things had been dumped 
on her in her citcus days 

‘The professional balloonists finally got the thing air-borne. Carmine's instructions were spot on: 
[lee wore the ea-skn gloves he was given and was able to cml up the rope arm-over-arm (not 
handover-hand) as taught. He grasped the rope before it ifted off the ground ignoring Kril's directions 
‘because it did indeed wag like a huge tail when the balloon rose (now too vigorously for everyone's 
00d), and Alec would never have been abe to leap frit. However, the villain was tossed ou ofthe 


‘gondola during the fight inspiring a new ending to this episode. And, no, the plummeting actor was not 
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killed only badly shaken with an ankle sprained (somehow); fortunately his work was finished and the 
shot was perfect: his splash was lit by a blaze of sunlight! 
"Alec looks divine!” Robert crowed. “Krill loves the new make-up! Is Donnie there, please?" 
Donough took the phone. He grinned with pleasure over Rober’ response to his poem, He 
‘winked at Armand, who said he had to go home immediately to await his own telephone call. He raced 


‘out of the room ws 


ing and laughing: "Ciao! Ciao!” 

‘They hung up the mouthpiece only to have the phone ring again, It was Freddie wanting to talk 
‘with Carmine to tell him how much he missed him and how eager he was to see him the next evening. 
‘Taio had prepared their room and the whole house was in readiness. "What time--" 

"L change like the moon. lam not ready forthe city house, Fred. Iam to stay kaput..here." 

‘There was a deep silence. Then, Freddie burst into tears. 

Glancing up at Donough through his crumpled eyebrows witha crinkled smile, Carmine 
shrugged and whispered: "He is like me all day: weeping...weeping. Maybe I will" 

Donough shook his head. "Stand firm!™ 

"Fred? Fred! Lam standing here firm! C'est fou, C'é una pizzia! Crazy, Freddums!” 

"Eroddums?” Freddie asked through his tears. "Did you meet Placide today at The Elms?” 

"Yes, and [love her. And I love Father Tom. We wil be with him in Los Angeles soon!” 

"You and Placid in Los Angeles?” 

"Yes, we are running away together abandoning you. Is that not what you think? Or better, 1 
will run away with Papa Gage, Fred! He is dream sex like Armand is to me and Donnie is to you!” 

Donough raised his eyebrows. He turned to leave the room. Carmine grabbed his hand and 
‘winked at him as Donough had just winked at Armand. Donough stood firm. 

‘There was a stunned silence atthe other end ofthe phone. 


"You want to run away with my father?” 
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"Lam famoso for liaisons with fathers and sons, Fred. Did no persons tell you? No? Now you 
know. Papa Gage is staying out here all week also, We will swim in your pool without togs many 
times. And Baltasaro will be joining in the fun, also. You know how much he loves pools.” 

‘There was a deeper stunned silence. Then, there was a roar of laughter. 

Carmine looked at Donough and rolled his eyes in imitation of Robert imitating Lily Mars, 

"Okay, baby," Freddie said somewhat mollfied. “I get it. You've got great taste in men but Papa 
Gage is otherwise engaged. You sure you won't be too lonely out there alone?” 

"Lam not alone! Brian is here. Margaret is here. Ambrose is here. Cael is here, The ghosts of 


Christmas Past from the English picture are here with Dickens who is waiting for me to read him, And 


| will rest in solitude the way Yakov and Maestro and Thérése and Racine and Comeille and 
‘Shakespeare and Beaumarchais taught me inthe pharmacy. Capeche? Understand, my city boy?" 

"Not I don’t understand! Those are too many people for me to be jealous of, hon.” 

"From Shakespeare I know jealousy is a tragic flaw, Fred. 1am not flattered by jealous persons. 
It means Tam not trusted to love and if there is one thing I know how to do, itis how to love you." 

"1 stand corrected.” 

"And I stand firm. You will be herein Gaywyck next weekend?” 

"Yes, unless some other emengeney arses.” 

"Okay. Goodbye. Caio! Caio! Au revoir! Sayonara!” 

He hung up. With aloud sigh, he tumed and leaned against Donough who took him in his arms. 

"Loving persons is very exhausting, Donnie." 

"People, Carmine. Loving people is very exhausting. But worth it don't you think?" 

"Si... hold him dear as precious eyesight. I can fall down now from being so tired. I dd 
utter a brace of English words today! I am so tired I cannot even have dream sex with Papa Gage.” 


His week alone passed quickly. The collection of books inthe library was vast, seemingly as 
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‘vast and varied as the environs surrounding Gaywyck. His mornings were spent doing his exercises and 
going for long swims. His afternoons were spent exploring. One astonishing spot had him returning 
‘again and again at dusk: it was a secluded pond with scarlet watellies, red as bloods; the petals closed 
at nightfall, Brian told him they came from an oasis at Ammon brought as a gift to Donough’s dead 
‘win brother, a budding botanist, by their father who helped finance the Hejez railroad linking 
Damascus to Medina, They bloomed only in Summer. He said their appearance each year revived 
terrible memories: "That place is haunted. Stay clear of it," he warmed." Donough's tried to destroy them 
several times. They refuse to die. They/re evil looking things. Evil as Cormac will always be..." 


Carmine's evenings were spent reading and writing letters to Thérése and Higekuro and Yorigi 


‘and Yakov and Bella Maria and Freddie. He opened a correspondence with Nazimova whom, he 
Jearned from Robert, had studied in Moscow with Stanislavsky and Meyerhold; it was they who told 


her to snag Gatino for her new production of Ghosts: He learned the play in Engl 


in the hammock, 


Krill wt his lariat, Donough with his dead eyes and groping hands appeared in C 


mine's 
nightmare nightly. He awoke shouting. He calmed himself by hugging Cael and reminding himself he 
‘was safe at Gaywyek. However, Higekuro taught him to heed dreams; dreams never lied: dreams gave 
‘warnings of danger. Carmine recited aloud: “There are more things in heaven and earth, Horatio, than 
‘are dreamt of in our philosophy.” 

‘The fifth night a nightingale awoke 


His dream body was painted with red Sanskrit 

characters he knew was a prayer to Buddha freeing him from a dangerous spell; they floated on him 

like red waterlilis on the surface of til pnd, The bird's song enchanted, foreing him out of bed and 

covert the window where he pulled apart the drapes to peer up atthe fll moon. It was brighter than he 

had ever seen it. He stood transfixed by the pulsing exotic spectral presence in the star-embellished sky. 
“Oh, if only you could talk "he whispered into the moon’ face imitating Robert. 


‘The night was warm. The window was open. The sobbing of the sea called him and Cael out to 


CHILDREN OF PARADISE/468 
the landing. The constellations were huge and close. He imagined lifting one ofthe giant elms into the 
sir and rearranging the stars with it. The nightingale assured him the earth was wider awake than he, It 
‘only looked dissolved into the dream-seape ofa platinum haze. The glistering surface ofthe sea moved 
1s ifbreathing ina deep, bewitched sleep. On the strand, a doe loitered inthe surf, 

Suddenly a sot breeze caressed him firmly. warm asa bold, human hand. Higekuro told him 
hhow on such a perfect moonstruck night a living spirit could fly off, seduced by an unquiet soul seeking 
solace or mischief, Was a sul inthe guise of this breeze caressing his body? A line of moonlight made 
‘4 dew-struck path down tothe beach. Before his spirit took Might, he decided to take it himself fora 
swim obeying the summons of the unseen nightingale 

Not bothering to grab a robe, down the stairs he scurried led by Cael and the songbind. The 
breeze was more insistent now, hastening him along toa rendezvous. Cael ran ahead excitedly, 

‘Ahead, on the boulder, a monolithic Donough Gaylont stood facing the sea. Naked, he looked 
‘up atthe moon. He turned to look atthe house. Carmine glanced over his shoulder in time to see the 


‘moon in its flight reach the exact center of the vast oval window. Its light fragmented into zig-zagging, 


shards resembling miniature lightening bolts. Forming a ring around the reflected moon, it slowly rose 
from the surface ofthe glass: a Nloating cirele of fie hung suspended over Carmine's head. 

‘The circle began to move out to sca, Following an inner command, Carmine scooped the 
purring Cael into his arms. The bird sang. He watched Donough Gaylord smile tenderly, give him and 
Cacl a salute, and vanish into a flood of moonlight and birdsong in the grip of the lariat of fie, 

‘At dawn, with Cael snoring by his side, Carmine awoke in his bed filled with joy. 

(CHAPTER FIFTEEN 
Higekuro lay immobile in the Summer palace at Kyoto. He lay ina sleep from which he could not be 


awakened. The day was blisteringly hot, the court in retreat. The priests were chanting sutras, There 
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‘was no telling how long he would be traveling on his spiritual erand his night journey. 

‘Complaining ofthe heat several hours before, Higekuro went to bathe. He had been inthe 
palace screening room were Gatino danced with the moon tinted print of Prisoner of Love having 
been smuggled out ofthe Paris Pathé lab for him at enormous expense. (Every one of Gatino' films 
‘was inthe palace collection.) In his private bathing quarters, Higekur stripped, was doused with cool 
rainwater by his attendant, athered withthe lavender and peony soap he favored, rinsed in ced 
rainwater, then assisted into the large wooden tub of steaming rainwater where he was lft 1 soak. 

‘A ightingae sang inthe garden outside the room, I sang with such intensity he rose from his 
rest to look out the high window. Surely the messenger of the goddess ofthe full moon was there fora 


reason: no bird in its right mind would be making such an effort to grab his attention in this heat, 
Indeed, there the bird sat on the ledge ofthe high window singing directly into his startled face. 
Higekuro opened his mouth. He grunted: "Huh!" 
“The bird flew in the window on the gust of his warm breath filling the room with a soft golden 
light. Higekuro felt a sadness in the pulsing light: It was dimmer than fireflies yet it gave the room a 


heart-wrenching glow. The bird fluttered around immersed in it, not sacrificin 


note to sustain the 
certatc light It landed on a beam above the tub and shat into the tub’ still water 

Glancing down to see the defilement, Higekuro grunted again: “Huh!” 

“The light grew brighter. The white droplet diated opening like a piece of origami to form a full 
‘moon, The water in the tub darkened, swelling in imitation ofthe night sea. 

‘The bird shat again. The second droplet landed in the center of the floating moon creating 
shards of light resembling miniature lightening bolts. The mooa reformed around his legs cicled by a 


white ring. Standing, Higekuro grew light-headed with love for his Gatino. 


“Huh!” he exclaimed a third and final time. The bird sang a long, unbroken trill of enchantment. 


‘The ring rose up his body toward the bird overhead. He had the distinct sense of being compressed out 
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‘of consciousness by his bright lariat of love. 

His attendant found him seemingly asleep in his tub. Unable to wake him, he went in search of 
‘YOgiri in esidence with his new wife, Lady Wakasa, the First Princess of another oyal line. Though 
an arranged marriage, YOgiri was happy: the union brought him tremendous prestige, he quite liked the 
‘young woman, and the sex was excellent, He was not free of his love for Gatino, Each time he saw one 
of his movies, YOgiri felt possessed by a ghost. To see him dancing with the moon sent ripples of joy 


and love and piercing sorrow through his entire being. He was not surprised to sce his pale, trembling 


Higekuro was not removed from the bath until the archdeacon of 


thers favorite Kyoto 
temple arrived. The man was apprised of Higehuro’s boundless love for Gatino for whom he prayed on 
assignment from the prince. In his heart of hearts he shared the love. Who could not? 

Sill reeling from the image of the fool-forlove Pierrot dancing with the moon, the archbishop 
‘was soon in the bathing room where an army of priests wept for a presence they could feel and not se. 
‘The mystery was solved by the archbishop once he glanced into the tub and saw what he alone could 
see: the full-moon’s ringed image was in the rising and falling bathwater surrounding (and protecting) 
the body of Higekuro, The archbishop announced the princely lover was carried across the bridge of 
dreams on an errand of mercy. "He is on a night joumey,” the holy man assured everyone, "We will die 
if we don't get out of this steaming, suffocating, overcrowded room immediately!" 

‘The source of the bird shit floating in the water was unnecessarily explained to the archbishop 
by the overexcited attendant. He recalled the most tiresome, oud nightingale behaving as if it were in 


the cool of 


rather than in the heat of a heinously hot day. “Huh!” the archbishop said in agreement 
instantly regretting his word. He glanced around to see ifthe light in the room was altered by a portion 
of his exhaled spirit. The power of the full-moon goddess in the form of a nightingale was able to linger 


long after her manifestation was gone. "His highness the prince has gone to where itis night," he gently 
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explained to everyone while shooing them out ofthe room: "He is where the sea is to host the full- 


‘moon goddess. It is where a sorrowful visiting spirit nceds his love-saturated assistance. Move it 
Hiigekuro was dried, dusted with his favorite fragrance—the same scent enveloping his Gatino— 
‘and put to bed. The white temple cat was discovered waiting for him inthe bed. Everyone was in ters, 


‘There could be no more auspicious omen ofa safe return from a questing joumey over the bridge of 


«dreams, The archbishop got an eye lock on his not very affectionate cat. Ina former lf, the spirit was 
probably a bind catcher who in ror killed a nightingale. He told it to get to work, 

‘The summoned medium (an ancient cron) saw Giatino wearing Sanskrit characters and 
‘moonlight, transparent as Higekuro's gift the gossamer robe, He was not in harm's way, The temple 
cat ad a kindred spirit to guide the Feline human who danced with the moon. The Goddess was in 
attendance on her devotee, and Higekuro's questing spirit was the boy’s guardian forall etemity. A ring 
‘of sacred moon-glow was to comfort Gaywyck's Unquiet, Raging Soul now haunting Gatino's dreams, 

“The unquiet soul of Cormac Gaylord, Donough’ twin, spoke through the medium. It told of Its 
violent death. It sobbed out Its pain through the medium. The priests raised their chanting toa roar. 
Calmed and reassured by the song of the nightingale, the Unquict Soul smiled with relief at Carmine. It 
{old the priests through the medium It intended no harm. It was often recalled to Paradise o bathe in 
the purifying love of his brothers. Well, maybe It intended a itl harm. Its tustfal rage was dim, Not 
gone, sometimes fervent, still needing to be burned away, dispersed into the stars’ eternal dust 

‘Cormac’s spirit was suddenly distracted by the reflected moon atthe center of Gaywyck's oval 
‘window. The light fragmented on the plas into zig-zagging shard resembling miniature lightening 
bolts. They formed a ring around the reflected moon and slowly rose from the surface of the glass. A 
‘oating circle of fire hung suspended over Carmine's head. The medium assured the Unquiet Sout: this 
halo of cold fire was a cooling balm, a lariat of moon-glow, an offering of etemal peace from the moon 


‘goddess, It barked atthe ring in welcome for this was the way his human body always laughed. 
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Saluting Carmine and Cael in gratitude, the Unquiet Soul grew Quiet. The ring of moon-glow 
enveloped It, assuaged Its rage, compressed It to ctemal rest in the heart of the milky way. Sighing with 
pleasure, It vanished into the bird song. A warm whispering breeze lovingly caressed Carmine's body. 
He was guided him back to his bed by Hikeguro not knowing where he was or where he was going 

‘Carmine awoke with the spasms of a wet dream in which he danced in his gossamer robe for 
Higekuro who was plucking the strings of his koto while plucking Gatino's foreskin. Cael was, 
kneading his pectoral muscles, purring loudly with his eyes glowing bright as two moons inthe dark, 

Higekuro awoke with spasms of blinding joy. The temple eat sat purring on his chest basking in 
the applause of the roomful of priests. The prince sighed and thought: 

“He wished to go, but blind with rage, was helpless. 
His spirit watches now over a house ofjoy.” 


Alfred Gage was angry with Norman Rose, He satin the Rose Studio Production office looki 


atthe 


newest photos Robert Gaylord had taken of Lily Mars. They were, in his partner's word, “tabu.” The 
actress made the appellation "Star" her own. "She shines, Norman!” he muttered. "What the fuck were 
you thinking, Norman’? She's gorgeous! And she's firs rate, oo! You know this as well as 1!" 

"Don't rub it in, Aled, please? I'm plorzimg with grief, Alfred, | really am!" 

"A lotta good your ploczing will do us, Norman.” Alfred opened a portfoio of Robert's portraits 
‘of Mary May Mills and shook his head. “I do not understand why the public is paying to see this fake, 
Her we own! The other we merely plot: over. From now on, Armand will handle all contract 
negotiations. Monument got her fora song, a damn song. Not ever a whole song, Norman. They got her 
for the bridge ofa song! I's a crime what they're charging for her on loan, you know?" 

"Lthought she loved me. We're a family here. I treated her like my own daughter. They'te 


asking ten times her salary for a loan-out. The stupid bitch won't see a nickel oftheir profit. Pretty 
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shrewd, eh? I wonder what we can get for Paradiso, Alfred? I wonder..just kidding, Alfred, just 
idling, babe!” 
“I should make you stay here more often on your own, Carmine,” Donough Gaylord sid as they 
walked on the beach at Gaywyck the next Friday night. Visiting the blood-red watedilis, they found 
them dead. "Gaywyek has never felt as welcoming a it does tonight. To use Alexander Pope's phrase, 
‘nature to advantage dress." The fal of light isa state of grace!” 

For Donough, his home always existed inthe twit region of ghosts, of Freud's unhelmtich, the 
uncanny." reality, nothing new or foreign, but something familar and ok-established in the mind 


estranged only by the process of repression.” His grandfather served in Florida's Se 


Ne War"It was. 
‘ratklling war." In New York, he built a consortium of investors who owned the state legislature in 
1859; with forged signatures of tribal members, they broke the Shinnccock Indians’ 1,000 year lease on 
3,600 acres in the Shinnecock Hills reducing it to 800 acres, and disenfranchising the tribe as a 
sovereign entity. Fortunes were made, Gaywyck was created on the stolen land. 


"Our Foundation is wor 


ing to restore the rights of our neighbors, Carmine, to have them 
recognized as a sovereign nation with all the benefits attached tothe status. Each year we attend their 
‘annual pow-wow as honored guests, Robbie jokes we and our ‘band of brothers’ have returned the land 
to another ‘ribal collective’ one also in need of rights.” He grinned, missing Robert as deeply as the 
sight of the sea stirred his soul. "Tonight my stewardship here seems less burdened by the past 
somehow. What magic rites have you performed, my Ariel?” 

"Nothing unregular, Donnie. I do discover much happiness here! I am how the Irish persons say 
it: Lam so happy at our Gaywyck Paradise with all of my brothers, 1am over the moon!" 


"Why'd ya do it, Lil?™ 
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"Oitm a suceah fer a kind woid, Bobby.” 

"This isa terrible contract. You should have come to us before you signed it. Army would have 
vetted it for you. You're now Monument’ indentured servant for the next ten years.” 

"Shit! Oi got goddama pissed at Normy, ya know? Jeezus H. Kah-ryst, Bob! He coukd'a done 
his Jewish Papa bit an’ jis said no. 1 assed fera small contract. Right? Whut's da big deal? So he says: 
"Go soak ya head, cunt 

"Norman Rose called you a" 

"Nah, Bobby! Not “acly in dhem woids. But ya know wud Oi'm sayin’, He says ta me, he says: 
"Ya ain't ready fab’ a contract, baby. He says ta me he says, ya bedda behave, Lil or yu'll be down dhat 
public tert ridin’ a turd, Not zacly in dhem woids neider, He says he hoid I was easy lay and dhat 
shade o'flash-blulb limelight ain't good fah a girs complexion in dhe picture biz, He was Ogre Dad! 
Lamby-pie tole me I'm dee-vine, Bobby, He says he's givin’ me whut Mary May gets.” 


"Yeah, Lil. He's giving you what she's geting mow, but in perpetuity, Lil! 


"So? Whut’s dhat mean? 


"Itmeans forever, Lilt Well, forthe next ten years, but with a big talent like you, isa forever!" 

"Ya tellin’ me Lamby-pie's a perp, right?” 

Robert laughed. "Yes! Hel be lending you out whenever it suits him to other studios for ten 
times what he's paying you, Lil, and you won't get a glimmer ofthe gold.” 

""Whut's a goil ta do?” She grew pensive. “So, I didn't do good, huh? Hey! Listen! Dhat 'm 
‘wavin’ a movie contract i a miracle. Don't let’ ask fah da moon, fella. O7m gonna be a Big Star!" 


Lamb assured her she would never get decent roles at Rose Pictures. They had Mary May 


to push and Paradiso to pay vast sums of money for each picture. At Monument, Lily Mars would be 
the one-and-only Star for now. And now meant Califomia. They were leaving the next week. 


"Rose Pictures will be going out this Winter.” Robert revealed. "They could go to Florida until, 
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the C-S Studio deat is wrapped, but it makes more sense for them to just make the big move and buy 
‘some more land for the studio. It’s only fifty-bucks an acre. Alffed's agent is shopping around. Tess 
shows no sign of slowing down at the box office. They need a year-round venue if only for itt" 

"Lamy-pie says ll be a Big Star by nex-Winna, Bobby!” 

"Ya know, Lily Mars, Lambguts probably right? God-damn the pig-shit ereep!" 

Lilly laughed, ewirled around in a circle. She hugged him tight. "Let's go celebrate me bein’ a 
Movie Star! Let's go dancin’! 

Now York was dancing mad, The current tango craze at the afternoon Ths ansants was most 


enjoyed by Robert and Lily at Maxime’s Restaurant-Cabaret on 38th Street and Broadway. There the 


legant owner Julius Keller, one of Lily's biggest fans, had fine food served by finer-looking young 
‘men decked out as footmen to Louis XIV in powdered wigs and white dancing tights with very short 
jackets, The finest looking, temperature rising, young men were Latino dancers for hire, taxi dancers,” 
hired by the unescorted respectable ladies fora brie ride, or for private socal-dancing lessons upstairs 
of for other social services off-site as well. 

Senior Rodolpho (Guglielmis) from Castllanct, Italy, was undeniably the best in every 
category and the one chosen by Lily and Rober for private lessons a a couple and as individuals. Soon 
‘both students were comfortable with the skillful stepping and the erotic charge of the tango. Their 
teacher was the antithesis ofa "lounge lizard,” the sobriquet attached by the moralist othe covey of 
“ark-skinned" seductive men teaching the Argentinian dance necessitating body conaet between 
‘White middle-class society women and those “tango pirates” whose hero was Paradiso. Rodolpho was 
severely handsome with courtly manners, exceptional suavity and élan. He confessed to his two 
students how commonplace it was for him to be compared to Paradiso: “To them all us Italians look 
alike." He also told them how despised the famous ator was by the husbands and brothers and 


boyfriends of his other students who had increased ten-fold upon the release of 4 Blank Check. 
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Lily's broadcast delight in Roberts skills onthe dance floor brought his friends to watch them at 
Maxime's ake lessons from the gifted Rodolpho, and on a dare from her have Keller successfully set 
Robert up as a taxi dancer fora single afternoon with slicked hair and an olive complexion created by 
Carmine, Donough perfected his tango leading him at home-"My darling Lizzie! (Lily shortened 
Lounge Lizard; the nickname stuck in avery private, small circle.) 

Senior Rodolpho posed for Robert's New York Men Portfolio. He made a much-admired Figure 
Four. When he reinvented himself asa vaudeville ballroom dancer and shared the bill wth Sophie 
“Tucker a the Palace in Times Square, Robert formed a theater party and cheered him loudly. Taking a 
leaf from Paradiso's book, he renamed himself "Valentino," anglicizing his name to Rudolph, Robert 
introduced 


to Norman Rose. A test was made with Lily Mars the day before she let for California, 


He was signed to film contract and put on the shelf safe from Rose Studio competitors. Denied work, 


the was forced to keep dancing on the vaudeville circuit, a pawn in reserve to check-mate Paradiso, 


Victor Krill was astounded by the rushes of the hot-air balloon sequence. Benoit’s camera work rivaled 


‘what Bitzer would have done on the beach. The stupid villain's throwing up was easily cut; his falling 


‘out of the gondola was a god-send Krill could never have gotten an actor not Gatino to do, Now it 
looked as if Alec Hall was taking tiny steps in his direction. 

His new face on sereen was electrifying. He notified Krill ofthe changes; the haircut would 
wait for the next episode, naturally. Krill perceived the change went deeper than make-up. The actor 
‘moved differently. Running down the beach to grab the tailing rope, he looked more airborne than the 


hot-air balloon! His confidence commanded the camera's admiration at key moments, not simply 


acquiescing to its demands as usual Sally Burke now had a player to challenge her, 
{twas he who insisted Norman hire the kid away from Biograph. He argued fuitlessly to bind 


him by contract; now thanks tothe Lily Mars debacle, Armand had signed him for seven years with, in 
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Krill’ estimation, a too-liberal annual salary escalation clause. Egged-on by her maniacal mother, the 
Pickford girl was causing chaos with her astronomical demands. The Ogre Mama already announced 
she and Mary May were going to Monument if Rose Pictures didn't divvy up the profits in the Pickford 
‘manner, Not that Krill would miss Mary May Mills. 

‘The girl was a nightmare. Her talent was severely limited. Worst of all, her eyes were dead! 

‘The Pickford girl did the same unsubtle child-woman thing over and over and over. It sold like nothing 
clse currently on the sereen except Gatino, Mary May did the same thing over and over and over and it 
‘almost worked if he worked himself and her to near exhaustion, This meant an inordinate amount of 
rehearsal time, This meant an inordinate amount of time spent with the rather frightening girl 


‘Ould for him to admit: the giel did fFighten him. He should never have let her out of his s 


with bragging Grover. He should never have flirted with her and let her think he fancied her, but it was 


00d for his image and the movie mags took the hin. I was a terrible, terrible mistake, possibly one of 
the worst mistakes of his life, The gil was now obsessed with him and calling it Love. 

She literally was driving him mad with her attentions, al furtive since (thankfully) Mama never 
let her out of her clutches. She was Forbidden to go to partes where the Vatican-banned tango might be 


danced. A whiff of party-grl persona could tamish the ". 


ign” routine, definitely worth burishing. It 
‘was the gimmick packing the houses around the country for her pictures. However, the isolation made 
her even more childish and ignorant in the ways ofthe adult world. t made her desperate for male 
company, a need he alone as her director was allowed to supply by Mrs. Mills 

Several "love" letters a day were slipped to him! They were rubbish, babble laced with poems 
copied out of dreadful, sentimental anthologies. She was not stupid. To raise the standards of her 
reading and put some light in her eyes, he gave her a book by Browning. She tok the book asa sign of 
affection. (*Naturlly! How could Ibe so stupid!) She tucked the scented missves in his pockets 


clandestinely, in his lunch pail, in his mail slot atthe studio. Close together rehearsing a scene, she 
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‘mauled him: He had to pull her fingers off the buttons of is fly or out of his crotch before she 
squeezed his genitals tothe point of pain. Her idca of vamping like Theda Bara was to playfully fling 
herself in his lap grinding her but as if putting out a cigarette. She was a total nightmare 

‘One moming, she stuck a hairpin in his hand to get his attention on the set. He conceded she 
‘was sometimes mad, her boundaries porous. OF course, their love scenes breached any she might have 
hhad with him, Her lunacy actually made her more interesting on sereen, It passed for spontaneity. He 
‘was learning how to use it. If he spoke softly to her with the camera rolling her eyes lit up! 

His only hope was Norman Rose refusing to meet her mother's demands. Mary May would then 
exit Kril's domain, Or her popularity fading as she grew older, though the Pickford girl was still 
playing moppets and the public could not get enough of her crooked grin and “adorable” mugging. 
Unfortunately, Mary May's fice was not the type to age in front of the lens from nineteen to forty 
‘ovemight, Who knew anything? The camera had a mind of its own. Word on the street had Bitzer 
arinding lenses to deflect light and halt the onset of premature middle-age for Gish, 

‘The one thing he did know for certain was he was going to give as much work as possible to 
‘Alec Hall. The other great surprise on the beach with the hot-air balloon was the splendid Maurice 
Hall! Krill loved blonds, especially big, well-built, handsome blonds like Maurice Hall and Fred Gage. 
‘The only business person he ever met was Armand de Guise, who was in a class by himself, though 
Afted Gage was no slouch if one liked older men and Krill liked older men very much. It was the Hall 
Boys, as Krill now thought of them frame by frame by frame, sixteen per second. 

Fred Gage stood looking out the broad window of Norman Rose's empty uptown office. A ghastly heat 
‘wave was newly broken; 42nd Street below was crammed with busy people moving so quickly they 
{formed a blur of color. He was stuck in town again over the weekend due to Krill's busy shooting, 


schedule to complete another Tess action sequence in New Jersey. Fred could not complain, Krills 
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‘work was first-rate. No one worked harder. His requests for back-up support were always justified 
Robert's hot-air balloon pictures were in newspapers all over the country. Fred was using the evenings 
to work on the nearly finished frst draft of The Woman in White photoplay. 

ee was pleased with his professional life. His selling advertising space on their movie theater 
curtains was a corker! It was a big-ticket item on their weekly grosses sheet. His photoplay for the new 
Mills vehicle was a variation on the orphan and guardian love story. He was impressed by Krill's 
setting nuanced melodramatic performances out of her with her fair, underwater look enhanced by 
Benoit and Laurent working in tandem-~"If done right, people never see the ventriloquist for the doll!” 

He heard how difficult she was on the set; yet Krill with Mama's help, was able to patiently 
‘manage her troublesome-child routine: complaining of nausea, of feeling chilled or tired or bored or 
refusing to work without an ice eream with no supplier for miles around or insisting her bait be 
‘washed--a complicated process requiring two beauticians now permanently attached tothe erew. Fora 
his gifts it was unfortunate Krill often registered only what was nor done for him, 

In his hand was his photoplay for the new Paradiso feature, Saving Grace, with the exploding 
‘boat The plot was simple: Bad Boy (Gattino) eseapes gang by hiding ina Salvation Army meeting led 
bby Good Girl (Stella Howe) Missionary they fallin love. On a river outing with her "church," the boat 
is set on fire by the angry Gang Leader to teach Bad Boy a lesson, He becomes the hero of the day, 

Max Linder and Tourmeur and Raoul Walsh a training director, had countless ideas. Norman 
‘wanted rehearsals to begin immediately. Stella Howe was due in New York at the end ofthe week and 
Carmine had agreed to come in from Gaywyck to work with them, as well as starting rehearsals with 
[Nazimova for Ghosts after the Cristo premiere. Fred was grateful he was not responsible for working 
‘out the logistics. The great Russian actress and the great French movie director expected Gatino to be 
available to them all ofthe time even though both were apprised of each other's projects and had agreed 


to allow Gatino to do both play and movie. 
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"What's wrong, son?” Fred tured to watch his father enter the office. "You look like you're 
bout to jump out that window! Missing Carmine, I bet.” 

Fred nodded. Two large, showy tears slid down his cheeks. 

Alfred Gage smiled tenderly a his spoiled son. The change was beyond the father’s wildest 
imaginings, Yet, there was room for more. "Come st with me, son,” he said setting himself on 
"Norman's over-sized casting couch and patting the cushion beside him. "Come talk to your old-man." 

‘Obediently, Fred crossed the big room and flopped himself practically in his fathers lap, Alfred 
‘put his arm around his shoulders; Fred leaned back into the enveloping, comforting embrace, "I'm sick 
‘with longing for him, Pop! I's two whole weeks and Ife! like Tm gonna die!" 

"Die? Or explode, son?” 

Fred laughed. He and his father recently had a long, intense conversation about Fred's need for 
instant gratification. Alfred took full responsibility for this personality trait in his son, He regretted 
hhaving abdicated parenting lessons in self-control to Florence who thought denying Freddie anything a 
time, The talk had evolved to Fred's difficulties writing for an actor as erotically charged as Carmine, 
“It foils suspension of disbelief when the female characters dont respond to his Iynx-like gaze, Pop." 

Now in Saving Grace, Bad Boy is confused when Good Girl does not surrender to his charms as 
every other woman he knows has done. Fred made this rejection a part of Bad Boy's “awakening” toa 
different way of livin, to living without instant gratification, which was how Bad Boy got involved 
with the eriminals: quick, easy money and quick, easy sex. Determined to make up for lost time, 
Alfred pursued conversations to their conclusions often with delightful results often not 

‘On the previous Saturday night, Fred went to the YMCA to swim nude with the playful, 
stimulating immigrants. Maybe a frolic with his blond goombah to teach Carmine a lesson? "Love is 
only phenomena," he thought petulantly, "a contrivance of nature.” 


‘The minute he sauntered boldly into the “aquarium” stocked with choice, exotic, mermen, he 
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became a depraved interloper crudely displaying his “deprivation.” Chagrined, he jumped into the pool. 
Surfacing, he saw one of the owl-like elderly men with a ferociously hungry leer winked at him, lick 
‘out his tongue, and dive underwater latching onto Freddie with the force of a grouper feasting on an 
cel, Stunned over having provoked such a gross display amidst the joyous men playing happily 
together, Fred disengaged, pushed the head down to the bottom of the pool, and headed for the 
changing room followed by the excited "lecher." ("Look whose talking!" snapped Robert when told 
the story.) Freddie locked himself ina toilet stall until public decency forced the stalker to go search for 
other prey. Inthe context of his last conversation with his father, it was a humbling experience. 
Carmine told us how lonely he is without you, son,” Alfred said, tugging his son closer to him 
‘on the couch, "He said he as to master Oswald in English or he will not be able to make your Saving 


Grace atthe same time. He is only one person. He said his first 


ibidinal commitment’ must be to his 


‘work if he is going to be of any use to anyone, especially you. He is constantly coming out with things 
like libidinal commitment.’ I must say T've never met anyone so full of surprises.” 


"Did he say anything about One Lex, Pop? 


"He said he doesn’t care where he lives as long a i 


with you, son, Rose Pictures is relocating 
{to Califomia this Winter He is under exclusive contract to us. All our pictures will be made out there, 
‘We'll be constructing New York City on our lot. Armand has purchased another 200 acres in Los 
Angeles and a ranch with 400 acres inthe hills and ten acres in Malibu on the sea! We have every type 
of landscape necessary for any photoplay you can devise! Gatino's contract forbids stage work without 
permission, Norman agreed to Ghosts because we're in New York with Saving Grace and because 
"Nazimova's productions of Tbsen are acknowledged to be the best, much better than those staged by 
‘Mrs, Fisk. He thinks the prestige attached to it will be good for our reputation.” 

"Where will we live until we go to California, Pop? 


"Well, son, the Gaylords want you with them. You can have the entire top of their house. They 
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hhave made a full apartment for you, complete with akitchenete. But your mother and Ihave decided 
‘we want to go soe California together. lived there when was young and footloose, and when my 
nilroads were being constructed. Your mother and I think it would be fun to go out with Armand and 
\Vadricl and with Father Tom and his new bride this Autuma to suss out our property and to prepare 
the way forthe rest of Rose Pictures. This means our house willbe empty..nour house will be empty, 
son. It would make us both very happy o know you two were safely harbored there.” 
“How many mission types do you guys nocd?” Dicky Dugan asked on the beach at Gaywyck. 

"1 think Fede said around sixty," Robert surmised. "Atleast enough fill ferry." 

"How many guys and how many dolls?” 

“Well, arent the Salvation Army meetings usually heavy on the men?" 

"it depends 


‘heart went out to men trying to stay sober, and she figured one less stress was one less excuse to take a 


iss Jessie in her Sister Jessie drag used to cruise them for Trade, She said her 


drink, She found them very grateful for her concem and she often gave them Bibles to help keep them 
‘on the straight and narrow, s0 to speak. Sister Jessie /oved the Salvation Army. I went to meetings with 
ther mostly for the atmosphere. | always found them emotionally satisfying. | was never a Sister of 
Mercy. I preferred my Bath Night Bruisers. But, I can easily fill their ferry with rough types, hon.” 

Robert laughed with relief. "Max has been complaining about the actors auditioning for the 
roles of mission people. He says they aren't 'rough’ enough. Krill says make-up will do the trick, Both 
Max and Tourneur say the body language is all wrong.” 

"You're paying a fivera day, right?” 

"Yup. And it will bea few weeks work, Dicky. They'l be im the Mission, then on the dock, then 
‘on the boat, then in the water, swimming and reaching shore. Rehearsals will be laborious.” 


"Oh! That's important info, hon. Hard work and they have to swim.” 
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"Please," Armand requested, pausing in his wrestling match with Myshkin; Vadrie's dog was 
‘making a rare appearance at Gaywyck. "I think it would be a good idea, Dicky. Our insurance doesn't 
cover death by drowning inthe name of art made for profit illegally on public property.” 

"Why not get a permit?” Vadrie aske, joining in the wrestling match with Myshikin, 

"No such thing! We movie people are considered a ‘public nuisance Eventually the city will 
understand there's money to made by issuing permits. Now we have to blow up that ferry and get out of 
the river before we get arested. Kdcally, we won't leave any dcad bodies floating about!" 

"There will have to be strong persuading mea, too!” Carmine said, pleased to have Dicky 
talking in his presence even if wrapped in a huge towel 

"Persuading men Dicky repeated witha bright blush covering his unseen entire boy. 

"Yes si! Men to help cowards with lost nerve to jump into the river.” 

"Oh!" Robert exclaimed. "Bouncer types, Dicky!" 


uzzi, what is Bath Night Bruises, please?” 
[Norman Rose and Vietor Krill lived on the eleventh floor ofthe Hote! Majestic on 72nd Street and 
Broadway. The dav light was flooding the large bedroom. Krill was in the shower preparing to go.on 
location in New Jersey for Tess. Half-asleep, Rose listened in their bed tothe virile sounds ofa rich 
baritone voice singing a Russian hymn about redemption. The once familiar words caused his heart to 
swell with emotion; now Russian was spoken only for camouflage or during their lovemaking, where it 
‘was never soothing: wonderfully satisfying but never soothing. 

Yes, each was sill captured by the physical experience ofeach other in the few hours shared 
‘when not working, Neither man was monogamous, yet when they were held fas in each others arms a 
superb time was had by both. Lately, the superb times were superlative, and very frequent times. 


‘Working cighteen-hour days limited their opportunites for outside stimulation, Thanks to Krill, they 


CHILDREN OF PARADISE/484 
‘now had the finest outside stimulation righ in their own bedroom. 
‘The portable movie sereen glistened in the growing dawn light, At first, Rose was stunned 10 


learn of Kril's hobby. He was put the wiser because the director could not bear to hide his undeniable 


‘mastery ofthe cooch-film genre. “Its a special film I made for us, Naumky, a very special fim," Kril 
had announced in Russian the fist night he set up the seen, Indeed, to Naumky's astonished delight 
before his eyes two German sailors with all the myth-making attributes ofthe Teutonic ero, entered a 
small post office, arranged mail bags into a couch, slowly stripped cach other of ther uniforms while 
kissing fervently, and did what Naum and Krill began to do in tandem with the passionately-engaged 
and experienced actors.” 


‘Amused by Naumky’s enthusiasm, Krill told him this particular 


" wats the biggest seller of | 


their "Roman Circus 


ims." The company logo was the classic image from ancient Rome of a winged 
phallus. "We are selling three of this film to every other onc! Others are making coochies. We've 
‘cornered the market with these gladiator’ films.” 

"This is very dangerous business, darlink. What if the technicians-" 

"The technicians have similar tastes to us, Naumky. After we shot this, we all had a lovely orgy 
together!" He laughed his hoarse, dark chuckle. "Hans and Hubert were so revved-up they couldn't get 
‘enough, Everyone was made very happy! Besides, I pay triple-time. And I give my friend atthe lab a 
‘hundred dollars for every print ofthis he makes for us under the table.” 

"How much are we making on the prints?” 

"We sell them outright for five thousand dollars Jn cash. I deposit the money in a numbered 
account, This work we sold four. I will make another one soon with two Latin types. Black hair, you 
know. By the time the world gets satiated withthe light ones, they'll be famished for the dark ones!* 

"Nobody will ever tire of Hans and Hubert, darlink. Run it again for me, please?” 


"Say pretty please’ sweet-nuts. I run it slow this time. Make it last longer.” 


(CHILDREN OF PARADISE/485 

Now with Krill singing in the shower and the lovely, late-summer New-York light filling the 
room along with a blessedly cool breeze, a content Norman Rose fell into a much-needed doze fecling 
siddy, frisky, and careless, immersed in the sweet stench of life entirely in the present. 

He dreamed of Gatino and Rimbaud. He awoke surprised by how aroused he was by the dream 
after the previous nights strenuous couplings with a nearly insatiable Krill, The man’s potency verged 
‘on the demonic. Watching his near-rabid reactions to the flickering gladiator images made Rose feel 
Krill was insane, his brain lustinflamed beyond the point of physical gratification:"They made sex 
something to be performed, not felt." Only after Rose refused to let the director replay his movie forthe 
eighth time and brought him toa third climax without the picture show was Krill able o goto sleep. 

‘These disturbing (and exciting) memories were eclipsed by thoughts of Gatino, On the Vail 
Pier, Rose was surprised by his intense emotional response when Gatino appeared atthe top of the 
‘sangplank. He had fitful nights replaying over and over in his mind what had happened since 
discovering the actor in Berlin. He searched for clues as to how he could have behaved differently, 
‘wondering if there was something he could have said or done to keep the exquisite ereature in his bed 
in spite of Fred Gage. He knew he would never again feel the power he felt cach time he elevated the 
fabu Gatino to the heights ofthe world's greatest doré! 

"I must see his face in Bellini’s Saint-Theresa ecstasy once more! He belongs to me!" he 
‘whispered aloud to the movie sereen. The slushy feeling in his gut became a warm churning inthe pit 
‘of his stomach. "I doubt if the pishah Freddie Gage can do for him what I do..what I did! ! would kill 
to see them playing Hans and Hubert. Dream-on, sweet-nuts!” 

He stretched and threw off the light, ed coverlet. The fetid smells of his hairy self were quite 
impressive mingled as they were with the humdinger exeretions of Krill. As usual, the sheets needed 10 
be laundered. Krill was not as meticulous in his personal habits as Rose would like: he often oozed 


bodily fluids helte-skelter in the hurlyburty and the hurry-scurry no matter how scrupulously Rose 
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arranged towels on the bed 

Rising he went to the open window to survey his new empire. Manhattan was spread out below 
and beyond him lke lox ona bagel, looking as if it went to California! It moved him profoundly to 
think dhe Austrian Jew Mahler, one of his heroes~though a convert to Christianity for his workoten 
‘tod at this window taking inthe same view when he lived in this very apartment, tll would be living 
here probably had he not ded two-and-a-half years ago. 

‘The cacophony rising up from Broadway brought to mind Mahlc’s revolutionary orchestral 
idiom. The polyphonic grammar, a blend of familar fanfares and marches, rustic dances and waltzes, 
song tunes, and endless melodies in a new melodic syntax made Rose giddy. Mabler sad he discovered 
‘tin a country fair’ colliding noises barrel organs, swings, shooting booths, Punch and Judy show 
‘mixed with military bands, a male choir. Rose was determined to conceive movies from a similar blend 
cof images instead of sounds. He knew Mahler was right when he sid it was absurd to become 


submerged in the brutal whirlpool of life. "Everything must be overflowing, gushing forth conti 


aly. 
hhe told Robert while devastated by the vicious betrayal by his wife Alma with Walter Gropius who 
"mis-addressed to Mabler a love leter to her-"A great architect but one of history's great schmucks!" 

Rose was amused to discover he and the Gaylords and Vail and de Guise were at performances 
‘by Mahler of his symphonies and of his opera productions with Roller in Europe, They had all been 
present for Mahler's farewell in Vienna, had remained through the thirty curtain calls, cheering to the 
tend, Armand de Guise had diplomatic connections in Vienna and had brokered introductions, 
“Another of life's convergences! Happy coincidences just like in the movies!" 

Rose was fascinated to leam_5'3* Mahler moved like an imperious racehorse, allegrofurioso, 
and was, in fact, an athletic, muscular man who, when he was chief conductor for the New York 
‘Metropolitan Opera and in love with New York, spent long migraine-free weekends at Gaywyek: 


biking, and walking and swimming great distances and sunbathing nude with them all on the beach 
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often laughing uncontrollably. He once told Robert of earth's immeasurable surprise for him: 


"Wherever Iam, the longing for this blue sky, this sun, 


is pulsating activity oes with me” Rose felt 
the very same looking down and out over Manhattan. Mabler sounded like Sergei when he told Robert 
it was absurd to be untrue to oneself and to those higher things above oneself for even a single hour! 

Donough joined the Metropolitan Opera and Real Estate Company's board to unsuccessfully 
‘save Mahler's job from the onrush of Toscanini, He felt a deep affinity for the blend of austerity and 
sweet childlike wonderin the self-sonsumed composer who suffered greatly from the lack of 
enthusiasm for his work. "Gusta said we dream of fife ived according to love, ofthe difference we 
could make by loving or the difference being loved could make in us. Like his music, it summed us all 
up!” He treasured the great man’s words to him afew weeks before he died" am thitir fr life than 
ever before! How we live measures our own nature.” 

“The quote define the current state of Norman Rose. Discovering Males vacant apartment he 


wed a five-year lease beli 


it Fate, Standing aude in a flood of golden light, he felt as free asthe 


‘unhindered sun, and, for a few minutes, he stopped running Rose Studio in his head. 

‘Turning back into the room, he faced the blank movie sercen, Images danced in his head. "The 
imagination makes its own laws,” he muttered, scratching his genitals “The other great Austrian Jew 
Freud was damn clever, too, My Id thrones. My clever Krill and I will capture and bind my Gatino, my 
soul's gladiator, frame by frame by frame, 16 frames per second..." 

‘This same morning, Carmine awoke on the top floor ofthe Gaylord's home in Gramercy Park layered 
‘with delight and with his lovely Freddie snoring beside him. A cool breeze blew across the rumpled 
bed, Out from under the light green covert he slipped to view the newborn day. 

Inthe park below he saw Vadriel walking Myshkin. The frisky dog spent his life inthe country: 


the hated the city as much as he loved hs master. ("Robbie says dogs have masters, cats have staff 
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My skin hated the ea, hated the tran, hated the boat. On the way in the previous evening the dog 
yelped and yowled and slobbered until they were forced to the side ofthe road for him to finish his 
"unpleasant business. Carmine and Freddie decamped to the ear behind with his parents 

‘On the beach at Gaywyck, Armand and Vadrel had argued about taking the dog into the city. 
‘adie insisted Myshkin needed a change. "A change?” Armand had queried witha droll expression 
lighting his time-green eyes. "I promise you there will no change in his behavior in the ca.” 

1 promise Iwill walk him" 

"Ho! Ho! Ho! exclaimed Dicky Dugan. “That's ich!” 

"NotI promise! And I will clean after him no matter how he behaves, I sweat!” 

"Hot Ho! Ho! everyone sang in unison. 

"Bard it all ba-fore, mates!” 

""Turds the sizeof footballs inthe dining room to show his displeasure at being cooped-up?” 

"Yes! I swear, Dicky Dugan!” 

"Puddles of pissin our bathroom?” 

"Yes! I swear, Army! Hes only imitating us but his legs are too short for that gesture." 

"Oh, god! Okay! Okay! Plug the aqueous orbs, Vadel 
his townhouse with his seent. Why not? You kiss him almost as often and as passionately as you kiss 


think of it asthe annual marking of 


‘me. Speaking of kisses, I do not want him in our bed, understood? I'm the only one you kiss in bed.” 
"And lick, 100, I presume, master?” 
"In bed, yes, the only one you lick.” Armand echoed happily. 


"I should never have let you bring that beast here, Vay. Cael is demented. His fur is on fire." 


"Myshky only wants to play, Robbi 
"Ho! Ho! Ho!" 


"He wants Cael dead. He wants to kill him. He wants to break his neck and toss him over his 
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shoulder and dance merrily on his way. You are too nearsighted to see the expressions on his face, 
Vay." 

\Vadlie! nodded, chastened yet adamant. "I want to take him to the nice vet on 22nd Street and 
have him groomed and given really good check-up. Doctor Laran isa great one forthe horses and for 
the cows and the pigs but he thinks dogs are beter heard and not seen-—" 

"Love Doctor Laran, fellas," Armand declared, taking Vadriel and Myshkin into his wide 
‘embrace. "He took one look at our dear Myshikin here and said: "He's well named! Not too bright, td 


say.’ Wel, i is time he's had his annual check-up. One week. We bring him back next weekend, Deal?” 


“Dealt” Vari! agreed hugging Armand and setting Myshkin barking and yelping with joy. 
‘This first morning in the city, Myshkin was prancing happily by Vadriets side as Carmine 

reentered the bes gravitational pull generated by the heat of Freddie's naked body. Lifting the covers, 

he performed Rimbaud's Sonnet di trou du cul & la Rozenberg on the sleeping body. Freddie awoke 


‘with loud, gasping, splattering shock waves rocking the bed. 


Laughing merrily, Carmine yanked Freddie into his tightest hold growling in his lowest register: 
"You are not to solo me at Cristo tonight, yes? I will know not one having dream sex with me, Promise, 
Fred?" He kissed an ear and the nose. The broad smile on Fred's stil-dazed face told Carmine his 
fragile beloved now saw himself as the dominant male, exactly as Carmine intended, 

"Tope you enjoyed dream sex with someone swell just now." 

"Oh! Let me think. Who was I sharing the big bang with?” 

"It is of no interest. We do not control our dreams. I learned from Higekuro and Hamlet and 


Racine how tin 


tle we control in life. I can chose where my tongue goes!" 
"Choose, You can choose, Carmine.” 
"Yes, I did choose. I just chose. And you choose where you put your tongue. Not your heart. 


[Not your fantasy. I choose to give all my body to you and only you. I love you, Freddie. lam now in 
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the habit of loving and trusting you. Are you yet in the habit with me?" 
"You are so beautiful, Carmine!” 
“Agh, beauty!” He began to sing a Mabler lieder very sofly as Freddie chose: 
"Ifyou love for beauty, 
Oh love not me! 
Love the sun, 
He gives life o earth! 
Ifyou love for youth, 
Oh love not me! 
Love the spring: 
‘That is young each year! 
Ifyou love for love, 
Oh, yeslove me! 
Love me ever, 
111 love you evermore!” 
Robert found Nazimova surprisingly petite. On stage she seemed an amazon; in life, sylph. Her 
luxurious voice was mesmerizing in his studio: he had trouble lighting her strong dramatic features, her 
shiny black hair all moving in animated conversation with Carmine who stood behind him, Robert 
‘went to see her vicious, trapped-animal, bored to borderline-insanity Hedda Gabler three times in 
houses packed with women. Though she had a heavy Russian accent, he understood everything she 
said: each word was propelled by her emotions across the footlights in a form of crystalline speech, 
He came out of the theater practically foaming with excitement: “Where is our Ibsen, Donnie? 


‘Who will voice our frustrations and desires? Who will unite usin a political collective like the suffrage 
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movement the way Ibsen spuredon the New Woman? Most gay men are as tapped, a resentful as 
anguished by bankes-down passions as Hedda and Nora. Give me the New Gay Man now! 

[Nazimova and Carmine share fiendships with Diaghilev and Nijinsky, Carmine knew bow 
after the exhilarating opening of Le Sacre de Printemps in Pais, Diaghile became wracked with self: 
doubt as managers refused to book his controversial ballets and musicians refuse to play Stravinsky's 
“schmusie” music, Nijnsky marred. Diaghilev fired him by telegram, leaving the dancer penniless. 
Carmine knew the dil. Thanks to Trt, he ha saved accordingly. Now Nazimova tld him 


Diaghilev was in love with a new "genius" named Leonine Massine. And Nijinsky? 


'Steel dancing. No 
hhead for beezniss. Losing money for other producers. Who know2? We performing arteests must be 

replaceable. 
‘The Russian squirmed in front of Roberts camera. She had shrewdly nabbed Gatino for her 


‘most careful. No one is indispensable 


Ghosts. His box office was flawless. She adored the movies and asked him to get her work; Fred wrote 
thera part as head of the Mission. The film and the play rehearsals were a shared challenge. The 
scheduling was her husband's problem; he was in the play with no interest in acting for the camera, 
Gatino was the only newcomer to the Ghosts company. Having already created his role using the same 
Stanislaysky-Meyethold techniques of the others his homework was done. He and she ran his fines in 
English whether in the theater or on the movie set or walking together on the streets of New York 

‘The film took a plot-turn.. She decided her inital meeting with Bad Boy would reveal to her 
(and the audience through her) his Heart of Brightness. It was done in one close-up. Neatly, she 
projected her Chekovian insight. She admitted to having studied cinema to learn how to "behave" not 
"emote" knowing the camera placed the audience up her nose. Her revelation scene added a tension to 
the boy-gie story: "How long vill it take for Good Girl to see hem as I see hem?” 

"You must sit still for me, Madame Nazimova.” 


"How can I sit stet vit heem in dis rum, please?” 
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Robert tumed and glared at Carmine. Nattering away in French and Russian and English about 
the next days scene in the movie, his face was aglow with pleasure. Rober’ glare tured into a gaze of 
wonder. He knew how Dicky Dugan fet: frail imperfect human in the shadow ofa Titan. 

‘Carmine came to his studio with Nazimova after a four-hour rehearsal with Toureur and Walsh 
followed a complete run-through of Ghosts. He looked as if he had just stepped out of dressing room 
‘here a staff of ten assembled him. His shirt was crisp as a communion wafer, white as Cael’ paws. It 
‘was a gift. It was the only way Robert could explain the actor's constant state of fragrant perfection: 
""Vadriel has it. Donnie has it. Armand almost has it but he will run his hands through his hair and 
Joosen his tie always. I usually look as if ve been pawed by Myshkin!™ 

Both actors’ interest in each other outdistanced their knowledge of one another. They had & 
‘great deal to tak about nonstop and rapidly. Robert estimated she was approximately ten years older 


than Carmine, She was such a vital presence it was hard to pin her down. Suddenly, she froze in place 


‘nd said: "Ve must let heem do his job, Gattnovsky! Go seet dow 

"I need to photograph you with Madame as well, you know, Carmine?” 

"Oh, gott! Hem vil make me luke like a Peer Gynt troll!” 

"You will be Mama to his Oswald. I want you both in character." 

"Oh! I am fery beautiful in character. Always fery beautiful.” 

"Lsee from the casting call you ae on the dock but not on the boat, Madame.” 

"Ido not svim,” she lied, excusing herself from the indignity of a fiery boat routine. 
icky rounded up sixty swimming men and women from his old haunts on the Bowery. He made each 
sign a paper swearing swimming was one of their achievements. “I don't know if this will hold up in 
court,” he confessed to an impressed Linder, "but it did frighten off few frumps and hustlers." 


He organized their first day on one of the smallest, unused East River piers on 11th Street. A 
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rowboat with a camera was placed in the river to film them floundering (and shrieking) in the water, at 
his suggestion, they wore blouses and shirts over bathing suits to lighten the drag on ther lightly-shod 
bodies. Out on the river they would wear the lightest summer clothes and slippers. He managed to get 
Rose to spring for lunch every day: a good time was had by all, 

He organized the five prayer meetings, keeping track of where cach person sat to avoid all the 
‘meetings looking alike. This was his idea; Linder was suitably impressed again. He also organized the 
streetscene contingents; with sixty people he could mix and match without repeating faces. He set up a 
{og giving each person a number to avoid double payments. 

"Who is this fellow Dugan?” Linder asked Rose who asked Gage who told him. "I want him as 
‘my assistant. Is he available?” 

"He works for the Vail Foundation.” 


"Does he want to go to California with us?" 


"Tl ask hi 


£ Rose sai, stil smarting over having sprung for lunch for seventy, crew added. 

"He doesn't live alone,” Alfred Gage explained: "He lives with Armand's chauffeur." 

"Bon! We will need good drivers in California! Does the chauffeur want to go West" 

‘The "fire" was a series of smoke-bombs detonated on a tour boat rented for one day. The panic 
‘on the boat and Gatino’s battle with the two villains was to be filmed partly on a two-tier set with a 
painted backdrop and partly on location. They decided to add the smoke tothe set inthe dark room. 

‘The location shoot smoke, however, could not be faked. Two cameras were on the boat and a 
third camouflaged by a "borrowed" Con Edison tent placed on the sidewalk above the small pier. Dicky 
bribed a union stevedore forthe ship schedules on the busy river. "Its a snap to do, boss,” Benoit’s 
assistant Josh assured everyone. “I've blown up three trains, a car, a house, a bam, and Tess twice.” 

Inside the tent, Krill was in charge of the land unit with Christy Cabane as his cameraman. 


‘Benoit and Josh with Tourneur had the camera in the captain's cabin shooting up river, down to the 
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‘main deck, and across the top deck following Paradiso. Laurent, his assistant Joe, and Walsh were on 
the right deck half way down sercened from Krill on shore by a large packing case to shoot the Jumpers 
going over and swimming to a landing pier where some Extras were acting horrified atthe accident. 

‘The actors rehearsed in the studio. Dicky formed numbered groups; each group was instructed 
by Linder and Tourneur where and when to jump guided by Dicky Dugan via a megaphone from inside 
the boat. When Gatino scanned the Extras, he frowned and asked to see Dicky in his dressing room. 
"Where are the Negro peoples?" he wanted to know having seen some at Salvation Army meetings. 
“And the Asian peoples? This is America. The Dissolving Pot, no? Can no Negro peoples swim?” 

"The Melting Pot, yes. Your question is a question and a half. I's very complicated.” 


"Give me the half first. Simple it for me. We must go back to work. In American 


everyone has melted into white people. Paradiso wants to be American now. True melted American, 
[Not movie melted American, Bring me Negro and Asian swimming New Yorkers. Capiche?" 
"The Souther distributors will not show integrated films, Cé 


mine, ltegated means." 

"Melted, yes?" Dicky nodded. “Southern means not American, yes?" Dicky nodded. "Rose 
Pictures i a Souther distribution, yes?” Dicky nodded. "Find Negro swimmers, es? Pronto, yes?" 

Gatno taught al the “melted” women how to scale the banister and leap without getting their 
skirts caught between their legs on the way over, also giving the Jumpers a lesson in breaking the water. 
with their feet, the Divers with her hands. The "Persuaders” were taught to look as if they were 
assisting the Jumpers not coercing them, the way Bad Boy was doing with reluctant Good Girl after his 
tussing with other Bad Boys, She wanted to stay until everyone was safely in the water 

“The citre boat was Gatin's stage. The non-professional actors were suprised to ear how 
every move was choreographed. His fight with the two villains on the top deck of the boat and the 


1" were done over and over with Dicky using a stop-watch. They had four minutes of screen 


time to evacuate the players. When their atentions flagged and boredom set in, Gatino engaged them in 
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his Jaz, He learned the names of over forty actors, making each one understand the scene would fail 
without his or her best effort. A very good (and exhausting) time was had by all. 

‘On the morning of the shoot, Donough, now an investor in Rose Pictures, and Armand went to 
give a hand to Krill and his "shore team.” Iggy drove them to the 11th Street pier at dawn, parked the 
car, and lent a hand carrying equipment with the others. Robert was on assignment to get fabu press 
shots for Fred who was in charge of Norman Rose. Alfred Gage went with Vadriel as spectators 

\Vadlriel despised Krill: "He looks at me as if he longs to do something beastly 10 me!" 

Except fora strong wind, all went as planned. Excep# forthe hysterical crowds no one expected 
{o form on both sides of the river as the tour boat began to belch black smoke and three men began 


Fighting on the top deck wl 


sixty folk sereamed and yelled for help jumping into the East River! 
Memories of the hundreds lost in the Admiral Slocum disaster of less than a decade ago when that 
ships boiler blew at Hellsgate were stil fresh in the minds ofthe New Yorkers on their way to work, 

Sueldenly countless church bells began toring in supplication; every siren within sighting 
distance sounded calling for fire brigades on shore; three coast-guard ships appeared with horns 
blowing madly; two fire-boats approached with hoses spraying a ton of river; and men were jumping 
off the docks to swim out as rescuers! Traffic on land was stopped by the rbber-necking motorists and 
by the people cascading into the streets to look at the river. Car hors blared horses bellowed; people 
‘were rushing off buses and trains and abandoning ther cars and cars to catch a glimpse of the latest 
disaster. Traffic on the river was stalled. Police whistles blew frantically from Wall Street and Battery 
Park to Harlem's Spite and Dive. 

“HOLY SHIT! Dicky Dugan shouted through his megaphone. "DON'T STOP! DONT STOP! 
KEEP JUMPING! Number TWO GO! Number THREE get ready, get se, GO! Number FOUR--" 

"MERDEN™ Benoit shouted to Josh. "Do you see what I see?!” 


"MERDE!" Linder shouted seeing what Benoit just saw. 
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"Don't worry!" Josh comforted looking out atthe spraying fire-boats. "We're almost finished! 
"Not them! They'll just arrest us! The women! Look at the women as they jump!” 
"HOLY SHIT!" Josh screamed, then gasped: “They ait wearin’ no knickers!" 
Screaming, yelling, emoting with the energy of the wind whipping their light, summer cotton 
«dresses up around their waists, the women dove like plovers off the railing. Some of them even paused 


balanced on the railing to give a 


ighty yell before plunging! All looked as i their skits were wings! 


"got ready, get set, GO! Number FIVE get ready, get st, 


“THEY AIN'T WEARIN NO KNICKERS!" Josh screamed ou of catol! 
“Number SIX, gst ready, get set GO! BINGO! Gatino & Howe GO! BINGO!" 
An over the side lew Bad Boy with Good Gil (wearing knickers) in his embrace! 
"BENOL 


1 Shoot the fire-boats before they drown ust JOSH shut the cabin windows! 
LAURENT shoot the fire brigades on shore then GET INSIDE QUICK! VITE VITE Don' stop 
Benoit! Dont stopt STOP! STOP! CUT! CUT! CUT! CUT! CUT! MERDE! LE DELUGE EST ICI!" 

‘The two well-diseiplined smoke-potters lying on the boa’ top pretending to be knocked out by 
Bad Boy were washed overboard when the fire-boat cannons sprayed fall charge. Laurent just managed 

{o got inside the pilot's cabin with Dicky Dugan before the deluge hit; he saved the camera and his 
assistant Mike. Over the gushing water, Josh was heard screaming about women's exposed private parts 
and Dicky Dugan, having been given the news by Laurent, was heard screaming in horor with Josh 

‘Once the smoke-pots were doused the four boat became ttally innocuous, Surounded by 
emergency water vehicles it rocked serenely in the East River with Dicky Dugan now waving happily 

(and bravely) to his rescuers from the soaking deck and shouting through his megaphone: "i's only 

MOVIE, fellas! We're makin’ a MOVIE! Its only @ MOVIE! Thanks al the same! You were great, 

suys! GREAT! BINGO, guys, BINGO!" 


‘On shore, asthe actors emerged at the dock steps laughing and hugging one another for the 
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camouflaged camera, and as Dicky Dugas attempt to assuage the eraged waler-resce teams reached 
shore, word spread among the erowd: "twas only a movie™ 

“Thousands of people on both sides of the Fast River applauded! 

‘Thon Dicky yelled: "Let ear it for the Coast Guard! BINGO! BINGO! BINGO! 


"BINGO! BINGO! BINGO!" the crowd cheered! 


"Let's hear it for the waterrescue brigade! BINGO! BINGO! BINGO!" 
"BINGO! BINGO! BINGO!" the crowd cheered louder! 

Both groups of men began to laugh and wave atthe chocring crowd, 

™ And lets hear it for SAVING GRACE starring your very own PARA-DI-S00000!" 


‘The roar was louder than all the sirens in the city put together asa soaked Ge 


‘emerged from 


the river assisting a dripping Stella Howe onto the pier withthe other actors now joining in the 


applause and the cheers! 


Robert Gaylord immoral 


the moment forthe work's press. (The moment had to be 
replicated on a pir set with the wet ladies wearing undergarments of double-py, reinforced cotton.) 
Except forthe cops arriving by the sereching carloads, everyone on shore minus the Rose 
Picture crew and its helping hands were delighted with the day's work. The excited applause continued 
in spurts fed by new spectator arriving on the scene. Seeing Carmine in danger on the shallow dock 
from excited people surrounding him begging for autographs, Fred flew down to him from the street. 
Norman Rose went apoplectic when he leamed from a frantic Krill why Josh was lying on the 


deck of the approaching Coast Guard boat hyperv 


ing and kicking his feet. Rose had been too 
busy wandering among the excited crowds on shore and giving interviews to the newspaper reporters 
‘converging around him to look at the movie-making. “We will never be able to do this again!” he 

hissed at Krill in Russian as they were both being handcuffed. His joy over all the publicity the shoot 


‘was bound to generate dissolved in his tears of distress. "How could you do this to me?" 
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"Me?! How could / do this to you? I wanted to hire real actors. What can you expect from 
American sluts and whores and their pimps from the Bowery?” 
"Can this day be saved?" he asked the husky cop tugging him rudely toward an open car door. 
"Don't ask me, you Jew-bastard! All| know is your assis grass! Duck your fat head and move 
your big ass into the ear before I clobber you with my stick! Bingo-schmingo!” 


/ vay! Oy, vay! Oy, vay! Alfred! Armand! Where are you” 


(CHAPTER SIXTEEN 
‘Vadriel Vail stood alone watching people he knew being whisked away in poice cars, Some were in 
hhandufTs; some were in arguments with policemen of various ranks; some seemed to be going slong 
for the ride, The latter were Armand and Alfred Gage. 

Vadriel saw Robert gathering his equipment down on the pic. Iggy was running along the 
sidewalk toward the car. Donough and Fred were running toward stairs to assist the mobbed Carmine 
and Stella, They were being pushed tothe edge of the pier while a Coast Guard cutter was approaching 
itbearing Dicky Dugan, Max Linder, and Benoit holding a stil-hysterical Josh from leaping off. The 
‘mob surged around Vadriel Vail. People began to seream atthe cutter to watch out forthe actors. 

A platoon of cops with guns and sticks ordered Vadriel to get moving, the show was over, He 
hheard Dicky saying something through the megaphone: the words were carried away from him by the 
‘wind but people started shouting: “BINGO! BINGO! BINGO!" again, The lst glimpse Vadriel had of 


Robert, Donough, and Fred was of them huddled around Carmine and Stella, both signing their names 


‘on newspapers, lunch bags, shirt cuffs, doar bills, and some sobbing woman's hat! 
"Bingo! Bingo! Bingo!” Vadriel muttered to himself, laughing ashe turned away ftom the river 
intending to cross the street (without being trampled by a calvary cop) and to walk home, The sight of 


the bare-ass women was too preposterous and Krill's fury was rather frightening to behold, Distancing, 
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himself from the raging Russian, he was separated from the others in the crowd, not that he would have 
‘gone to jail with them. He was the only one of his gang not involved with Rose Pictures. 

At L4th Stroet, he cut across town thinking he would go up Irving Place. At Irving Place he kept 
‘walking across town, At Union Square he saw a huge crowd listening toa speaker energetically 
‘ecturing with an Italian accent about the millers’ strike currently dominating the ety's headlines. He 


explained how the Mill Workers! Union had tried to negotiate a fair wage and been rebuffed even 


ina voice 


though profits forthe owners was sky high: “the greatest profits this century!” He exc 
sounding warmly familiar to Vadriel who could not see him: the speaker was standing in the midst of 
the dense crowd on the sidewalk rather than on the flight of stairs into the park. 

"Oh?" the inner-voice of his schoolmate Wriothesley-Jones sighed: "We know that bloke, Vail! 

"Not bloody likely 

"Yes, yes, yes! Il get it shortly. Leave me root around in here among these crates of denial." 

adi! did see Placidia and Eugene Foster, however. They stood behind their besieged table 
selling subscriptions to their journal, The Villager, and talking to customers The last issue was devoted 
to the strike, but Vadrit had only read Placidia’s piece on Paradiso's moon-dance in Prisoner of Love. 
He made a mental note to read the rest of the issue when he got home. Considering whether to say 
hello, he paused in his walk, was struck again by the speaker's voice, and decided to keep going. 

"Ym all a-tingle, Vail! I twig it in a nonce™ 

"You and your pei! I's @ lovely sound is all. Must I supply a graph of every tiny judder in my 
emotional temperature? The rich male timbre is enticing, period” 

"No, no, no! I's a life-enhancing sound, its the sound of the life force, it's--" 

"Oh, shut up, will you, before I'm run down by a troliey-carriage”™ 

‘The voice of Wriothesley-Jones fel into liturgical sing-song: “Lovely voice, lovely eves, lovely 


hair, lovely mouth, lovely fet, lovely toes, lovely face, lovely rose-gate, lovely nose..." 
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For no known reason~"Am I wandering pointlessly like Moll Flanders from place to place?”-- 
‘Vadriel Vail tumed down Fifth Avenuc. It was a beautiful day fora long walk. Passing a house where 
‘Stanford White once lived, he paused again, thinking of the banner he had just seen on 14th Stret for 
that woman in her red-velvet swing. He shrugged bemused by people paying good money to see such a 
creature, however beautiful, Didnt they pay good money to see that Mary May creature, as well? 
"Thank god!” he muttered, thinking of Armand and now Donough who had money invested in her. 

‘Thinking of money, he again shook his head in confusion, He was not on top of his Everest of 
‘money! When he left the monastery, his guardian Ebenezer Norwood told him, asthe sole Vail 
survivor, he had more money than the United States government, Well, perusing the current Vail Inc, 
Financial reports with Dicky’ help, today he could buy his country’s government ten times over! 

His guardian Ebenezer Norwood shared his grandfathers vision of making life better for 
‘everyone in the same way Faust envisioned the end result of progress, theultimate purpose of the 
‘modem world: to make life easier and more pleasurable for everyone. Ebenezer and Vac!’ father 
shrewdly circumvented the new Sherman Anti-Trust Laws. Working with the sips, watching them 
being built, and immersing himself in their history gave Vadriel pleasure, captured his imagination, He 
recognized a calling, very ike a vocation, to the ships. Unlike Redburn who actually went to sea with 
his warm soul flogged out by adversity, Vadriel ina similar emotional state, having been dismissed by 
the monastery, went to sea metaphorically abdicating al else tothe people who ran the behemoth Vail, 
Ine., ran it so successfully they could have been working for the Treasury Department printing money. 


‘Along came Armand de Guise! He fell in love, divorced Placidia"I must call her mother 


today!"-and following Armand’s example formed a foundation after confessing he felt like the young. 
Parsifal: "Inthe real world, I don't know how to ask the right questions about the meaning of suffering 
and life." Having detached himself from moral issues until recently, he decided to study Carlyl's 


Sartor Restorus, and its warning against Romantic self preoccupation. 
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Eugene Foster-"He never shared my crowns!"-was right. How old was he? Sure, he did good 
things wit his money, witha fraction of his money! "A quantum fraction,” he coreeted himself again 
shaking his head as he walked under the arch Stanford White designed in Washington Square Park 

"Who's kidd’ who?” he muttered aloud in imitation of Dicky Dugan who once commented on 
how light the Vail work-load was compared to keeping unruly immigrant kids inline. After visiting the 
Gaylord Foundation, he had come home amazed atthe work Donough accomplished in the civ realm, 
Armand was also immersed in the civic realm doing great work with and forthe people of New York. 

‘The Vail Foundation joined the Gaylord Group to support the Metropolitan Museum, the 
Metropolitan Opera Company, and the New York Philharmonic Orchestra~really in support of Mahler 
and his quality of music. (Had they not funded the premiere of Pucin's Gir ofthe Golden West?) 
‘With this in mind, Vadriel sat himself down on a bench in the park in view of the fountain to brood, 
‘The Vail Foundation was the leading supporter ofthe arts inthe nation, No one else came even close! 
“The work satisfied his search for beauty and pleasure~"So, what is this distress relly about?” 

Not fr from his seat was the former Triangle Shirtwaist Factory where al those young. 
‘immigrant iss perished when the fre exits were locke by the owners to keep them a the machines, 
(Placidia made herself physically ill when the bosses went unpunished by the courts.) He shuddered 
remembering the sinking of the Titanic and the current religious intolerance. They instigated in his soul 
4 moral inventory of himself. “Grande and Faust were deluded. Life was not better for anyone but 
themselves, Those young immigrant girls were not fee to un their race." 

Rising, he walked across the park, wandered down Sullivan Stret to Houston where he tuned 
{eft and walked east. His attention was taken by the change in his companions on the treet the Further 
ast he went, He was immersed in non-English conversations: loud non-English discussions, 
arguments, jokes, tasing~non-English verbal interactions of ll kind, the predominant being Irish, 


‘Yiddish, and Italian. There were children everywhere, more kids romping and running and shouting. 
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‘nd laughing than he would see ina lifetime in Gramercy Park. For these kids religion was about a 
‘baby in the manger, a boy withthe slingshot, a coat of many colors; it was not an engine for change. 

"Tm still unpacking in here, Vail! Your resistance is quite beastly!" 

"Resistance? What resistance?” 

"You're afraid if you open your heart to that voice you'l take an arser, Vail.” 

"You think?” 

"1 know. You tend to be rather a laggard. Then you run very near the wind and come out well.” 

"Keep unpacking, please, But do it quiety..and silently’ 

Mulberry Street on the Lower East Side was an open-air market with food stalls and clothing 


stalls and stalls selling household goods ining the sidewalks in front of the brown tenements, Men with 


Portable stalls rolled them up the center ofthe street among the shoppers calling to the people siting 
and eating and playing cards and making music on the fire escapes. Throngs milled and bargained for 
‘he goods in many languages always reverting to English the language of money exchange. 

‘Vadriel had never seen such a vast collection of immigrants in one place, Their national 
costumes were mixed and matched with the stu they bought onthe strect and in the cheap stores on 
both sides of him. The colors were as bright asthe Autumn leaves in Ciramercy Park. The cacophony 
‘deafening. The smells of food cooking on open coal-grils made his mouth water. He stopped at stall 
and bought for a dime a hefty sandwich of peosciuto and provolone and roast chicken with artichokes 
and olives drizzled with fragrant olive oil on brick-oven baked bread. 

‘The girl who made the over-generous sandwich flirted outrageously with him, an exotic sight 10 
her. He was so rattled by the veiled associations spinning his senses he noticed nothing beyond the 
food. Though he was dressed in what was casual gcar for him, his remarkably tailored presence aided 
by his physical sheen was causing an unsuppressed stir among his observers. He was oblivious as 


‘usual, People stared, some unsuccessfully made clucking noises to get his attention or snapped their 
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fingers as they passed him. 

His rapidly beating heart was given voice by Wriothesley-Jones: "His woice isin this food, Vail 
Inhale him in this olive oll. Take a deep breath and you can feel him in your entire inner being. Lean 
‘feel him when you breathe, Vail! Breath, Vail! Breathe deep!” 

People smiled and nodded and said hello o him in English and in their native tongues. He 


‘ound himself responding and smiling and nodding and finishing his delicious sandwich with great 


ish. Robert often spoke excitedly ofthe Lower East Side. He bought olives and cured meats and 
cheese and breads and Baia Ghannij (an eggplant and tahini puree) and gefte fish and sausages and 
olive ol. His new cook Cessarina was from Florence: she brought him shopping with her here. "The 


‘mere smell of cooking can evoke a whole ci 


she insisted. Though in 


I, Vadriel never 
joined them on their “culinary adventures." 
"Come sce New York in ail it splendor, babe!” Robert would suggest. “This is the melting pot, 


remember? Pot? As in foo? Fabu food from fabu people, bon!” 


‘Well, Robert was right--"As usual!” The city was divinely fabu! Vadriel was feeling relaxed 
and comfortable and quite happy. Everything was upended and paralyzed by a sereaming woman, a 
screaming mayhem onthe sidewalk and on five-ights of a ire escape this left People were waving 
and shouting and shricking up the entire facade of the building! The crowd stopped moving. It swerved 
tovard the scene of the action: a child boy, "Liam O’Malley,” he learned-four years old--had 
tumble from the fourth floor to the concrete earth. Liam was sil alive It was a miracle! Liam was 
still breathing! Liam was dead! No, Liam was bleeding from everywhere, but he was sill alive! 

"They vil cll ambulance," an old Hebrew man dressed in black with ong, white cuts hanging 
from under his black hat said to Vadriel. “Vhat is the point? They vill not come here to us." 

"Why not, sie?” 


‘The man smiled atthe young, obviously rich, remarkably handsome govem with lower-sweet 
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eyes to whom God had been excessively generous. "Ve are drek to them, my fine young man. Irby 
chance Mrs, OMalley’s gashretis answered, the ambulance hors vill joumey a long time down from 
‘The Bellevue, the ety hospital for us. Mrs. OMalley"s Liam vill belong dead by the time i arrives. 
Saint Vincent’ or Mount Zion could send one but they are wot free hospital like The Bellevue. Liam. 
Vill dei he is nt dead already. I is Gos vill” 

ariel nodded respectfully. The old man smiled again, touched Vadrie's cheek saying a short 
blessing, and disappeared into the crowd. The sorrowful look inthe man's eyes had transfixed Vadrel. 
He was brought back into the present by Mrs. O'Malley's keening and by a small, dirty boy in Might, 
blinded by ears, slamming into his legs. 

"Wosht™ Vadtiel exclaimed, catching the boy before he bounced and tumbled backward. "One 


‘hurt little guy is enough today! 


‘The boy collapsed with heart-rending cris at his feet. Vadriel lifted him into his arms. 


"Dhat's Liam's brudder, Sea 


young woman told him. “Losht in grief he i, poor lide 
ting!” 

"Ah, ys" another woman added, “and Macve Malle herself is only desperate. Dhey haven't 
troe-centta bury poor Liam O'Malley, so! A great sorrow is for us all srt Liam was a dote!” 

"Dhe hat’ goin’ round itis. Let us pray herein grief fer Liam,” a brightly-freckled young gin 
with green eyes and shiny red hair informed the crowd. many of whom were openly weeping and 
saying aloud the "Hail Mary" prayer. Some were kneeling around Macve O'Malley. She was sitting on 
the sidewalk cradling Liam’s bloody body, a replica of Michaelangel’s Piet. 

"Til relieve ye of me beudder Sean, sir. God bles,” a brightly-freckled young man said 

‘Vaarel gently transferred the sobbing cil to the red-headed, red-faced handsome fellow with 
big brown eyes who tipped his cap in respect before hugging Sean to his breast. Once the sobbing child 


‘was cradled, his brother began to ery as well. When the hat came Vadriel's way, he noted the small- 
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denomination coins in it. "How much is a funeral these days?” he asked the woman nearest him. 

"Oh, fer our kind, sir, with a daycent wake and a reg'lar Mass and a proper burial, a tenner it is 
all told. The priesht demands a deuce for his troubles such as they are!” 

"Aye," a man behind him muttered, "such as they are indeed, fer feck's sake!” 

"If you don't raise the tenner, what then?” 

"Ah, dhen Pauper’s Field it will be fer poor Liam, so. Maeve O'Malley hasn't the insurance." 

"Pity, dhat! Poor Macve will folly soon on, say I, ifher precious dote Liam is planted dhere.” 

Vadiriet nodded. Reaching into his pocket he pulled out his wallet, found a twenty-dollar bill 
and slipped it into the fist of Sean's red-headed brother, too shocked to speak his thanks. Vadriel 


tenderly touched him on the cheek asthe old man had touched him, smiled and said softly, 


bless,” tumed and walked away into the parting, now-silent, witnessing crowd. 

\Vadlriet hadn't gone ten yan when his arm was tugged and he heard in his car, "Si! Sir! Please 
‘ait, se!" He tumed and saw coming his way Mrs. Maeve O'Malley being led by her red-headed son. 

"Good god!” he exclaimed softly to himself. She was the most clegant, dignified, tall-standing 
‘woman dressed in a blood-splatered cheap blue dress, her thick auburn hair loose ofits pins. She 
approached him with tears of gratitude streaming down her care-worn face. 

"Shure, i's God Himself who sent ye ta me and mine dhis terrible day, sr! she said in a rich, 
dark 


"W's Maeve O'Malley I am fer bether or worst.” 


11m Vadriel Vai, matern* 
"Vaal sit, now? Like dhe angel, 
"Yes, matem, iti, for better or worse, to.” 
‘She smiled, The slightest reflex of a shadow passed over her cyes at the sound of his English 
accent, "Wel, Vadrie, an angel omercy ‘ae! Bether itis fer us dis terrible day ta see dose gor'gous 


eyes blazin’ like God's own heather in the sunlight of Mayo, lit up wit dhe grace of kindness.” She took 
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the twenty-dollar bill from her son's hand. "Ye will never know what dhis means ta us OMalleys, sir. 
‘Ye will be in our prayers fer as long as were able ta pray, so.” 

"Thank you, matem. And I'm truly sorry for your troubles.” 

Mrs. O'Malley nodded. Her tears sprang again as she tenderly took his hand and kissed it. 
"Come now, Tiernan,” se said firmly tothe weeping son standing close by her side, "we must do fer 
(our Liam right and proper lke. Is dhe preshtarived yet?" 

"Now dhat ye can pay the focker he'll be right quick cummin’ round, mammy!" 

She snorted laugh, agreed witha nod, and giving Vadriel final smile of thanks, and quickly 
‘went back to the small army of women waiting to embrace and assist her in er grief 

"She sits lke Grief upon a monument, Vail. st lke Patience. Keep walking” 

‘Over to Second Avenue he went, then straight to the Brooklyn Bridge. Reaching its majestic 
center he paused to look across atthe skyline and down atthe swiftly-running river knowing 
instinctively this was his destination all the while after hearing the voice at Union Square. 

"There will abways be Whitman crossing this river om his ferry, W. J." 

"Abit like Charon on the River Styx, Vail?* 

"Hn. Yes, I suppose. Like the thee sisters ask atthe end oftheir story: in a hundred years who 
will remember us? How ifat all, will we be remembered? I want to be remembered as a man of action 
informed by his Chistian principles.” 

"His name is Gabriel Norcia, Vail. He was your angel of merc. Like most fates, yours had a 
Juma form. And his is fabu!™ 

Vadiel felt his entire body respond to the name with a dizzying pleasure. "Gabby! How could 1 
shave mis-placed Gobby and our ane night together in Brooklyn? It was" 

"Lhnow what it was, Vail Iwas the opening of the Holy Grail. mean ‘Vai’ Sorry!" 


"7 was in fugue from Army's love. Goby rescued me. We went shopping for dinner. I bought 
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shim an expensive olive ol” 

"Which you both put to very good use as I recall. Do you remember, Vail?" 

"Yes! I remember every moment with him. He helped me accept my mind and soul—" 

"And body, too, Vail! It was a sudsy baptism of manly pleasure, He was your Halian Bath-Night 
Bruiser, hon, Our rejoicing was boyish games for small fry perhaps..furtive groping in long shadows, 
‘He was a man of full nature built om a large scale absurd and undeniable who wasn't afraid 1 own up, 
He introduced your faint heart tothe stress ofa love lif. We must face our indebtedness, shoulder the 
‘burden, and carry it with us. We will nt hide from it Is not this our vietory over the dark? Our dark 
victory? You never fessed-up 10 Army, did you, lade?" 

"No, He twigged you, I know; WJ. He once sated his gratitude for posh English public choos. 
And hard upon Gobby, the very nextday infact that ghastly confusion with Placide began after Hold 
her the truth of my loving @ nameless other and she assumed ita rival woman.” 

"Ah yes, my dear sprout! Bi-facial truths lead the way to dusty death. The solution is olive oil." 

"I've no desire to see him again. He did his job well. He broke me in.” 

"Let us wait and see, Vail. Protestantism has leavened your mind and your outlook and given 
‘you a zest for the orderly life. the very life. which has a way of intervening in our best laid plans." 

"Wait and see? You sound like Father Tom." 

"A litle more bejeweled, Vail, yet not half as wise. Time to go home. Mission accomplished! 
Fortunately, we are a tad early for Miss Whitman's one-way ferry ride.” 

“Myshkin was deliriously happy to see Vadrie. He greeted his master a the door with his 
‘walking lead in his mouth. Vale! kissed him passionately on his nose and took him for a walk in 
Gramercy Park scooping up the the dog's football-sized detritus as instructed by Dicky Dugan and 
‘inging it down the wide-mouth ofthe sewer drain directly outside the park's black-iron gate at the 


Lexington Avenue exit. Myshkin tugged him around the entire park straight to Cae!'s house where the 
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sardener was dead-heading the hydrangea bush, removing the dessicated ones fom among the purplish 
blooms flourishing outrageously 

"So, that's it!” Vadeiel realized with a ash of insight. 
“Avoid cheap metaphor. Vail please. Have [taught you noting?” 


"isn't Moll Flanders! Ifs Lily Bart! I'm feeling useless..on the rubbish heap... dried-up oll 


thing while everyone around me is roaring aed! In fll bloom! 

"Bingo! Bingo! Bingo, Vail!” 

"No, Myshkin!” Vadtrel said sternly, tugging on the lead, "you cannot break Caet’s back and 
fling him over your shoulder! You are too beastly, really! Have I taught you nothing? Let's walk slowly 
down Irving Place to 13h Street and see what's cookin’ at Union Square, hon. I will give you thiny of 
‘my human minutes.” 

Between 19th and 18th Streets on the eas side of Irving Place, Vadrel noticed a Fr Sale sign 
Attached to Number 72. It was half a brownstone five stories high. With another flash of insight, he id 
an about-face walking Myshkin home at a brisk tot, an activity the dog loved until he realized he was 
facing the steps leading up to his own front door. His stare of disappointment directly int his master’s 
bright eyes made Vad! laugh then pretend he was having a coughing fit, 

"Oh, Lknow, toots! | lied. You know that was not thirty of my human minutes. Let us st here 
together on our steps and have a heart to heart. Come, sit wth me here. Yes, good boy! I do not know 
‘why everyone thinks you a dim bulb.” 

Sitting by his side, Myshkin leaned against him. "Now, we must face facts. You are nota city 


pooch. raised you by the sea. Army and I lived by the sea much of our first year together when you 


‘were at your most impressionable age. It is most unfair of me to keep you housebound here in town. 


s-urt-o with Mister Lydgate. You love Iggy, don't you, hon?” 
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Myshkin waged hist and barked. Vadeel kissed him passionately on his col nose. “Lam 
‘more a domestic animal than you. Much more than anyone csc I know: I must do the work I was bom 
to do and 1 mast do it eightfilly well not simply to amuse myself. will tlk this over with Donough, 
too, Ambrose old Robert the otber day on the telephone from Gaywyck that in his entre century of 


living..yes, Myshy, that old man is har old! he has never seen anyone work as hard as Carmine 


‘works. I work seriously. I must learn to work hard. Then I can hope tobe as good as he at what I do!” 

“Myshikin barked again and nudged Vadriel to take him fora walk. Vadre! took him back into 
the key park and they walked the paths. "When Army goes out to California, I will go with him, This 
time and this time only. I want to see California Iwill ell you all about it, will spend more time with 
‘you by the sea, Myshy, I promise. I can do my new work out there, at least some of it will have to get 
‘new assistant to help me. Everyone is going to California to make movies. Even Cael has made a 
‘movie with Mister Griffith, you know. Is that why you want to break his back and toss him over your 
shoulder? Ate you jealous of Cael? On that silly e's go home.” 

‘The front door was opened by Dicky Dugan newly returned from the police station, "A is well 
sort off "he announced merrily witha huge grin on his ushed face: "The wardrobe mistress is fired. 


She's Josh's 


fer and he's in the dumps. Mister Gage and Mister de Guise saved our bacon! It cost 
Rose twenty-five hundred bucks Our guys should be home soon, too, Where have you been, please’? 
Father Tom and a Mister Norcia are here to see you, sir.” He rolled his eyes and crossed himself and 
‘kept Vadriel standing in the shallow entranceway in order to prepare him. "Wait until you cast your 
ppeepers on the Wop, foots! He could make me break every vow I've ever taken!” 

"HHmn," Vadriel agreed, too startled and shocked by the announcement to say anything more and. 


not willing to admit to his having done just that very thing with The Wop. 


"When did they get here?" 
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‘you inthe parlor, please. Shall | bring tea? He looks more like a glass of beer to me. A rail glass!" 
"Thank you, Dicky. Will you please call Dudley Harding? Tell him I need to see him and find 


‘out whois in charge of our realestate. Tell him I want to buy 72 Irving Place. I also want you to do 


some detective work for me. We have to talk. 've much to tell you. Vamoose! Oh, Myshikin's done his 


bbusiness, It was a super specimen and I put it down the grate.” 


"Again?! You are a mighty fullback, big guy! Come with me now! And woof to you, too! 
{In the parlor, Father Tom and Gabric! Norcia were in animated conversation, Their booming 
voices clearly could be heard once Vadriel stepped into the deep hallway. He felt shy and nervous and 


‘embarrassed in a way he had never experienced before in his entire life. 


Snap out oft, Vail! Be grotefl for what you two shared. Thee is mo finer lap to have sat into 
learn how to gain the whole. You have met a great mark of confidence today. Decency has not been 


outraged. Take a deep breath for us both! The heart and mind riots!” 


Sliding open the double parlor doors, Vadri! stepped into the sunlit room. Conversa 


stopped as both men glanced at him, smiled, and rose to grect him. The barrel-chested, sturdy blond 


Gabriel Norcia blushed in confusion to the roots of his thick curly hair and looked down at the floor. 


Father Tom crossed the room with both hands extended. Vaadriel grasped both hands, squeezed them, 
and turned to smile at Gabriel Norcia, indeed, an awesome piece of God's handiwork. 
"-Vaalil,” the priest sai. "I want you to meet a friend of mine: Gabriel Norcia. He's the union 


chief at your Brooklyn flour mill” 


"My Brooklyn flour mill!?" 


"Yes, Mister Vail, you own dhe mill, si.” was the quiet reply spoken with downcast eyes. 


"Gobby!" Vadriel exclaimed suddenly overcome with joy atthe sight of this gentle, loving man 
‘with whom he had known great happiness. “What's with this Mister’ and sir’ bit, please? Have you 


forgotten me? And our pollo dinner in Brooklyn? 1 know itis five long years gone, but I for one will 
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never forget your kindness! Do you still 


in that lovely house?” 

Wriothestey-Jones whispered: "lovely eyes, lovely ears, lovely nos, lovely toe..." 

A fist dumbfounded by this unexpected tur of events, Gabriel grinned at Varie then burst 
ino delighted laughter."Vay'deil, I~" He extended both hands inthe way he'd watched Father Tom 
7c his host. From out of his coat sleeves came his shi in the cus were the gold links Vael had 
lef for him as a memento inthe early morning when he stealthily slipped away. He had enclosed them 
ina heart he drew on the table; heats were now beating with affection in both thir breasts 

"Come here to me, Gobby, please.” Instead of lasping the two large, ough hands, Vadtiel 


centered their expanse and pressed close to the warm, sweet-smelling bod) 


instigating an embrace, Eyes 


welling with tears, he touched Gabriel's face gently and si 


‘Now, tell me about our flour mill, 
please? Let’ sit down together and talk.” 

While they resettled themselves, Vadrie, ignoring the flummoxed look on Father Tom's face, 
talked nonstop smiling into Gobby's grinning face. He remembered kissing it as i it were yesterday. 
“My grandfather and father were very acquisitive men, Gobby. Ifthey fancied a particular biscuit, they 
‘bought the fuctory! They then bough-up the competition. They then bought the ingredients: the sugar 
plantations in Cuba, the wheat fields in Kansas. There are Vail telephone exchanges because we own a 
‘copper mine and copper wire is one of the ingredients of that particular and very popular machine! 
‘Some Fifth Avenue fortunes are happy with a copper mine. My ancestors wanted to own the world, and 
they nearly succeeded. Now I ask myself: "How could I not own flour mills?” 

"You two had dinner in Brooklyn together?" Father Tom asked in total confusion? "Why didn't 
you tell me you knew him, Gabriel?” 

"Lwas lost and Gobby found me and took care of me, Father, It was a long time ago.” 

"You were lost in Brooklyn? What were you doing in Brooklyn, Vadriet?”" 


"Well you might ask! It was a fiercely hot summer day and I went for a walk over the Brooklyn 
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Bridge. 1 took a wrong tur, Father, as Iam wont to do as you well know. Gobby brought me to my 
senses. Now please, you must tell me about our mil? I had no idea 1 owned flour mills." He smiled 
again at Gabriel who winked at him with unalloyed admiration. 

‘There was a knock on the parlor door. Dicky Dugan entered. He had already greeted the guests; 
‘on this second sighting a wave sufficed. "Um, Mister Vail? I spoke with Mister Harding. He put me 
through to a Mister Jock Raybum in the real-estate division, He says you already own 72 Irving Place.” 

"do?" 

"Yes, you dot I told him not to sell it. Mister Harding will be here tomorrow at eleven. 1 
checked your ealendar and you are free. Did you ask your guests what they want to drink, sir?" 

"Father, would you lke tea or coffe or a drink?” 


"I'd like tea, Vail, served by Dicky on Armand's heaviest crested silver tray, of course! 


Dicky rolled his eyes, Grinning at Gabricl, he said: “It's a family joke, Mister Norcia, You had. 
tobe there!” 

“I know from dose secrets,” he confessed coloring again and looking shyly at Vadriel who 
laughed loudly and asked what Gobby wanted to drink. 

“Have ya! beer, Vay‘dri? I'm parched from all de yakkia’ I done today!" 

"Yes," Dicky answered, "we have iced beer! We have tall glasses, too.” 

"Dhat's great!” 

"Cummin' right up!" Dicky said as he exited throwing a grin at Vadriel. “Ain't no flies on me, 
thon he said to himself with a shake of his butt at Mister Norcia from force of habit. 
Once introductions were made at the Lower Manhattan precinct headquarters by Armand de Guise, the 
attomey for Rose Pictures, Alffed Gage requested by ptone the presence of his friend The Mayor, 


newly elected with Gage's support. His Honor quickly trotted over from City Hall. Norman Rose sent 
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‘Victor Krill to the nearest branch of his bank to withdraw $2500 from what the two Russians called the 
“HAH” account: "Home and Heart,” an improvised variant of "Hans and Hubert.” 

Krill retumed with a sack of small notes and three bottles of whiskey, a decision he made from 
his own experience on the other side of police interrogations. Both commodities were spread liberally 
‘round the police station. The largest hand of notes was dealt to The Mayor and The Captain; they were 
quickly three sheets to the wind and shooing the band of newspaper reporters outside the "hoose-gow." 

"Can this day be saved" Norman Rose asked anyone who would listen, 

"We will goto the Pathé Studio at Fort Lee when we are free ofthese clowns," Max Linder told 
him in a whisper, "Max Sennett has the right idea how to treat them. I did it two years before im in 
Paris, you know’? Charlus at Pathe isa special-effects wizard. He will save the day, I know." 

‘Armand stood in a comer joking with several police detectives and The Captain about the 
absence of knickers onthe women. The story made the uniformed men too late to witness the Jumpers 
4s envious and rowdy as teenage boys. They loudly toasted the “less-than-ladies” and "the Bingo Boy” 
nti the booze gave out. Then they offered rides home to those in need. 

"My thoughts are nothing to be proud of," Armand angrily confessed to Krill waking beside 
him as they exited the police station. 

"Then they are different from the rest of you, I am sure, my dear.” 

"You don't miss trick, do you, Krill?” 

"Well, there were several in there I would not kick out ofbed! Unless, of course, I had your 

Mister Vail in my bed. I could make him a Star, you know, Armand.” 

‘Armand laughed. "il bet you tll that to all the boys! You frighten Vadrie, Krill." 

Krill snorted in amusement, "Do I frighten you" 

Armand looked away to wave at Dicky Dugan geting into a police ca for are home to 


Gramerey Park. "There goes our hero,” he said with a crooked grin of genuine admiration, not ignoring, 
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Keil’ question, simply not deiging wo give him a reply. 

Kril laughed uncasly. "Something tells me I do not want to make an enemy of you." 

"Something tells you right. Who's this Chalus?” 

"The best frame painter inthe business. He's in charge ofthe Pathé coloring factory. Ihave to 
collect my reels fom that good-looking cop over there. They are in his car trunk, Wonder if he wants 
to be a movie sta? See you inthe Charlus workshop, Armand.” 

"Happy hunting, Victor” 

‘Armand watched the director saunter over tothe wating policeman, a tal, dark Irishman inthe 


classic mold, As the two walked tothe police car, they paused to allow Krill to give the young man his 


card, When the cop was opening the trunk, Ki 


tumed to Armand and gave him a thumbs up sign, He 
called out: "This kind officer is driving me up to Charlus. See you all there!” 
‘Armand laughed and shook his head. "I guess everybody does want to be a movie star," he 


thought, quickening his pace to climb into Altted Gage's car wit 


Max Linder and Norman Rose. 
"So, Max, you think tis day ean be saved?” 
Ignatius Lydgate cursed the snarled traffic as if he and his cohorts inthe ear had nothing to do with it 
ee was erazy-proudof his Dicky-bir and he honked and snarled at every driver and horse and 
pedestrian who prevented his getting home to him for hugaing and kissing and laughing and (he hoped) 
the whole "milla" once they were in their room alone together. He could not contain his happiness. 
‘When Dicky told him of Max Linders offer forthe both of them, Iggy had grabbed him and 
danced him around thie room. He said he would happily be a driver for Rose Pictures until he created 
his auto garage in Los Angels. One sunsc-cvening at Gaywyck, Armand and Vadrel offered to sct 
thm up with his own garage as they had set up Miss Blossom. They would give him everything he 


needed, Armand offered him a contract to service all the Rose Picture vehicles once they had Rose 
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Picture vehicles to service. Ignatius was certain the offer would transfer to California, 

Now looking in the rear-view mirror, he observed Carmine staring out the window lost in 
thought. He had artfully slithered out of his wet clothes into one of the heavy white-cotton towel robes 
thoughtfully placed in the car by Dicky for him and Stella Howe. Iggy decided it was a great gig being 
A driver for Rose Pictures if the job was taking care of Paradiso. He felt proud of himself, to. 

‘As with the other items on the list of the morning's complications, the mobbing of the two Star 
Players was totally unexpected. Donough and Iggy watched Fred racing down to the pier from the 


river walk above. Carmine and Stella were being pushed to the edge of the pier in the crush. A Coast 


Guard cruiser was approaching where they would go into the river. Robert was struggling to keep 


‘equipment from being broken or stolen. Fred was keeping his two Star Players from being stampeded, 


Having watched Carmine teach Alec how to jump off the boulder at Gaywyck tothe bea 


Lag hopped upon the river wall and leap down tothe pcr withthe grace and syle of Cal, He 
mmeitey rallied the pathered actors to form a tight cic around Carmine and Stella and Fred 

‘Donough was taking the stairs. His descent was impeded by the excited autograph seekers, He 
‘askethem to save Paradiso and Sela From being pushed into the water infront ofthe incoming 
cutter, They immediately obliged by stopping more poople fom descending and allowing him to pass. 
‘Several people began to order the Coast Guard cutter to move further up the river until they spotted 
Dicky Dugan onthe boat and bepan to scream: “BINGO! BINGO! BINGO! He tok up his 
megaphone and asked the people to help Paradiso and Stella get to the sidewalk safely so he could be 
arested in poses! 

“There were loud BOOOS and vibrant HISSES. The cops came plunging down the stats to 
arrest the culprits about to be shuffled off the Coast Guard cutter. People screamed in fear when 
‘mounted police appeared waving tuncheons. Donough and Iggy and Fred held ily to Carmine and 


‘Stella maneuvering them up a flight of stars further down the pier, closer tothe ear on the street, all the 
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‘hile allowing them to continue signing autographs on newspapers, lunch bags, shirt cuff, dollar bill, 
and some sobbing woman's hat! 

‘Once in the car, Carmine fell back into the seat Iggy saw he was ashen gray wit fight, Stella 
‘was trembling; she lunged into Carmine's open embrace. They began to natter excitedly in French as 
they wiggled out oftheir wet clothes into the robes. Donough left them to get Robert and his cameras 
telling iggy to leave immediately before the crowd blocked the ca. "Robbie and I will ake a cab." 

Fred jumped into the front seat with Iggy. The crowds prevailed. The car could only cruise in 
first gear People milled, They tapped on the windows waving at Carmine and Stella, Suddenly, Fred 
‘ured in his seat to ask Carmine if t was okay for him to go to his office and work withthe press. 

‘Carmine laughed. He said with sadness in his voice: "Yes! Go make BINGO! BINGO! BINGO! 
allover the newspapers, please. The nice women, they did not dress with all their clothes. I see them 
and | know we are killing ourselves dead for nothing. The smoke was terrible. blink too much 1 
‘know. Iggy will see us safe home! He will use is butt-a-ly wings, no, Iggy?” Pulling himself forward 
from the back seat, Carmine ruled Igey’s hair, kissed him on the neck, and told him how proud he was 
to see him leap so perfectly to ther reseue: "You were our Alec in Tess, no? Superb!" 

"Lor," Iggy muttered blushing with deight: "Oi ‘ad a great teacher, mate!" 

Laughing, Fred sad: "Vl take cab with Donough and Robbie. See you at home!" He opened 
the car door to make a quick ext. A man eager to be with Stella attempted to force his way into the 
near-vacant seat. Fred gave him a violent shove slamming the door. Iggy reached across and locked it 
Carmine and Stella locked their doors at Iggy’ snapped command. 

‘Carmine said something to Stella in French, immediately translated for Iggy: "We do not enjoy 
this part ofthe work, mate. We hea itis quiet in California. Not too many people yet, we hear. We can 
blow up boats in peace, we hear. Is that what you hear 107" 


Iggy nodded and said it was what he had heard, too. Glancing in the rear-view mirror, he caught 
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Carmine's eyes and they both smiled at each other. Iggy decided his car business could wait forever. 
"No, Norman. Alors, your day cannot be saved! Tout est perdi.” 

"Oy, Vay! Can you do nothing, my dear Chars?” 

"Took at your rushes. I see what I should not see in cinema made forthe general public, I is 
the first time I have been able to look at something besides Gatino when he is on the screen! I want 10 
laugh but your tears prevent me.” 

"Can‘t you somehow cover the naughty bits frame by frame by frame?” Krill asked with such 
respect in his voice for this cinema master, he was almost inaudible. 

"Your naughty bits look like an army of lemmings going over a cliff! C'est impossible” 

"Some of those dames look like they're carrying minks between their legs,” Alfred Gage sighed. 


"Some are hairer than Lam,” Norman Rose observed. 


"Not quite, Naumky,” Krill sad in Russian and both men chuckled mordantly. 


‘The rushes from all three cameras eft the men in the sereening room aghast. There was no 
usable footage. Even the shots of Gatino batting withthe villains had women in the background, 

“How long would it take to paint knickers on them all?” Krill asked in the same reverent 
‘manner, It seemed so alien to his character it silenced everyone in the room. Even his voice had a 
‘mellow, seductive sweetness new to his colleagues unfamiliar with his directorial manner. 

‘Armand de Guise looked at Krill with interest forthe first time. He was in this moment 
extremely attractive: "Humility suits him. No wonder that good-looking Irish cop is waiting for him in 
the studio parking lot to drive him home. No doubt there will be a detour somewhere quiet. This guy is 
‘sexy as hell in his seduction mode. No wonder Mary May isin his thrall” 

"No! No! It cannot be done! It will take weeks and will costa small fortune.” 


"We are well financed, si,” Alffed Gage reassured Charlus. On the drive up tothe studio he had 
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‘earned this diminutive, elegant Frenchman was the inventor of some ofthe world's most famous 
cinema magic wit the legendary Lumigre Brothers in Paris and with Méliés himself 

‘Charl sighed. “If T undertake robing your lemmings, if1 say, if, the work will have to be done 
after hours by a team of the most gifted colorsts using single-hair brushes. Working with the negative 
{is particulary stressful, How many women are there in need of robes?” 

"We haven't counted, Charlus,” Max Linder sad, finally able to speak after viewing the rushes. 

"You Americans are so prudish,” Charius said witha sigh, “and now this! French actors" 

"Um," Krill respectfully interrupted. "These are not professional actors, maestro, They are 
people cast for verisimilitude," Everyone waited for him to excuse himself from the decision, He did 
not, He was being a team player and everyone looked at Krill with a new respect 

"An, you Russians! You hire farmers to play farmers, teachers to play teachers, soldiers to play 
soldiers! Your genius Eisenstein with his dialectical montage! Magnifique! Very beautiful! The 
‘opposite of Griffith yet very beautiful! What is your film with these two Russians about, Max?” 

"Whores and pickpockets and pimps and drunks being saved, Charlus.” 

"Ant Voila! No knickers, yes? Okay! I sce! An oversight on your part, Max. We must beware 
those artistic Russians. Iti up to us practical French to keep their fect on the ground and the knickers 
(on their whores." Everyone laughed. "And Gatino! He recalls Scapin in your rushes, gentlemen, It was 
‘one ofthe most memorable evenings I have ever spent in a theater. The boy is incroyatle?™ 

"f meastro?" Krill begged with hands folded in front of his chest. 

‘Charlus sighed. "Let us see what we can do for you. L know many here would prefer to be 
painting Gatino frame by frame by frame without his knickers frame by frame by frame. 

Everyone smiled except Norman Rose and Victor Krill. They stared at each other in silence, 


Robert opened the black-laequered front door of his Gramercy Park home to Carmine on the first round 
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of chimes. The actor stood atthe top af he steep ight of brown stone step in his white towel robe 
holding his wet costume waving t Iggy and Stella being driven othe suite she shared with Max 
Linder in a theatrical residence hotel on 43ed Street and Broadway 

Ina fash, he was inside the house. "Oime! Lam destroyed ot cael” he whispered to Robert 
as iit wore a tate secret 

Donough appeared. He embraced the distressed Italian amidst effusive thank-yous for saving 
his life. The smell filing the entrance hal brought everything toa halt, “What is this know?" he 
asked, smiling hugely. “Ascolta! Wait” be sailed cestatcally. "Do not inform me! sit Pasta 
Neascita from Ragusa o Pasta Neacata from Messina? Waitt No pecorino, yes? Is ncascata!™ 

*Neascit” Cesarna confirmed from he kitchen doorway athe far end of the lng hllay 


srinning atthe bellisimo fancuillo.."I prefer the veal tothe beef. Do you prefer the pecorino crust?" 


"Not Nok:* Carmine insisted walking quickly toward ert take her extended and and to kiss 
cach chock ashe did on every sighting. There wa a rapid exchange in Haan before the two vanished 
downstairs into the kitchen. 

"That was a quick ecovery for one destroyed like Dorothy's dog in the the sky inside the 


tornado!" Taio observed smiling over foro caelo, much to the delight of his employers. 


(CHAPTER SEVENTEEN 
Florence Gage was pleased to be included in the celebrations surrounding Father Tom's wedding, The 
priest was marrying a young woman, Elizabeth "Lizzie" Hutton, whose brother was a lawyer for Vail, 


Inc. They met via an introduction made by Paci 


Vail Foster. Lizzie was a suffragist, as was 
expected of Placide's close friend, However, Miss Hutton was not rich, 
"What should we give them fora wedding present, Alfred? Gifting those without great 


resources is as difficult as gifting people who have everything. She is also in transit." 
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"Thaven't a clue, Florie. Why not ask Placidia what she might need?" 

"Yes, will. Good idea, Alffed.” 

"You're right. It ought to be transportable, though we could ship it” 

"Why don't we ship them?” 

"Excuse me, dear?” 

"Alfred, why not give them their passage to Los Angeles? Father Tom said they were being sent 
coach. Lizzie thought it a great adventure, he told me, but | would be happier if" 

"Yes, I quite agree! Very good thinking, Florrie! Yet more proof that you women deserve the 
vote! Do still call Placide and run it by her. We don't want to spoil Lizzie’ adventure.” 

"She will have more of an adventure ifthey have their own private room!" 

Alfred laughed. Florence grinned. 


"They might perceive it as interference,” Armand de Guise advised Vadriel Vail 


ithout taking his 
eyes off Gabriel Norcia. "You have never taken an active role in your General Foods portfolio-" 


"Lhave been oblivious. I have been loti 


the general feeling of things except for my ships. 
‘With them | join you and Placide taking particular actions. 


I've never heard from Eugene Foster about 
‘my crowns, you know. And remember your work in the tenements, Army.” 

"Thhad a debt to pay." 

Looking around his beautifully appointed study, he asked quietly: "Haven't I?" 

‘Armand took his eyes off Gabriel Norcia to look at Vadriel and say: "Yes, I suppose you do. 
‘But your foundation is not to be sneezed at, my dear. The arts are a necessary action fora culture to 


take.” 


"Vaydril" Gabriel shyly ventured, “our plant manager takes ter'able actions. Robbin’ ya blind.” 


"Is he? What's his name, Goby?” 
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‘Armand raised his brows in surprise atthe use ofthe nickname. 

"Sheridan, Mickey Sheridan. He's stinkah, A slave-drivin’stnkah!™ 

‘The telephone rang. Vadriel answered it. (Dicky was up his room with Ignatius; both were 
exhausted after their exciting day of movie-making.) “Thanks for getting back to me, Dudley. I've 
‘Mister Noreia here from my Brooklyn flour mill.” 

"Yes, that mil in all the newspapers! I own it, Well, how could you know, Dudley? You're not 
in charge of the General Foods portfolio. Who is? Mark Gresham? Sure I'll hold. Oh, I'l sce you all 
tomorrow at eleven, coreet? Good!” 

‘Vadirie! looked at Armand with a steely look in his atypical eyes. Armand smiled at him 
‘swamped by love, He was intrigued by the intimacy he felt surging between Vadriel and the 
splendiferous "Gobby" whose eyes (shielded by the longest golden lashes since Carmine's), were alive 
with affectionate admiration for his "Vay/dri.” Armand wondered when "Gabriel" became "Gobby." 
He had no idea Vadriel had such a tender-voiced, bruiser-buddy in a Brooklyn flour mill from whom he 
‘was not heart-free. Perhaps they had met via Placid? She knew the most remarkable people. 


"Mister Gresham! Hello! This is Vadriel Vs 


! No, we've never met, much to my shame. I've 
only worked with Dudley Harding at the firm on my Foundation business. | intend to remedy that 
oversight immediately. I forget [ own a law firm, too. I've some questions about the General Foods 
portfolio. In particular the mill in Brooklyn. Yes, I know it's problem." He winked at Gobby who 
raised his large hands in supplication. "Well, I think we're part of the problem, Mark, I want the strike 
settled today in favor of the union.” He held the phone away from his ear and chuckled to himself; this 
‘was going to more fun than he had imagined! 


‘Armand listened in quiet fascination. He and Vadriel never discussed 


il Ine. By the time they 
‘met, Vadriel was divorced from the conglomerate’s political machinations and Armand wondered if 


the scion ofthe original fortune had not disenfranchised himself by focusing solely on the Vail Lines 
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even though he was the primary shareholder in all the public companies and sat (honorarily) on all the 
{important Boards in Vail Inc's vast universe. Armand and Donough played active roles in their, by 
comparison, small financial solar-systems. They were prime movers inthe life oftheir money. It was 
theirs not only to spend and enjoy but to nurture and increase asthe life-blood of their Foundations. 

"Mark, Im sorry to lear we've spent 'gobs' of money fighting the union, Why? Our recent 
profits were the greatest in our history..the greatest this eentury, Tm told by someone in the know, 
thanks to our employees!" He winked at Gobby who laughed into his folded hands placed in front of 
his mouth to contain his delight, "Whether or not I've become a communist is nota issue, here, Mark." 


‘Covering the telephone's mouthpiece, he whispered: “Have I been ‘translated into a communist, 


Army?" Armand shook his head. "Would that be so bad?" Armand shook his head again, then 
‘whispered: "You cannot be a communist. You're to rich..100 involved with the upside of riches. You 
tin theory." 


ean be a good soci 


like Bernard Shaw. You can share. I think of myself asa soc 


"Tm sorry, Mark, what were you sayis 


Listen to me, please. 1 want you to come here with 
Dudley Harding tomorrow at eleven. You will have much fo relate, much entirely unfamiliar to me. It 
is time 1 begin listening to grown-up talk,” he joked only to have silence on the other end of the phone. 
Rolling his eyes, he added: "Are we clear about the strike? Yes? Thank you, Mark. Were the mills part 
of the public offering? No. Well, that is good to know. I remember being told we usually kept some of 


the primary ingredients in our locked pantry. How many are there in my sole possession? How many? 


[Nine-hundred and six Nine-hundred and six flour mills? Are you certain, Mark? You are. I see." 
aati! rotted his eyes again and whispered with the mouthpiece covered: "He has it alin his 
Vt know there were that 


head. He sounds as organized as Dicky! Nine-hundred and six flour mills! 1 
‘many flour mills inthe entire work!” 
Armand nodded. "There are probably millions. DeGuse has about that many, 100." 


"Yes, thank you, Mark. Oh, one last thing. Fire Mickey Sheridan now. I hear from someone in 
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the know how he's a slave-drving stinker. A slave-ivng stinker, yes, that is what I said. Who will 
ran that mil for us? He paused and pointed at Gobby with a inquisitive expression on his face 
Stunned, Gobby nodded. "Put the union leader Gabriel Norcia i charge. There are going to be 
tremendous hand feelings toward us, Mark. We need someone in there who will mend fences. Excuse 
‘me No, dont think he's a communist out to foment trouble” What kind of trouble? Well, they want 
‘mote money just give itt them. Im sure they eam every cent. Besides, my guardian Ebenezer 
[Norwood always told me, well-paid employees arc happy cmployces and work all the harder frit He 
always sid, A fair day's wage fora fir day's work How much do you earn, Mark, if may be 0 
bolt” 

‘Armand laughed and waved his hands as a signal the conversation was tobe ended. 

“Well, we ean discuss your salary tomorrow moming at eleven. 1 will say before we go I think 
the General Foods portfolio seems a tad heavy on flour mills, no? No? I cannot have too many flour 
tills in our portfolio? Wel, that is good to know. Thank you, Mark. See you tomorrow.” 

Gently replacing the receiver in its cradle, Vario said to it, "He seems a very masculine type, 
‘my Matk Gresham. 

“You must remember you are speaking of your lawyer, Vadriel* 

"1 said nothing against him, Armand.” 

"You were damning him with fait praise.” 

"I dink wit no prise, Vay/dil” 

"believe you were just damning him. 

"Me, too, Flatout, Vay dil” 


"Oh! Well! 


too, shall be quite a ‘masculine’ person forthe next months. I daresay you will 
think it quite a change from my salad days.” 


"There was always alittle vinegar, Vadriel, dear. You run a very tight ship, literally." 
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Gabrie! laughed at the sweetness in Armand's tone. He blushed inthe most boyishly enchanting 
‘way when Armand winked at him and said, "Would you like another beer, Gobby? May I cll you--" 

"Yeah, atcourse, Army." 

‘Two more beers later, Gabriel went home to his wife and two young boys in Brooklyn fall of 
the good news about his promotion. He could not stay for dinner; his boys would have been very 
disappointed had he not come home again: the union business had detained him “in the city" nightly for 
the past Few weeks. He also wanted to go home and spread the news about the successful ending to the 
strike, After ringing around tothe Gaylord home to make certain everything was in order, the two went 
into quiet dinner and then went up to bed early 

‘Armand ran a bath. He was delighted when Vaal stepped 


tothe tub with him. Instead of 
sitting atthe opposite end, the latecomer squatted with his back to Amand forcing him to spread his 


legs and to clasp his beloved close to his beating hear. “Tell me about Gabby? You needn't" 


Vadril laughed, "I want to tell you, Army. Ive no secrets from you. You've told me all about 
yourself no-holds bared.” 

"How did you meet him? I must say, Vadriel, he is quite beguiling. Krill woud offer to make 
him a movie star!" 

‘They both laughed 

"Remember the night on Long Island when Placide was away and 1 was alone and you came" 

"Broke into the house, you mean?" Vadriel noded. "You were barricaded inthe bedroom" 

"Yes, was. was frightened of what I might do. Of my betraying Placid, I mean.” 

“Tm sorry, Vael. 'm sory I caused you so much pai.” 

"You didn't cause it, Army. It was my love for you caused the confusion and the pain.” 

"When [called the nextday they told me you were gone.” 


"Twas gone into Brooklyn over the bridge on foot.” 
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"Where you met Goby.” 
"Where Gobby found me. | was well and truly lost. Brooklyn was a state of mind. He took me 
‘home and fed me and bathed me. We sat ina tin tub in his garden just as we're sitting here now. He 
hheld me as you are holding me now." Vadriel started to weep. "I do not know what would have 
happened to me without him, Army. He was immensely kind to me, immensely gentle. A litte touch of 
hheaven in the night. He gave me you. | Jove you so much. How can I ever thank him for this gift?" 
‘Armand held Vadricl as close as one person can hold another. "I think you made him very 


‘happy tonight, my daring.” 


"Notas happy as le made me! 
‘They both laughed and Vadrie! turned on the hot water tap by his side to refresh the water, 
"Now that you are a socialist, Vadriel, there are many things you ean do for him.” 
"will have to be very masculine with Mark Gresham to do anything!" They laughed again 
‘Armand started to tickle him; the water sloshing over the sides ofthe tub forced them to be stil, 
“Myshkin began to whine outside their bedroom door in the hall. "Well be right out, Myshy," 
‘Vaariel called to quiet him. "Maybe Army will take you out for a walk later!” 
‘Armand restumed the tickling and the water sloshed with a vengeance. Myshkin began to bark. 
"Okay, boys!" Dicky Dugan called in from the hall. "We've come up for air and we're goin’ out 
for ice cream. Well take Myshy with us, unless Mister de Guise wants to take him out!” 
"No, I do not, Mister Dugan! Take him with you, please. He loves ice cream!" 
"Vanilla, please, Dicky. He's partial to vanilla with butterscotch sauce.” 


"Okay! See you in the morning. Don't drown in there!” 


"Are we setting a bad example for the young, Mister de Guise, by never coming up for a 
"Before I become particularly masculine with you in the manner to which you have shown a 


‘genuine partiality, Mister Vail, and for which I am also eternally grateful to Mister Norcia, let us finish 
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with Mister Gresham and your nine-hundred and six flour mill.” 

"remember Gobby told me his ambition was to own a mill of his own. He wanted to bea 
"union supervisor for the Brooklyn mill and then own one of his own.” 

"is the only form of sharing I will approve between you and your fabu Gobiy!" 

"Are we in the sphere of speculation or inthe world ofthe actual? I mean, are you saying I can 
simply give him one of my nine-double ought-six flour mills? As a gift? No strings attached?" 

"Oh, Mister Gresham will attach strings, such as profit sharing with you, ec. te, et. I will 
‘make certain none ofthe conditions is onerous. There ought to be conditions, my darling, The Feds are 
always searching for ways to pin fraud on ‘gifts’ We will arrange as smooth a transition as legally 
Feasible, We will make his dream come true as you have often made mine come true thanks to him." 

Vadriel became teary again and joked: "I always enjoy a passage at words with you, Mister de 
Guise, though | am not adverse to the masculine, thoroughly thorough way you are now applying your 
Harvard Law hands to my receptive person. With no onerous conditions, Iam indeed willing to take 
solace in unlawful delights. We have been masculine with each other in the sea but never in the bath 
‘And why not, ask? Why the hell not? Is this what they calla tort?" 


"Well, it isa compensation for damages I caused by once nearly scaring you to death." 


"Oh, brave new world that has such compensations init! I do love you so-o00h.. 
Honorius van Leer was smoking a cigar in his club uptown while his former son-in-law was lolling in 
his bath downtown, The man had dined with several of his fellow Newport-husbands, all returned 10 
the city forthe work-week before exiting on Friday to join their wives in their Gilded Age mansions on 
Rhode Island's rocky seacoast. He, too, was engaged with Armand de Guise, but in mind only. 

It.was over five years since the “unpleasant” business with Vadriel Vail deprived van Leer of 


his comfortable ride on the de Guise sloop, Peony, to Newport from New York harbor. Every time he 
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‘hought ofthe los, and then the reason forthe loss he goth creps. It as sil impossible to believe 
de Guise was “one of those” There was no stronger, no more sucessful, no more virile man—he 
regulary saw him swimming mde at this very club~in all of Newport! (Vail was no wilting violet 
cither in pte of his weird eyes; the years doing manual abor in the monastery had put real beef on his 
sizable frame, too!) Neither was a pansy-waist! He couldn't imagine either ina dress 

Honoris van Leer shuddered and puffed on his Havana cigar. He had to admit, he missed the 
Vi Boy, oo. After afew drinks lke the sf whiskoys he had tonight, he admite wo himself he'd 
sown quite fond of hm, fonder of him than he was of his own sons who were half as interesting, 


‘nowhere near as smart, Additionally, things were easier withthe high-strung wife when Vail was 


around the house or in its near vicinity. She actually love the boy! I wast just his good looks ether. 
‘She loved the way he seemed to love her, the way he seemed t enjoy her company, When he called 
her out ofthe bluc this past wock at Newport, she was happy asa lark! She said she was now looking 
forward to Manhattan inthe Fall because Vadriel promised to visit again regularly, even come to dine. 
‘Van Leer was gratefiul to the Vail Boy tonight. It was a damn shame he couldn't invite him to dine at 
the club the other men would not understand even though they, too, much preferred the company of 
‘men tothe company of women, Is that why no decent club admitted women? 

‘Whenever van Leer compared the blue-chip Vail Boy to the red-flag Foster Fellow, he was 
forced to forgive again the Vail Boy's peculiarities, What's a private gamahuche compared to blowing 
up the government? He himself loved a good gamahuche. What red-blooded man didn't love one? (He 
‘wasn't so certain about them as.a steady diet, but when he considered what some men he knew did for 
release~and bragged about it ove cigars at the club!-e had to draw the veil, soto speak.) Both Vail 
and de Guise were accepted in the best of houses now. They never appeared in them. All was forgiven, 
sort of. More accurately, all was swept under the Turkish carpets. The Foster Fellow couldn't get in the 


‘back-door of the important clubs or the respectable houses: "He'd surely soil the figures inthe carpet 
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with his muddy boots!" 

Mostly, Placide was worse since hooking up with The Anarchist. She was marching in the 
strets, chaining herself to the White House fence, writing about movies in her husband's communist 
rag, and living in the West Village where Free Love throned! She wast touching her grandmother's 
‘ust fund because she said the Foster Fellow didn’t want her supporting him. Van Leer was tempted to 
cut her out of his will until this revelation. Now, when he popped-off, she would gether fair share 
‘long with her siblings who probably couldn't wait to gct their hands on it to enlarge their big houses 
while she could not have cared less and wanted him to live forever and forever and forever, a fact she 
‘had told him recently when they dined in town together. 

‘The clock struck twelve, He thought it time for him to go home to bed, His friends were already 
‘gone, On summer evenings in Manhattan with their society gang at Newport, the men tended toward 
‘excessive idleness bestowing on their club ther time, which was the incumbency of their lives. Fora 


change, four of them had gone to a show down on 14th Street: The Gi 


in the Red Velvet Swing. "The 
slut was damn good!" they all agreed in a comer of the club afterwards, snorting over Stanford’ good 


taste in all 


ings. (White had decorated thee oftheir four townhouses.) 

‘Van Loos big house on Fifth Avenue was a mausoleum without hs wife and the staff. He lived 
in his bedroom and his sty; the rest ofthe rooms were sheeted and shuttered, Thanks to his elu the 
{wo rooms were more than suficient for his needs and Mrs. Hodges was only needed for breakfasts 


[Newport was full of social events the kind of high-dress ‘do’ Plac 


hhated-with good cause, in his 
candid estimation, though his tux or dinner jacket made life easy. (Vail introduced the dinner jacket to 
Newport.) The balls were numbing. Lately he was drinking too much. Time hung even heavier on his 


hands atthe al 


ight balls 
Placidia was very funny mocking the excesses of Newport, such as $25,000 spent to fill a 


chandelier with French perfume for an annual ball. There was no denying the girl had sense. There was 


CHILDREN OF PARADISE/S29 
also no denying how much he love her. 

‘Her daughter, Georgi, was his favorite grandchild. She was being raised simply in a tit-mouse 
house on Grove Stret. The only staff was a day char lady. Yet whe she came with her mother to 
[Newport fora holiday, she was the most adorable child. Her spoiled cousins with ther lad-like airs 
and ruffled dresses were surrounded by nannies and servants, Georgi was the princess in her simple 
cotton frocks. They all favored Georgi who favored her mother: smart charming, funny, warm, 
affcetionate, generous with her kisses, natural, direct-simply perfect! 

“The Vail house Cormorant weat to Placidiaas part ofthe divorce settlement, Not only isolated, 
it was also made of wood! (The amount de Guise got for his marble palace made the front page of The 


New York Times.) Pl 


ia kept the Cormorant staff 0 a i 


yum by inviting her radical colleagues 10 
share the work load with her. Once the cook overheard the Foster Fellow on a tirade about the marble 
halls of Newport needing to be detonated off the face ofthe earth! Wond of his anarchist tirade did the 


rounds in quick time, as did Placidi 


refusal to deny Georgi her cousins or her doting grandparents, 
forbidden to give absurdly expensive presents 

"This is part ofher life, Eugene,” Placidia had insisted, “as itis part of mine! We must not deny 
‘who we are. Cormorant makes it possible for us to give holidays to our friends who cannot afford one 
otherwise. This is avery fine house, a true New England Summer house. Georgi thinks my parents live 
in a museum! I dont disabuse her because one day it, and The Breakers, and the former de Guise 
‘manse will be museums! I want her to see the whole word. | want her to understand the choices you 
and Ihave made with our fives." 

"Lhaven't made any choices! | was bom poor, dirt poor! 

"Well, lok around you, Eugene. You have been blessed as I have been blessed, Our means 
‘must never define us! Why can't you enjoy the beauty of tis place, shis wonderful house where Georgi 


isso very happy and where our friends can escape the drudgery of ther lives. This is our gift to them." 
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Eugene had sighed. "I want to blow their marble halls off the face of the earth." 

Placidia had shaken her head sadly. "That will solve nothing and will deprive future generations 
‘of museums encapsulating what we were struggling against for them.” 

‘The last images Honorius van Leer held in his mind were of Georgi Foster on a radiant summer 
day racing into his arms on the lawn at Cormorant wearing a bright yellow dress, Smiting atthe beauty 
of the loving child, his face grimaced as his heart seized, stopped its beat and the flow of images, as if a 
rel of film had snapped. Perfect darkness began for him at 12:03 A.M. forever. 

‘AU12:03 A.M, Fred Gage opened the door to the Gaylord house witha latch key thinking how 
‘beautiful the tree-lined streets were around Gramercy Park with their islands of light from the gas 
lamps and their long groves of velvety darkness deep and silent as his happiness. He was surprised 
‘when Taio appeared to greet him and to ask if he wanted anything to eat before retiring for the night. 
“No, thank you, Taio, I had sandwiches atthe office. Is Carmine okay?" 

"Upstairs sound asleep, sir. Ate a mighty meal and sang Sicilian songs for us. His opening of 
Spirits is tonight, you know?" 

"Ghosts, Taio. The play is called Ghosts." 

"Yes, thank you, sir. Written by a Swede, I gather.” 

"A Norwegian, actualy. A Mister Ibsen. I wonder if its ttle could be translated as Spirits?” 

"I don't see why not, sir. Good night, si. Sleep well. Old as I am, I know I couldn't if | had such 


1 fragrant beauty in the bed next to me. How he keeps his perfect form eating the way he does is a 


‘miracle to marvel at, sit. He is a miracle to marvel at, sir. Good night, again.” 
Startled by the confidence, Freddie could only nod. 
‘On the climb upstairs, he noticed light coming from Donough’s study. This most private enclave 


‘was the most fascinating room in the house to Freddie. It was where Donough once confided how as a 
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‘very bookish young man he had within himself sanctuary of sere thoughts and longings. “Lite by 
lite, my fantasies became the scone of my real lif, @ universe parallel othe actual word" Shielded 
by his fortne,he moved through his days completely detache from everyone and everything. He said 
Robert's love brought the isk of entering both the circle and the square of Vituvian Man: the cosmic 
anu he divine, the earthly and the secular. "It was a sacred gift in my inner world where Homer’ epics, 
extolling af human excellence, were writ larg. Helen blithely describes the star ofthe Trojan Wa a, 


"The day | followed your son to Troy.’ It scemed a similar red-letter day for me,” he laughed, "when 


Robbie entered my life, An equally cataclysmic one for my life! 


‘The study stil harbored a feeling of sanctuary. In a room lined with tall bookshelves, books on. 


every subject formed piles everywhere. As ina second-hand shop, this overflow was the wild books, as 
yet undomesticated, united ina random, miscellaneous company similar to the gang at Gaywyck and to 


the art on the walls, There was a Manet stil 


fe: a vase full of peonics, a gift from Armand, beside an 
Eakins portrait of Whitman as a very old man. A Charles Demuth watercolor of two sailors on shore 
Jeave dancing together--swapped for one of Rober's figure-four portraits of Donough--was close to 


Gerome’s surreal advertising sign, a visual rebus~a pun on the French word opticie 


0, petit chien’ 
with opera glasses embeded inthe frame: it was a gift from Puccini. There were also two luminous 
pieces by Sargent: a watercolor of Robert nade, asleep in a hammock by the waterfall at Gaywyck, and 
4 charcoal drawing on paper of Mortimer nude, in full body profile, standing on the boulder there. 
Framed was letter from Abraham Lincoln to Donough's father thanking him for his suppor, and a 
signed drawing for an Arrow shirt advertisement by J.C. Leyendecker with Donough and Robert and 
Charles Beach, the artists live-in companion, as his modes. 

‘The door was ajar Freddie could hear a muffled laughter an hs name being called by his host. 
Inside the room, he found Donough grinning at him with a book of Poe stories on his lp: "Your 


"fragrant beauty’ is indeed sound asleep. He wore one of his robes from Higekuro at dinner and spoke 
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some Japanese o Taio who served as his valet and will never be the same again! How are you? You 
must be beyond exhausted, Fred.” 

"Iam, Donnie, May Ist fora moment I don't want to interrupt your reading.” 

"No, no! I was waiting up for you. Robbie is in his darkroom. He has made some remarkable 
mages. [know you willbe pleased. Armand told us about Charus." 

"Such a erazy day! Thank you for your help, Donnie! We could have been killed, you know?" 

"Yes, Ido know: I ean soe the headlines: FRAGRANT BEAUTY (and friends) RIPPED 
APART!" The movie business can be quite scary and uterly unpredictable, too." The men laughed. " 
thought Rose Pictures in California would have to Send everyone here to shoot such a sequence but 
Carmine ells me The Keepsake was shot almost entirely on a sound stage.” 

"Yes, Donnie, its true. Armand!’ land deals mean we now own a river. Linder ean build a 
Manhattan skyline in perspective onthe shore and no one, not even a New Yorker, ould el the 
diference. We could even buy the pandemoni 


Today has forced the issue of 


fornia, We're 


leaving as soon as possible, Krill will go first with the Tess contingent. As soon as Grace is in the can, 
the rest of us will follow. We will maintain a New York office as does everyone else.” 

"How long will it tke us to get set-up out there? 

"Did you see the ad in the paper today for Good Time Gir! from Monument starring Lily Mars?" 

"No, haven't looked atthe papers, but that certainly answers my question!” 

Reaching actoss to his desk, Donough found Gage’s paper and opened tothe entertainment 
pages. There he found a large picture of Lily Mars winking at him under the title for her new movie. 


She had no bi 


ing in the ad but an accompanying article mentioned her by name prominently 
"There's press sereening this aftemoon at three. Do you want to go with me?" 
"Sure! Robbie will want to join us, tm sure.” 


"What are you sure I'd like to join you two law-breakers for at three?” Robert asked from the 
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doorway. His hands were flapping newly-made, lighty-damp prints. 

* Good Time Girt starring Lily Mars. The gir who got away, goddamn it!” 

"Weve got Spirits tonight at cight as well, remember,” Donough joked. 

"You mean Ghosts, Donne!” Rober laughed 

"Nope, | like Taio's Spirits better. And speaking of spirits, anyone for a nightcap?” 
[ACT A.M, sharp that morning, the doorbell rang actos the park atthe Vaide Guise home, Dicky 
Dugan opened the door to three lawyers in matching dark suits and hats holding expensive dark-brown, 
leather briefcases, and to two legal aides in less expensive, equally dark (shiny) suits and hats holding. 
cardboard boxes. Aer relieving them oftheir ats, Dicky led them into Varies sty where Armand 
axl Donough stood with Vadril to greet them. Brie introductions were made, coffee declined ~- 
"Maybe latc!"~-and scat assigned, The mectng began with Dicky taking nots 

Vado! cu to the chase: “/mprimis: | want 72 Irving Place renovated to become the new home 
of my Foundation, Jock. I'm expanding it. | will need more room and more staff, Dudley. | want to 
‘model the Vail Foundation on Mister Gaylor's and Mister de Guise's Foundations. Rath have offered 
to work with their architect, Mister McKim, to make certain our staff has what it needs. Any queries?" 

All heads made a no-questions shake. Vadriel thought his lawyers were looking quite stern, 

Wriothesley-Joes agreed He quoted: “Prithee don't look with that violent and inflexible wise 


face, like Solomon atthe dividing of the child in an old tapestry hanging."* 


"Lalso want to build a public hospital to serve ail the residents in this city for free. L want it 
‘modeled on the Johns Hopkins credo of service in Baltimore. It wll have several motorized 
ambulances.” Ten sets of legal brows raised. "Since this will take time—not too much, mind!—I want to 


supply Bellevue with a motorized ambulance. No! Best make that nwo, And most importantly, I want to 


‘work with the Department of Health to open clinies~ free elinics!—in the East Village. There will be 
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‘many active kids on those fie escapes for many decades to come.” 

"Excuse me, sir?" The young legal aide taking notes beside Dicky raised his hand. He was 
confused by the fie escapes and the kids being active on them for many decades to come. Vadtiel told 
hhim to ask Richard Dugan for the back-story and anything else he needed to know. 

"Later, sweetie," Dicky said giving the cute red-head a wink. He liked the way the guy spoke up 
‘ith an aura of pure, calm confidence. He liked the way his brows knit in intense concentration, He 
‘knew this was someone he could work with on a serious project. "We can compare notes later, hon." 

"Thank you, sir. Name's Barry Sullivan, sit.” 

“Don't mention it, sweet-cakes. That's what friends are for!" 

Jock Rayburn reminded: "You own several blocks along 14th Street, Mister Vail, and up 
‘Second Avenue including the land Mount Zion Hospital occupies. Their yearly rent to you is, 
considerable. They already serve the area. OF course, it's a private hospital. Perhaps the Foundation 


could cover the costs of opening & public health 


je there.” 
"And eventually build a Vail wing for them,” Dudley Harding suggested. 
"The wing will be called O'Malley, Dudley, in memory of Liam who gave me the idea." 


"That is a very good suggestion about Mount Zion," Armand concurred wit 


a congratulatory 
smile at both lawyers who nodded without cracking a smile of their own, 

"Very masculine of them,” Vadiel thought making a mental note that "real men” assume 
verbally expressing gratitude for compliments feminine. 

"They are like love without pleasure, these blokes,” Wriothesley-Joanes moaned silently. 

"Mount Zion is Jewish, you know.” Mark Gresham informed with a sneer. 

"As Saint Vincent's is Roman Catholic no doubt,” Vadriel countered, wondering if all "real 
‘men” hated Jews. "It won't do,” he concluded hoping Mister Gresham would stick to his food portfolio. 


"Jewish New Yorkers are a very philanthropic group,” Donough insisted. "I know from personal 


CHILDREN OF PARADISE/S35 
experience. I also know several board members of Mount Zion hospital. I'l approach them for the Vail 
Foundation, Vari, if that is okay by you." 

"Ask about a medical School, t00, while you're ati,” Armand suggested to Donough. 
remember how dire the medical training was at Harvard when I was there, William James once told me 


they were giving medical degrees to biologists with absolutely no anatomy classes under their belts.” 


's rue,” Mark Gresham agreed. "My bestfriend at Harvard Law had a medical degree from 
them and admitted to knowing nothing. I's why he decided on law. It was a means of avoiding killing 
people, he said.” 

"Atleast not killing them directly," Vadriel added having just finished reading Bleak House, 

‘There were smiles all around and a few jokes about "“Jamdyce and Jamdyee.” 

"Who are they?" Dicky asked Barry Sullivan ina whisper. 

"Tl tell you later. That's also what friends are for, hon.” 

"Thave to go root out that ©/Malley family on Eighth Street. You wanna join me?" 


"Sure! Sounds lke fun Today's my half-day with these guys. Done at three. That oka 


"Fabu, Bar! Iggy’s coming, too.” 
"Who's Iggy?” 
"My mo." 


"Oh. Good for you! I'm still workin’ on it. Arent you Sophie Tucker? I remember your boss 


with the lavender eyes and his fabu friends there. Jeez, Loui 

‘The meeting continued a pace. Vadriel said he wanted to open a legal aid office in one of his 
buildings on 14th Street. "Do any of you do pro bono work?” There was an embarrassed silence. "Oh, 
and by the way, how much do I pay you guys?” 


“Lcould kill myself” Norman Rose announced during the screening of Good Time Girl 
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“twill gladly help, Norman,” Alfred Gage replied staring at the screen in awe. 

"She is ¢ruly fabu, Norman,” Donough Gaylord muttered, "She has the same thing Gatino has." 

"Yea, she has everthing he has excep a contrat with ws," Robert also muttered. 

"Lwant her forthe part of Cassie in Yield to she Night. Tournea confessed longingly. “We've 
Paid a fortune for that bestselling book and for the author to help Fred adapt it.” 

"We can have her anytime we want!" Rose insisted loudly, confidence regained. 

"We can always use our HA fund to gt hr ot of Monument Prison," Kil joked. 

"ust look a het! Hove her, Norman. She's everything Mary May ia.” 

“Oy, Vay! Don't remind me, Alfred! But that dim bitch’s numbers are up. Way up!" 

"Who's the uy? Armand wondered aloud. 

"Some clox,” Krill answered, "Good looking enough but stiff as my dick inthe morning.” 

"Thank you for sharing. Keil” Armand mustered, laughing in spite of himself 

"The rsh cop was a find, Armand! Loaded as my camera is when cranking just as 1 thought." 

"Whaat Irish cop, bubbalah?* Rose asked in Russian. 

“TN bring him around for you to meet sometime, Naumky.* was the reply in Russian 

"She'll always be surrounded by drek like that stiff prick while she's with Monument. The story 
stinks, to0, Too predictable! Don't you guys agree? And the lighting's crapola!” 

*Nolody will are, Norman. Al they will are about is Lily Mars.” 

“I will rescue her with Yield to the Night. She and Gatino will make movie history together. Just 
think what Benoit and Laurent will do with those two faces? Who shot this drek?” 

“Long lve the HAGH fund! Krill ntoned. "And Iwill se that it des!” 

"You guys hear Juidith got a pass from the Trust?” Rose wondered eager to change the subject. 
“Grit ied everyone out onthe coast. No money. Hes spent ill I hear e's cookin’ up some 


corker out there. Over a dozen reels. A Civil War epic, I hear. All hush-hush, It's to die here with us 
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because it was to die with the guy who told me at lunch. 'm sworn to secrecy lke hei.” 

"They/re too lat,” Fred said not taking his eyes off the sere, He was mesmerized by Lily 
“Mars. "Theyte history. The Tas is histor. Faison lost again in cout today It was in this morning's 
paper. Donnie, did you see Vadrielsex-father-in-law's obit?” 


"No! I haven't seen the papers today. I was with Vadriel and Armand preparing forthe meeting 


‘With his corporate lawyers this moming. Did you see the obit, Armand?” 
"Not I didnt have time, IN check with Vadril as soon as this awful movie is over." 
"How did the meeting go, Donnie?” 
"Very well, Robbie. Vadriel got what he needs for his new undertakings.” 
"As usual, no? Our boy always deserves what he wants even before he gets i.” 
"He was very funny afterwards, Robbie. He asked Armand if he was ‘masculine’ enough and 
they both laughed like school boys.” 
"W's a private joke,” Armand muttered. "tll you after I call Vadriel /this movie ever ends.” 
"Vail masculine enough?” Kiril interrupted in disbelief, "Your angel, Armand, is as masculine 
as my stiff dick in the afternoon!” 
"Thank you for sharing. Krill Robbie echoing Armand also laughed in spite of himself, 
"You are buying us supper after the show tonight, Norman,” Alfred Gage nudged his partner. 


“t've made a reservation for Rose Pictures at Delmonico’s. I've invited Nazimova and her cast, 100." 


death of him yesterday on the pier. Oh, thanks Donough for your help yesterday. Fred tells me you and 
Ignatius leaped to the rescue.” 
"Ignatius leaped brilliantly, Alfred! I took the stairs." 


"I noticed him yesterday,” Krill mused. “I could make him a Star. Did you invite him to dinner 
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tonight, Atfed?™ 

"No, but | wil, Krill Good thinking. invite our Bingo Boy, 00." 

"How many is that, Pop?” 


"Well, counting your mother and Father Tom and Lizzie" 


"Oy, way!" 


ly looks grat in that dress I was with her when she bought it for ou last photoshoot.” 

"1 rekon only twenty-two, Norman.” 

"Alfied, Lam not made of money!” 

"Yes, you are, Norman. Don le to me. fm your banker, remember?" 

"had to convince er to buy that dress. We went to Macy's, She loves Macy's, It was onsale 
‘You woulda’ believe how cheap it was looking at her init now on screen. She fooks a million!” 

"1 could kill myseif™ 
"Placide! I's Vadril! I just saw the notice of your father's death! How's Eleanor?” 

"Not well, Vail. leaving for Newport in an hour. I only answered the phone because I 
thought it might be you." 

"How are you geting there” 

By tran, I's the quickest way.” 

"is Eugene going with you” 

"No, he cant leave right now. We go on press tomorrow. the most hectic me for him. Is 
the equivalent of a theatrical opening night twice a month. I's awful! fm sorry I wont be at Carmine's 
‘opening tonight. I'm to review it for our journal” 

"1 thought your piece on his moon-dance was brilliant, Placide" 


"Well, thank you, Vadriel. Did he like it 
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"He said he liked it as much as he liked you, which is the highest praise." 

"He's very sweet. And very smart for an actor. I hear Nazimova's smart, too." 

"Do you want me to go with you, Placide.” 

"To see Ghosts?" 

"No! We ean do that, also, if you wish I meant to collect Eleanor in Newport.” 

‘There was a deep silence. Suddenly Placiia began to cry 

"Oh, god, Vail! She would so love to sce you! She called to tell me about your phoning her 
in Newport, My father called me, 100, to tell me. He was very grateful you had made her so happy. It 
‘was the last time [talked to him, Vacdrel, This has come as such a shock! He had a complete check-up 
lust week when he was in town, He said he passed with fying colors.” 

"This is one ofthe reasons I want to build a medical school.” 

"A medical school?” 

"Yes, Placid, anda hospital 've much to tll you. Wht time isthe tain?” 
Lily Mars satin a tiny bungalow drinking an Orange Blossom: gin, vermouth, fresh squeezed orange 
jiice with a squeeze of fresh lemon, the first she had ever seen! She was staring out a window at what 
‘was called Hollywood Boulevard and Vine Strect. t was an unpaved road in an orange grove 
surrounding a large Spanish-style house owned by nice family called the Sterns. Hollywood was a 
tank-town she could fit in hala Brooklyn block without squeezing! It was adjacent to-"An' woild's 
‘part frum, bub!"the city of Los Angeles with lots of houses big and small and oil wells and movie 
studios by the bus load, Monument was inthe boondocks like Griffith's Mutual from lack of funds. 
Mertz and Lamb assured her they would soon have a real “home” thanks to her. 

Developed by three real-estate operators, Hollywood was tucked between towering Hollywood. 


Hills and the Pacific Ovean, The guys laid out roads hoping to attract Easterners to what they called 
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Paradise. Lily Mars hoped people would get their asses out soon to build houses on the empty lots and 
pve the rutted roads. To her eyes, it was both pretty and grim-"Enough steady wit dhe tres!” She 
figured she could make mud pies with ll the dust when it and, (ft ever rained 

‘The sky was always baby-boy blue. The undaunted sun was another star stuck in aru, never 
changing its shining routine. Everywhere she looked, people were making movies in thi bright world 
‘more country than town. I hey werent picture people, they were locals who spent a fot of ime in 
church: Catholic, Methodist, Episcopal, Baptist, Lutheran, and some she never heard of in Brooklyn. 
‘The two types nixed mixing. She saw the loals whea she went out with a crew to make a movie, They 
came out of nowhere to stare at them and talk to them and follow them from location to location 

For  night-out-on-the-town (such a it was), the movie people went to saloons with eal 
swinging hal-doors resembling shutters just ike inthe cowboy movies, and there were real cowboys, 
too! They wore cowboy hats and boots and chaps. They rode horss everywhere! They even fired eal 
sixeshooters when drunk on Saturday nights. The first ti 


she heard their festivities she thought they 
‘were setting of fireworks. She reckoned the bars in Brooklyn would sound the same if the men had 
loud guns to shoot off instead of tiny revolvers. 

It surprised her how the folk in her professional life got drunk quiet both at home and in their 
chic bars and cabarets. People learned the protocol of drunkenness in their social circles. This applied 


to other behaviors, too. The middle-class gi 


she met on the sets were another breed of female from 
‘what she grew up with on the strets. It was intresting how interesting she was finding people to be 


these days. Too bad she was meeting so few new ones in Hollywood. 


Like the other poor studios, Monument Pictures consisted ofa raised stage in afield with gauzy 
sun-ilters on racks, and a big bam where all the production stuff happened from dressing rooms to 
dark rooms. She had just come from a sereening of the finished tinted print of Good Time Girl. Bob 


‘was sure right about that dress! She looked really fabu in that dress! She and Bob and Gatino had long 


CHILDREN OF PARADISE/S41 
chats about her make-up and hair and it all showed on the screen. She missed Bab and his friends. They 
talked to her with respect; to them she was an artist and a person. It sure made a change! 

‘The original Good Time Girl photoplay was dog shit. She changed the plot, iavented all the 
business for herself and her Leading Man, "Pretty-boy Jerry,” as she called him. He was a pistol in bed, 
1 scarecrow on sereen--now that she knew what a scarecrow was from looking atthe one in the orange- 
tree field outside her window. It was inthe same field Lambky found him. He was working with his 
shirt off, His hard muscles were his audition. No pizzaz. No glow. A pretty blank. Yet Lamky cast him 
{in her next picture: Another piece of dog shit she called Good Time Girl Joins the Navy. Jerry is a 
sailor on leave. They meet ina car skirmish; she is driving like a good time girl, They fallin love, ete. 


te, The usual complications before the happy 


Shooting sated tomorrow. 

She thought it fuckin’ dumb, She had a thousand ideas how to make it work. She had so many 
{ideas she sometimes frightened herself. Her mind never stopped. She even had ideas about the way the 
scenes should be staged. The director Eadie Mills was a good guy who encouraged her to offer 
suggestions on blocking. She made him laugh when her stuff was pood and that was what she most 
needed from him, that and no laugh when her stuff was forced, and to let her take it from there: 

His cameraman Phil Towers told her she should be a director. She nearly told him she should be 
the camera man, to! He barely knew which end was up. At least he had mastered focus. There were 
some cockamamie shots inthe picture that made her roll ber eyes in the dark. She missed the basic 
craftsmanship of Krill and Christy Cabane. Rumor had them on the nex train joining Griffith and his 
‘ang, (A fat lot of good it would do her!) Rumor had it the master was working on a picture bigger than 
an Italian epic. Rumor also had it Good Time Girt was destined to be a smash! 

Her Orange Blossom was the best. Right out her window she saw enough oranges to keep her 


happy forever. To her surprise, a tiny wisp ofa cloud appeared inthe sky. I looked like a smudge of 


hher make-up. Whatever it looked like, it made her homesick. To distract herself, she reached for a 
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pinch of cocaine, a gift from Pretty Boy whom she spotted coming through the grove to rehearse some 
scenes with her after they played a scene they both knew weil from having played it many times 
already. She took another snort. Today he was going to bring her something better, he said, 

He took off his shirt and waved it over his head at her. The rippling muscles om his classical 
peaches-anc-eream body had an over-all fuzz of curly blond hair. It heated her mightily. She knew she 
‘was falling hard forthe lug. She took off her blouse and waved it out the window at him shimmying 
her bare breasts, too, for a lark. "Jeez!" she thought watching him grab his crotch in a less than 


sgontlemanly fashion, 


gotta be careful o it's down dhe tert fah me!" Pulling in from the window, 
she laughed her Good Time Girl naughty laugh at the "snow" and went to check her face in the mirror. 
‘She did not put her blouse back on. What was the point, she thought, dropping her skirt and black lucy 
knickers on the way to the bedroom. 

Mama Mills was deranged by the newspaper ads for Good Time Girl. Also by the cut-out standing 
posters ofits Star in front of theaters all over town. The kicker was a huge electric fire-sign lashing in 


‘Times Square withthe face of Lily Mars winking and winking and 


ing at the world 
AAlfted Gage did a yeoman's job appeasing "Mama M.* the morning of the Good Time Girl 
screening. His invitation to Ghosts and supper afterward at Delmonico's was declined. Having read the 
caitorial inthe Catholic Weekly about the disgusting play--"They condemn it for being a disgrace 10 
Cristian values!"-she took umbrage atthe invite. The las thing she wanted was her innocent" 
laughter seen attending a seandalous play! The sume went for Delmonico’s where specialty dancers 
performed the tango. Besides, officially Mary May was in bed by nine everynight sleeping with 
Becky, her beloved dolly named for Rebecca of Sunnyisook Farm, a book Rose Pictures now owned 
with Mary Mays s name on it. Fed Gage was working onthe photoplay. No one could synthesize a 


long book like Fred Gage and not castrate it. 
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It.was to be followed by The Woman in White. Both were slated among the first Rose Picture 
productions in California. Truc, Wilkie Collins was condemned in the Catholic Weekly. Though world 
famous when he died, not many people attended his funeral His domestic life consisted of rwo "wives" 
‘and several ttle friends sent empty carriages to the cemetery as a mark oftheir respect for his work, 


‘Mary May Mills ought not be attached to such a man! However, the book was a brilliant suecess and 


\was serialized in Harpers Weekly. I would make a thriling movie withthe part of Marian Halcombe a 
splendid one even ifa portrait ofa git witha too-independent character, Fred Gage was "softening" it 
to fit the profile ofthe film's star. Could he not sanitize the Collins bio in the press release?” Could he 
‘not have Collins knighted?” Americans loved aristocracy: look at Krill and Paradiso! 

Swf? Well almost Star. Wit her current numbers, Mary May was definitely an honorable 
Featured Player. The public was inching toward making her a Star. Gage had not pooh-poohed arse 
in California, Alas, the latest portraits from Robert Whyte's studio revealed a nervous-making maturity 
Mama killed them with Gage's approval. People were hungering for innocence in these days of good- 
time girls. A home run was needed. Rebecca of Sunnybrook Farm might be it. Like the secret of false 
‘identity atthe heart of The Woman in White, marketable "Innocence" was worth killing for. 
CHAPTER EIGHTEEN 
\Vadeiel Vail and Placidia Foster were on thie way to Newport traveling in his velvet-and-walnut-and- 
brass cocoon of railroad car attached tothe regular train. Once be knew Eleanor’ plans, he would 
range forthe carriage to bring them all home to Manhattan, He was very apprehensive about re= 
catering the hothouse orchid-environment of Newport even if most ofthe dominant fortunes throning 
there were dependent on his own. More so since deaths on the Titanic split several Trusts among 
‘various and sundry heirs. Sizable fortunes were chipped to bits by that famous iceberg 


"Size does matter where money is concemed,” Armand joked over the phone before Vadriel left 
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forthe ua, "Where are you staying?” 

"Plcide's offered Cormorant. | fel be hiding-out there wish o bring in the ordinary strain 
hore. 1 want nothing extraordinary about this visit. Lam now widely removed from those people." 


Vadriet?” 


"Why are you go 
"To be with Eleanor, Army!™ 


‘There was a short pause and both exclaimed together: "Exact 


was a relief how questions often carried their own answers. 
"Mother is delighted to have you staying with her, Vadriel. I could detect a note of triumph in 
her teary voice," Placidia teased. They laughed. "Are you suffering regrets now" 


"Apprehension, no regrets.” 


"The prodigal son..the prodigal rich son returns is all. They remember you for your beauty, 
Vaart has not diminished in the las, 1 must say. You look twenty now; youl look twenty in 
twenty years. hate men! Eugene said if you were a woman he could understand men falling in love 
with you! He was out of sorts for days after our meeting. Like most inthe working-class, he suffers 
from envy. He's working up the courage forthe Board Room. In Newport, they will ook at you and 
nod over Army's infatuation no matter theie moral stance.” 

"How do you fel about al ofthis, Placide?™ 

" Apprehensive, no regrets!" 

sion 

"Well, ofcourse I wish things had worked out differently, Vadrel! But my work and my Tie 
with Eugene and Goorgi are deeply satisfying. love Eugene fully. And he loves me equally in return. 
daresay I would like him to do better on the question of my fortune, It is grosly increased now, It was 
one ofthe is things he talked about after the phone call fom father's club las night.” She paused, ost, 


in thought. "You know,” she resumed with a change in the tone of her voice, "you've given me an idea 
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about my creating a Foundation to help Garis union members goto school He talks constantly 
bout the importance of hs own education and of his desire to Irn mor. Fl have him on my Board 
He and Eugene can plot together how to overthrow the merciless Establishment.” 


"When the Newport gang hear I've become ‘socialist’ they will blame you!" They both smiled 


into each other's eyes. "Yes, i's true, Placid. I'm still growing into my ‘masculine’ responsibilities.” 

"Your what" 

"W's about learning behavioral tactics from the lawyers, Let me explain, please, before your hair 
‘goes on fire! But frst, how is Mother?” 

Placidia sighed. "Mother isa lady of exquisite social conscience, Vadrel. She and Lady 
‘Wishfort have ‘¢ mortal terror at the apprehension of offending against decorums: I needn't go on. 
‘You know the drill, You know very well how she nearly drove me mad with her dictums." 


"Yes, she ‘provoked you into a flame,’ and you often ‘broke your fan,’ and 'we agree in the main 


like treble and bass' about society's dictum,” he responded with matching quotes from their favorite 


Restoration comedy, much to her delight. 
"ve missed you, Vadriel. Father Tom told me about your settling the mill strike when he called 


to offer his condolences. Your owning Gabriel's mill is a lovely coincidence, very like your owning the 


house on Long Island near Gaywyck. Funny how the house didn't surprise me while the mill di! 1 
‘guess its the consequence of my living with Eugene and spending so much time with people who own 


nothing. And thank you for the use of this rail carriage, too. It makes life so much easier for mother. 


Money does have its advantages. t may not be the whole of life, but it is often the whole of quarels 

"1 see the AMA is using its political clout to reduce the numberof medical schools from 131 to 
95 by having accreditations removed in order to make themselves rarer and more expensive! These are 
the guys who criticized the Surgeon Genera for cooperating with a homeopathic physician to save the 


life of William Seward when he was shot the night of Lincoln's assassination!" 
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‘She was convinced the AMA would kill Vadriels free clinics. Their successful ee for Service! 
‘campaign killed the Health Department's medical dispensaries in 1902 for selling its overstock of 
diphtheria anttoxin at cost. Their action resulted in the deaths of thousands of poor children when over 
1,000 doctors and druggists claimed the discounting was “unfair competition” and "municipal 


socialism.” With their current success in killing the proposed health-care bill, what could stop the AMA 


from stopping him 

"Money," he whispered. "Money's a meddler"1 wil buy the pols and pay the idcalistie doctors 
not lily-white AMA members obsessed with wealth and socal position. own enough realestate 10 
prevent landlords from evicting the clinics under AMA's trumped-up charges. I will hire people who 
know the ropes, young idealistic people who know how to fight guerrilla warfare with the gorillas.” 

‘The visit to Newport was relatively painless. Everyone was polite, some were even affectionate 
and asked affer Armand. He saw all the people he knew there because everyone was paying condolence 
calls on Eleanor, grander in er rusting bombazine mourning for Honorius than Queen Victoria had 
been in ers for Alber. 

"Her hair has tured quite gold from grief!" Writhesley-Jones wickedly chided and Vadeicl 
had all he could do not to repeat the quote to Placidia only to have her whisper the quote to him. 

"You look magnificent, Mother Eleanor.” he said tenderly, “grief becomes you." 

"A lady must look magnificent in her grief, Vadrel. She owes it to her husband's memory.” 

"You are doing Father proud, Mother.” 

"Well someone must, Place! We needs send you to one of my dressmakers at once! I will 
‘make you and Georgi presentable for the church. Something simple with tiny pearl buttons, perhaps?" 

“Thank you, mother! But I had this dress made when Mister Norwood died.” 

"Yes, recognize it. Fashions change, you know..1n0, you obviously do not know! Vadriel looks 


«picture of perfect grief. Even his eyes are the requisite color for mourning. How is Mister Foster?” 
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Eugene is" 

"Lwonder how many will show up today? I had over sixty cards left yesterday.” 

adie! looked at Placa and winked, His eyes had been called many things, never had they 
ton commended for honoring the dead. He made a sly gesture a if faming himself. Pacidia’s color 
returned to normal. She patted her auburn hair as if putting out a fire. 

“The “cottage” as it was called with straight faces, was an argosy of architectural lore with 
‘multi-color marble halls It rivaled the grandeur of the now Pennsylvania Staton in Manhattan 
People filed in and out all day. Eleanor would not permit him to leave her side. Placidia's siblings: 
vanished happily into the warren of suites they inhabited or took walks on the cliffs leaving their 
‘mother in is care, From Vadis perspective the reception line looked blocks long at eas as longa 
the queue of 60,000 who showed up to borrow books when the New York Public Library first opened 
its doors! It amascd him osc the grins of pleasure on people's faces tthe sight of him along with the 
tooks of suprise: he was indeed as beautiful as they had remembered or bad heard, an for one of the 
few times in his life he was grateful to his parents for what they had wrought. 

He was given the master guest site overlooking the sa. ts "footprint was the sizeof his 
Gramercy Park house. The gold taps in the marble bath had an inset sapphire for “cold” anda ruby for 
“hot," The canopied bed slept six. Following the seven course meal, he had trouble sleeping: tossing 
anu turing between white silk sets the size of als. In the morning. there were sixteen gathered for 
the bufet breakfast in the dining oom, At his place was a mound of cards inviting him and Armand to 
‘various social events in town, Several men lf thei calling cards with notes writen on the reverse 
offering ther services pro hono at his proposed legal clinic on th Steet and asking him about 
Possible services they could offer his expanding Foundation. “News travels fast,” he said to Placidia." 

"Money shouts, my dear. ‘Masculine’ lawyers ‘network.’ Indeed their lives are huge, trawling. 


nets! Try the erab bisque and the poached eggs with Irish bacon. Bliss!" 
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He happily took the van Leer family members back to New York inthe private rail cariage. 
‘Their gratitude expanded to dinner invitations; he graciously accepted with no intentions of honoring 
{hem unless Placidia went with him-"Not bloody likely.” she muttered. That was the end ofthat! 

“The Funeral for Honoris van Leer was a lavish affair at Grace Church, (Miss Blossom did the 
flowers.) The majority oF his social set retumed from Newport to Manhattan frit; they hastened back 
right after it. As the Vail leared when Ebenezer Norwood died during the Season, it was a social faux 
‘pas to obey the Grim Reaper's call when there were balls to attnd and archery contests to win. To 
everyone's relief and no one's surprise, Eleanor van Leer announced she would wear her widow's weeds 
in town where they looked ther best: "A lady never wears black inthe Summer by the sea. She must 
srieve in public The worthy public i least discommoded in town.” 

“The Bishop's eulogy praised Honorius van Leer for his integrity on Wall Street and for 


‘maintaining the tradition of far-dealing. This Dutch attribute defined the great family since its helping 


to found the Dutch West indies "company town” on Manhattan Island in the 17th century. He also 
commended van Leer’ contribution to the great cathedral being built uptown. Robert nudged Vadriel, 
‘who was sitting beside him, and “ut-tutted” under his breath, Vadril rolled his eyes. He had just seen 
Good Time Girl with haf of New York to cleanse his palete of Newport. Lil's gesture was being 
encountered in all walks of life, in every strata of society, as was her one-cye, slow wink 


‘Once home in Gramercy Park with the funeral out of the way and tw 


ig the black arm band, 
‘Vaatie sat in his study listening to Dicky’s report on the O'Malley family. The oldest boy Tiernan was 
seventeen, "the bright one,” according to the neighbors~"He could replace me, st, as your assistant. He 
thas a twin named Fergus, good with automobiles and working unhappily as a mechanic ata garage. He 
‘could replace Ignatius as the de Guise/Vail driver. There are also two very bright daughters doing well 
in school. They could be financed by the Foundation, along with young Sean, for whatever education 


they desire, The mother, Maeve O™Malley, takes in washing to support her family. Mister Malley 
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died on a work sit, There was no compensation. No comment onthe lst bit, sir.” 

"Have Macve O'Malley come sec me tomorrow, Dicky, please. Florence Gage mentioned the 
oer day at Tea that her housekeeper a The Elms was decamping ogo live with her daughter in 
California, Ants, I hin, is doing the poor woman in out on damp Long Islan, | wonder if Maeve 
(Malley would be intrested in taking er thre young ones out to the East End?™ 

Busines concluded, Vari! remained at his desk leafing trough a catalog of religious art for 
an upcoming sale in London. When he was thing, he often bought art forthe new cathedral upto, 


‘To his surprise, one of his favorite painters rarely on the market due to many of his works 


ing affixed 


altarpieces or in museums, was represented with a portrait of Saint Sebastiano, The provenance of the 


painting by Caravaggio was impeccable; it had hung in the same Sicilian palazzo since the painter 
produced it on commission for the fumity in 1609 while living in Palermo on the run from the Knights 
‘of Malta, Even without looking atthe date, Vadrie! knew it was alate work, o dark and bleak was its 


‘mood, so devoid was it of flooding light. It had the same desolation as one of his favorite 


ings. 
also in Sicily, The Adoration ofthe Shepherds. He wept infront of that altarpiece. 

He had been wondering what to give Father Tom as a wedding present. There was a Caravaggio 
portrait of Saint Francis at Gaywyck ina tom habit and sweaty in the throes of ecstatic revelation 
swallowed in shadows pulsing with various energies. Father Tom admircd it, enthralled by its optics 

‘Vadiiel admired how the courageous painter’ displaying the real world pitted him against 
Michaelangelo’ tradition of painting an idealized one. (A late Rembrandt self;portrat at Gaywyck 
showed him to be a Caravaggisti in his use of shadows and in revealing himself to be a tred and 
disillusioned ion.) Saint Sebastiano was a statuesque figure. However, his slightly-askew body was 
beaten down, seratched, cut, bruised, filthy; hs sweaty, ecstatic, alianate face had dark eyes blazing 
4s ifcaught in an act of camality. Roseate, plump nipples were swollen from the lash; plemtfl body 


hair from curly head to clenched toes was gluey and knotted; a scanty, symbolically-bulging loin-cloth 
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‘was far from prstine--"On close examination it will have recognizable stains!" 

‘This absence of the grand-manner, this embracing of humanity kept the cost ofthese singular 
paintings way below those second-rate artists who worked within the heroic conventions demanded by 
‘Rome. Robert said the images were created from darkness and light, were a whole new visual grammar 


and vocabulary, ripe with chiaroscuro, like images from the cinema, 


"1 want hims,Vail! Buy him for me, please 
"Yes, I will, WoJ. Father Tom loves--" 
"No! No! This is ‘caviar to the general.’ More essential for a church is the page two worshipfil 

crucifixion by Verrocchio. No slouch him! He taught Leonardo, sou know, hon. Sebastiano would have 


been rejected by the Church. I's t00 big for here. Stash this heart-stopper at Gaywyck Ifyou would not 


‘have my actions on your conscience, I would not have yours on mine. Rescue this for us connoisseurs 
‘of Counter-Reformation genius. Look atthe conniving illusion of actual unwashed sacred flesh! Those 
angled arrows target him for erotic daydreams! Torture as a misbegotien act of intimacy? No wonder 
Roman Catholics designated sight the most dangerous ofthe senses.” 

Picking up the telephone, Vadriel called Dudley Harding and told him to buy the to paintings: 
‘one was to be shipped to Gaywyck: the other toa church in Los Angeles, address to follow. 

“How high may I bid, Mister Vail." 


"The sky is the limit, Dudley! I will not take no for an answer. Have fun!” 


‘To Vadriet's surprise, he thought he heard Dudley Harding chuckle with pleasure. Staring a the 
phone fora minute in its rade, Vadriel wondered if Dudley was now pretending a cough at the other 
end, Picking up the phone again, he called to give Ambrose a ea's-up at Gaywyek. 

‘lee Scuider was nota theaterpoer by habit. Asa boy inthe north of England, the only plays he knew 


‘were the Christmas pantomimes. His parents were too busy working in their butcher shop; his older 
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brother spent his leisure time and money in the pub. There were afew amateur thearicas in the great 
hhouse where he worked as a gamekeeper, where he met Maurice, but they seemed a silliness, pastimes 
for people with nothing better to do with their lives. 

Hee was not prepared for Ghosts. The play was terrifying. He was not prepared for the power of 
‘Nazimova and Carmine on stage. Their agonies tormented him. He felt guilty to be watching this, 
‘mother and son caught in such die circumstances lke hares caught in a steel trap. Hares, he thought, 
‘were bor to be caught and eaten; humans, he thought, deserved a better fate than the one Ibsen dished 
‘ut to his characters, Life could be difficult and people could be horible, he knew from his own 
experience, Life was also as strange and full of surprises as this play. His own life and his life with 
Maurice proved that much, no? He sat unblinking, staring a his transformed friend-Carmine wore a 
black wig-at times realizing he was holding his breath in fascination, 

During the intermission he was ata loss for words. Sipping ginger ae, he stood apart, ashamed 
of his ignorance and ofthe tumultuous feelings the play was generating within him. He was scared to 
think Oswald might unwittingly marry his half-sister and shocked at what he surmised was the darkest 
secret ofthis cursed family. Alec's theater party was talking together in great excitement, Maurice, also 
‘unfamiliar with the play, sought him out to ask ifhe were hating the “gruesome” play. Alec looked into 
{he loving eyes and shook his head. 

"Are you alright, Alec?” Alec nodded and took a large gulp of his drink glancing away. Maurice 
ppt a hand on his shoulder and squeezed it. He understood the distress he saw on the dear face and his 
eyes welled-up with tears of love and happiness. "Scary shit’ Robert has just pronounced the play. He 
thinks you would make a great Oswald, Lecky.” 

"Me? Not me! Lam not worthy to fil a seat here.” 

‘They were interrupted by two young couples asking Alec Hall for his autograph. They asked 


bhim to sign their programs. He refused to sign their programs. It did not seem right for him to write his 
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‘name in such a sacred document. His admirers were confused until one of the young women said, "You 
are quite right, Mister Hall, this is @ remarkable evening.” Reaching into her purse, she found a 
notepad, distributed three pages, and handed Alec a pen. Shyly and most diligently, he signed his 
sereen name four times. They were thrilled and gushed over Tess. The same young woman who 
provided the pad said in parting: "I would love to see you on stage. You are a wonderful actor, sit." 

Knocked senseless, he smiled and blushed with surprise and pleasure to very great effect. 

"Next time, Alec,” Maurice whispered in his car, constraining himself from kissing it, "just say 
“thank you’ when people pay you a complement. Especially one that is truct Has this ever happened t0 
xyou before, my dearest heart-throb?” 


‘lee shook his head and laughed. "I was to sign Scudder for a minute there! Daft! 


pizia as Carmine says! "Scary shit is correct for this drama." 

"Robert says we ‘ain't seen nothin’ yet" He says we should be wearing jocks!" 

‘The last scene was too terrible for Alec to bear in silence. When Oswald demanded the sun, 
‘Alec raised his hands to his face, radied his head, and moaned in sorrow. At curtain fall, except forthe 
sounds of people (like Alec) stifling their emotional distress, the audience satin silence. 

‘The company curtain call rallied the audience. Most applauded vigorously. The second call for 
Carmine and Nazimova brought the entre audience (except for Alec) to its feet cheering. Alee could 


‘not rise from his seat. 


hheart was shattered. 
He refused to go backstage. He said he would meet them at Delmonico's. Swiftly, he vanished 
{nto the nightlife thronging the streets outside the theater. He was in such great distress, he felt 
‘moronic. It was okay forthe refined Robert Gaylord to be weeping into a monogrammed handkerchief. 
He, Alee Scudder, had no right to be flashing his emotions in public like a wel-bred toft If Mister 
Griffith told him to be distressed in front of the camera for Billy, he could do it wth no embarrassment. 


{twas his job. If Krill pressed him into showing a bravado on screen he did not own, it, too, was part of 
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iso, 

“Today, he rescue Tess from in’ age. Kil old him he was cast asthe Leading Manin 
Rebecea of Sumybrook Farm opposite Mary May Mills ("You've got what it ake, Hall, and not jus 
between your legs") Rose and Gage decided it would be filmed immediately in Califia along with 
episodes of Tess. The Woman in White was once. There was a Poe idea inthe works for Gatno. 


"Mary May as Marian Halcombe is a losers game!” Krill had confided. "Pickford can stretch. 


‘She would never do it, Id marry Hamlet to Ophelia for money! I's bad business to waste the Collins on 
someone it don't suit! It will fil! We keep Mary May in her satin box like Pickford tl Lasky buys her. 
Gatino has Saving Grace to finish while he does this stupid play. I's sold out for six weeks! Naumky 


says no extensions, No more plays. We all go to Hollywood. Gi 


is a Movie Star, for fuck's sake! 
[Not some dime-a-dozen stage player! Soon only losers will do plays in New York!" 


‘Walking briskly down Broadway, Alse Seudder was rela 


ing his wits. "A dime-adozen 


stage player"? 
Oswald? Was Robert pizzid? He quickened his pace. Did he really have ‘what i takes’ or was Krill just 


“armine?” His breath was returning to normal, his heart no longer pounding. He play 


trying to get him into his “love nest” on 16th Street? Could he carry Leading Man in Rebecca of 
‘Sunnybrook Farm? It was a serious romantic role, the kind Bobby Harton would play for Mister 
Griffith. The Biograph gang was complimentary about his work in Tess. He must remember to just say 
"thank you' when he saw them in California, He planned to visit them as soon as he was settled there 

He arrived at Delmonico's and had an anxiety attack. He could not go into the posh restaurant 
‘lone, He was able to “act” at ease with elegant Maurice by his side; alone the voice in his head told 
hhim he didn't belong in such grand, expensive places with his funny accent, his rough ways even 
though Carmine's work with him was refining his mature body. Krill and Laurent and Robert were 
giving him a certain poise infront of the camera, too. 


"Aren't you the guy from Trials of Tess?” a young, tough-looking boy wearing a Gatino cap 
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asked him aggressively. Behind him were four more boys sneering at him; each wore the same cap. 

"Yes," Alec said defensively. "I am him. Why?" 

"SEE!" the boy shouted gleefully at his now shyly-grinning gang. "Pay up, assholes! 

"Let him prove it, Sammy!" the tallest of the boys demanded before handing over his nickel 
“Lets see ya climb up the big awning over there like you was savin’ Tess from a Turk!" 

"Hey! He aint dressed fa no stuntshit in that tux! You been to Gatino's ope'nin’ night?" Alec 
nodded. "Yeah, i's what I figured. We came here to see him in person. I sce it in the papers. We want 
his autograph, Can we have your, sie” 


Smiling, Alee signed a page in their autograph books. "You collect autographs?* 


"Sure! We sell ‘em uptown to the dealers. You ain't worth much yet but we're count on ya ta 
‘make itbig, srt Ain't we fellas?” 

‘There was a muttered consensus before they spotted a cop coming their way. They serammed 
‘ith a tip of their caps. Glancing atthe cop, Ale smiled and turned to brave entering the restaurant. AS 
the door was opened by the uniformed doorman, Alec heard the cop say: "Way to go, sr! You did a 
rca rescue operation goin’ trough those exlingson your hose saving the lass Tess from Jack the 
Ripper. What trouble is she in now. if | may ask fora preview” 

"She isin the cage ofa circus lon this week." 

Oh, gosh! Wasi the dastardly con man Luke?” 

"twas, office. I rescued her this moming." 

"You eared your dinner then! Enjoy it! We could use you on the force. Goodnight, si.” 

Laughing happily, he entered the bright and shiny eatery. The maitre de came to gret him at 
the door, congratulating him for saving Tess from the villain with the hot air balloon, and led him 
through tango music tothe table where Father Tom, Lizzie, Florence Gage and Aled waited smiling 


at him over hand-written menu cards, “Alec!” Alfred Gage welcomed him: “I don't think you've met 
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Elizabeth Hutton. She and Father Tom are to be married next wee.” 

"Hi! Please call me Lizzie!” requested firmly the fair, beautiful woman in a strong yet soft 
voice. Her appearance was the opposite of the coiffed, bejeweled women moving around the place. 
Elegant, sedate clothes broadcast an indifference tothe fills of female-conventions, So did her habit of 
holding the eyes of her companions and voicing her thoughts on every subject. She was about thirty, 
comsorable in her suroundings. Flawless kin glowed in the sof light slong wih ber dep blue eyes, 

"May | all you Aloe?” Ale nodded and grime wondcring whore it was props for him tit 
“love your heroics in Tess Placid and go every wock wit hr daughter Georgio chser you on! 
And now Alfred tells us you will be making Rebecca of Sunnybrook Farm. Oh, you will make a perfect 
Mister Aladin! Please come st between me and Florence, Ales! And you mus sign my men card as 
a souvenir before we go home tonight! Wasn't the play harrowing? Isn't Mister Paradiso superb?" 

As if on cuc, the door to the restaurant was opened. In walked the rest of their party, When 
Carmine appeared in his cerry blossom robe with Nazimova everyne in the plce applauded. Alec 
remained standing at the table applauding with the others. To his surprise, Carine made a beeline for 
him, grab him, and gave him a big hug anda kiss on each check: "You did ot vst me with the 
other frends? Did you not watt sce my fe. fice ms? Dit you no ike my jb of Oswalt” 

"Yes, | think it mighty! I do not know...J am not..." 

"Your eyes tell me what I want to lar fom you, my dear fiend Lecky. Thank you. You will 
sit wth me, not® 

"Not" Florence Gage and Lizzie Hutton declared atthe same mom. "We got him firs!" 

“Okay, okay! Carmine sad. *You ae even more popular than mechan | am, Mister Scudder.” 


"You don't want to sit with me?" Maurice teased. 


"NO!" Florence Gage insisted. "He sees you all the time, Maurice. Tonight he is ours! Come 


hhere, my dear. ‘Don't waste your fragrance on the dessert air." she quoted to everyone's delight. 
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Laughing hapily, Alc sa beeen the two women. Happines sparked in is eyes. He glanced 
across the table at Aifed Gage and Father Tom, both of whom affectionately winked at him. He 
winked ack feting completely at home in Delmonic's in the midst of his new family His previously 
nothing lif, sliver of possiblity ina dakling future, was suddenly, lik the fll moon, rounded and 


ripened and grown luminous. He wanted nothing to change ever... 


David Loftus, dressed asa gentleman fisherman and holding ard, watched Krill instructing Mary 
May Mills how to use a fishing pole and pretend the attched fish was being caught. She was dressed as 
‘country maiden with «great many ruffles on er apron. The crew and the other players hal waited 
{wo hours while her long, thick hair was washed and set in rolls a second time because the damp 
‘Adirondack ar had caused it to frizz. There was tension as well as flies inthe air around him. 

He was tense for other reasons, Six months ago he was working a job he hated, a dangerous job 
and one that made him fet filthy each time he collected the bribes for The Captain at his precinct. His 
‘wife had left him: she could no longer tolerate his dark moods or his going stone mad on the drink to 
forget his fear of having to patrol areas where his life was not worth fraction ofthe bribe money be 
collected even though he wore the uniform of a New York City police officer 

‘The new administration ruling Tammany Hall was doing its best o ool down the corruption 
fires. The ongoing moral crusade had been the final straw for David Loftus. He was one ofthe follow 


‘up cops during the Hotel Claire raid. He and four other rookies went up the stairs behind Captain 


Michael O'Shaughnessy with his infamous greased truncheon. The whole business made him 


physically il, He had to look away to keep from throwing up the six pints of beer he swallowed to get 


himself up those step, dark, smelly stair. He resigned the nextday, only to be brought back with a 
Jarge resigning bonus, and a desk ob 1 keep him quiet. 
David Loftus knew too much, He knew where all the bodies were buried among that right 
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shower of wasters. When he copped on to what was after happening with Krill atthe jail, he saw a 
possible way out. The one thing Loftus was certain about in his life was his handsome body. He was 
the proverbial tll, dark, and handsome black-Irish hovo who leamed early to take risks, all kinds of 
risks, 

Born in Tuam, close to Galway City in Ireland, he was a prety altar boy the Canon fancied, 
‘which had him well fed and well loved while his eight siblings barely had enough to eat, and spent their 
‘youth avoiding their father’s drunken rages. It took no effort to satisfy the Canon's demands in his large, 
private office beside the cathedral: David's body responded to the right stimulation no matter who or 
‘what gave it.The girs fell about and were liberal with their favors; he enjoyed them as much as he 


enjoyed the Canon's manipulations. Encased in misery at home, David took his pleasure where he 


‘could find it and any way he could find it. Brainy, he always had a dust of sense. 
‘On the streets of New York, there was much pleasure to be had if one were open to it, The 


attack on the homosexuals struck his 


5 absurd, He didn't consider himself ether heteo-ot-homo- 
‘sexual; he considered himself sexwal. His sex with his wife was good until she had a wretched 
pregnancy and, in the end, lost the child. She was an Irish Catholic from County Wicklow, one of 
cleven children; her mother’s life was a torture, she said. They guiltly used condoms in spite of the 
Priest's condemnation of her in the confessional. The contraception devices did not allay her fears: they, 
leaked, they broke, they felt funny inside her. He filled them with water before donning to prove they 
‘were intact; some of her women friends were made pregnant by their husbands puncturing the condoms: 
purposefully t have more kids. Their manhood was defined by large families, Wives were replaceable. 
His wife’ fears coupled with a threat of x-communication by the priest combined with his own 
drunken carelessness allowing condoms to slough off inside her forced her into celibacy. By choice, he 
favored women: his orgasms with them fet deeper, richer. He craved their softness, their deicate 


form and gestures, the way their bodies opened to him. In spite of being miserable living with hasty, 
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hily elf-gratfication, his having witnessed the results of venereal disease on his police rounds 
prevented his finding a fuller release with whores. 

‘One night, a most adept fairy serviced him against an alley wall in liew of being run-in on 
‘morals charges. Groped, he had responded. He began “aresting” the "girs" forthe quicksilver blazes 
they offered, a distant cousin tothe spastic fluttering with the Canon of Tuam, 

He went with Krill his apartment on 16th Street after their initial meeting. The place was two 
small rooms with hot shower. Krill insist he submit to a thorough scrubbing ofthe most intimate 
ind; it ed to the discovery of erogenous zones unknown to him. Engorged with lust, Loftus serviced 
Krill with the ad of stimulating herbal unguents, achieved for himself the "deeper" orgasm he favored, 
and his plenary service was greatly appreciated. The next day he was put infront of a camera at Rose 
Studios. His sereen test was a suecess: He photographed with a resemblance to Griffith's Featured 
Player Owen Moore, His smile revealed perfect teeth, Christy Cabane exclaimed: "This Micks got it, 
Kil! Good find! Great facet Wears clothes well! Put him to work!" 

He tendered his resignation. The Captain wished him good luck inthe movies where he could 
“cash in” on his good looks. He was told if he ever needed anything, he had only to give a shout, Loftus 
shrugged the gesture of friendship off. It later proved invaluable in Los Angeles. 

Initially he was an Extra and Bit Player in Tess to get him comfortable in the make-up and 
under the bli 


inaly-bright lights His easy-going masculinity and strong physique gave him the look 
of physical indestructibilty, a major plus for a romantic Leading Man. He also moved gracefully and 
{ook direction well both in and out of bed. Seeing how Krill’ obsessive need to make conquests 
branded him witha "sll by" date he wanted to be “up and running” before he was asked to return the 
keys othe apartment for his sucesso. 


Hay 


ily, he was cast ima scene with Mary May as a postman delivering a letter. The two looked 


‘good together on sereen. "He makes her look small and vulnerable,” Mama approved watching the 
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rushes, though he was better-looking on camera than she, a fact Krill promised to remedy with 


‘unflattering make-up and hair. Most importantly, Mary May liked him! Mama frowned. "She's only a 


child, Mister Loftus, remember. I have your balls on a platter if you get fresh with her, 
"Tm happy with my balls right where they are, ma'am,” he said with a warm smile, 
[Now he was Leading Man in Hearts and Flowers, a rch playboy ata fishing lodge on holiday 


bout to fll in love with the lodge-keeper’s enchanting child-like daughter about to catch a 


that her hair was dry, and about to dance with joy on the river bank straight into his heart-of-gold, His 
‘make-up was simple: only the basic work was done as per Mama's instructions to Nan, the stylist, 


assigned to him, Nan was not happy with his hair. Her instructions were to make it look neat inspite of 


the cheap, policeman's plain cut not being in character. Sick of Mary May's tantrums and delighted 
with both his gratitude and his heroic looks, she found a flattering hat for him to wear. 

‘The next day in Manhattan, before his spccialeffect close-up by Laurent, portraits were 
scheduled to be made by Robert Whyte in his studio with Laurent present to study his fice. After 
introductions, Robert brought David into the kitchen for a cup of coffee. Carmine was sitting in 
conversation with Alec and Cessarina, The two actors had spent the late morning before Alec’s call 
‘exercising and practicing body movement in the house's mirrored basement work-out room. They were 
‘eating lef-over cassouler for their lunch. Alee fondly remembered David having been nervous on the 
Tess set~"I'm a Viegin at this game,” he had joked--and Alec now greeted him with a big hello and 
‘congrats on his being cast as Leading Man in the new Mary May picture 

‘Carmine's eyes lit up a the sight ofthe big handsome Irishman in the Donough Gaylord mold, 
then narrowed in distaste over his haircut. David Loftus was flabbergasted to be standing in front ofthe 
famous Paradiso, if flustered by the laser-scrutiny of his face and body. He felt naked and exposed 
‘until the Star tumed to Robert and said: "He is perfecto. The hair is wrong for the su-bleem face. Set 


‘your lights for Laurent to study him. Iwill finish my su-bleem lunch. Have you eaten, Davide?" 


CHILDREN OF PARADISE/S60 

"Yes, sir, [had a sandwich before I came here.” 

"Unfortunate! As unfortunate as your haircut,” he sighed, thrilled by the voice's pure, midnight- 
blue baritone notes. "That we remedy with the scissors. Did you bring your make-up case?” 

"I don't have one, si.” 

"You must have one of your own, Davide. I will give you what you need. Go with Robert, I will 
‘come down to you pronto, We will not beat the bush...beat around the bush, yes?” 

Inthe studio, Carmine stood studying David's face, "It is very good your bones, Davide, Ah, the 
smile is motto perfecto! Hold this mirror and see what I do. These colors are now for you. A gift 1 
celebrate your first serious role." 

"Thank you, sir. How will you manage without them?” 

"Thave many others. Do not worry about me, please. Now we worry over you. Take off your 


shirt and tie. I must not soil you or Robert will frown at us. Here isa small towel with a pretty'G' on it 


for you to place on your shoulders aso." 

Flushing with embarrassment, David confessed he was not wearing an undershirt. Carmine 
laughed and said be never wore them except before the camera to avoid having to shave his chest. "Its 
00d you be unclothed for me. | want to see your body shape to be certain your jacket is good for you. 
‘Your trousers are too saggy, no, bagay’-bagay, yes?” 

Robert laughed. "Baga. yess this the suit you willbe wearing on camera, David?” 

"Yes, it's, Mister Whyte I dont have another one. [wore a uniform on my lst job.” 

‘Carmine ttted. "Take off the trousers, Davide. Please” 


Obediently, and with another flush of shame, David removed his trousers to reveal clean, tom 


lundershorts missing several buttons on the fly. He placed the trousers in Robert's open hands 
“Til bring these to Taio, Carmine. He will freshen them up. I think we need him here." 


"Yes, do get him, And can Donnie spare underwear for our Davide?” 
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"Lam really ashamed of myself, sir, I~" 


"You have no wife to care for you, yes?” 


he and are separate.” 

“Exacly! Rober and Carmine exclaimed in unison, 

"Taio will be tilled, David Robert added aking the short to check the size as David barely 
covered his ust taut mide withthe small monogrammed towel." give these shorts to Taio as a 
if He wll we them for his uit. et him and his tape measure forthe sit adjustments” 

Looking uncertain hw to proceed, David grinne shyly as Gatino. Or was it Carmine, he 


‘wondered? Carmine pressed him back into the seat under the lights talking to Laurent in French, 


"You laugh at me, Laurent. You think I am behaving like Krill in onder to see 


Irisheman naked? He smells good, too. These Americans area very clean people.” 

"Not No! You are no Kril! You make usa band of brothers, Gaino, It is why we love you," 

"Ws my upbringing with the Teatro Gruppo family ethic.” 

"Well, he is a ravishing sight nonetheless. I wonder ifhe can act?” 

"With that face and those sot, gentle eyes, and those broad shoulders, see how he took Keill's 
attention. But the Leading Man parts are not unwisely assigned by our mercenary Killer Krill." 

"agree, Gatino. | agree. Let ws take care of him as you think best.” 

Returning his attention to David Loftus, Carmine smiled, touched by how the big sweet man sat 
like boy patiently and trustinly waiting as if ata doctor's office, modestly covered by a small towel 
{nhis lap and by ragged black socks with hols in the toes on his spotless feet. "Why are you in shapely 
form with these muscles, Davide? Do you play athletics?” 


"Iwas a hurly man at home. Then there was a gymnasium we rookies used for boxing and 


strength. I needed to be in good condition to work the Tenderloin in a policeman's uniform." 


"Seary shit?” 
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"Very! Ive grown lazy on the desk job I still box and use the dumbbells but only to keep my’ 
hand in, I's starting to show now,” he sad patting his softening gut 

"No more lazy time, Davide. Can you sil use your cop-gymunasium?™ 

"Yes. Once a cop always a cop. Iwill go after our session today.” 

"Yes. You need to be in good condition to work inthe pictures ifyou strive tobe a Star Player. 
‘You will come here to me with Alec. We will work our lessons together. Now I cut your hair. Lam no 
Figaro but a the Comédie I was learned.taught many useful things. Bella Maria taught me to care for 
myself, too. Now, via!” 


‘While he sang "Una voce poceo fa,” sotto voce, he rubbed his fingers through Davi 


sly= 
washed thick, raven-black ai. Kris expensive conditioning shampoo gamered praise from Carmine 
for David's good, wise hygiene: "Important for actors always confined together under hot lights." 


David Loftus smiled wanting to tell on himself yet keeping his mouth shut not from shame but 


from reticence, He felt completely safe and comfortable sitting naked as if at a medical examination, 
He reckoned Gatino could be his younger brother by ten years, and he thought ifthe generous Italian 


‘were a woman he could easily become a serious love object. His fragrance alone was intoxicating. 


Removing the part in the hair~"Too American like the others!*--Carmine brushed it straight 


back to display the lovely curve of the forehead and the balanced, regular features, especially the 
Roman nose. He then rimmed and creamed it to hold its new shape 

Pausing to check his work, he took up manicure scissors, clipped a few hairs from the well- 
shape ers, and took afew hairs fom the eyebrows, enlarging the Bluest of blue eyes. Finished, he 
tlanced at Laurent who nodded in approval. Before replacing the scissors in their case, he excused 
himself and trimmed the tufts of hair rom Davids clavielo~"Remember, no manly, sexy hair for 
American censors! For Kil, yes! For America, no!” 


‘Turning David's head from side to side, he nodded: "Now we paint,” he said to himself in Italian 
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exuding an almost religious sense of something being created. "Very good canvas, Davide," he said in 
English. "You bring us high bones here,” he tapped the prominent checkbones. "Very important! And 
strong here molto importante...very important the chin. Watch how we paint your bones in the mirror 
forthe camera's morbidezza, 1 


ll clean you and you will doit also, Antandes!™ 

Quickly, he brought the face into focus. A handsome face became a remarkable Face aligned in 
the light for the light. He talked in French to Laurent while he worked confirming his color choices. 
Done, he kissed David on the top of his head, made him study himself. Using a treated cleansing cloth, 
hhe erased everything and had David do his own face twice until Carmine was assured. 


Soon after their work was done, the door opened and in came Robert, Donough, and Taio 


‘an armiload of clothing. Taio stopped on sighting David, smiled approval ofthe new addition 
to their family, and handed over first the quickly-donned undershorts in exchange for the towel, then 


the perfeet-fit undershi 


"You are superb big like Donnie,” Carmine approved. To David's great 
surprise, a new suit was given from Donough asa congratulatory gift. The trousers were litle tight 
‘around the middle--"You must lose the fudge, Davide, please?”-and when Taio offered to lt them out, 
David refused accepting Gatino's suggestion as gospel. The new pale-blue cotton shirt the vest and 
Jacket were perfect fits. 

Robert handed him a dark gray sik tie as his gift offering. 

"Now I look the way Iam cast!" David said admiring his image in the mirror while everyone in 
the room admired him with varying degrees of intrest. 

"Wait!" Taio said. "Mister Donough may I talk with you outside?” 

‘The two disappeared. They soon reappeared with Taio carrying several pairs of black socks, a 
second pair of underwear, and a newish pair of black shoes. 

"We are Wardrobe and Make-up here today.” Donough joked pleased to see the shoes fi 


"Teould never afford clothing like this, sir give most of my salary to my wife. Thank you.” 
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"Call me Donough, Davi. am being entirely selfish here. We've a great dea riding on Mary 
May Mills and your ine shoulders will help us bear the load much easc! I things go as well as we 
hope, you will soon be able o afford a complete wardrobe suitable for your role as Sta." 

"Time for us to get to work! Robert commanded, clapping his hands and pointing othe door. 

"Do you think | am at play here, Mister Gaylord Whyte?” Carmine demanded hands on hips. 

"Go prepare to scare the shit out of New York theater goers again tonight, Oswald.” 

Carmine rolled his eyes. He had already told Norman Rose he would not make Yield the Night 
Without Lily Mars, Hle would like o playa God Time Boy, something very different fom a Bad Boy. 
Yet, he did not know whether to laugh or cry over Robert having called Ghosts “scary shit." There were 
well enough to use properly. However, he 
‘had used "scary shit" with Davide successfully. (It had not stopped the conversation with confused 


certain "Americanisms" he despaired of ever comprehendi 


stares.) Yet, Rober’ "to seare the shit out of” was graphic and too gross to imagine happening to an 
audience. It had to have another meaning inthe rich slang-talkof this country. "l will ask Donnie now," 
the thowght as he exited withthe others after having kissed Laurent, David, and Roberton both cheeks 

While the lights were readjusted, David studied his new persona in the mirror. Taio had handed 
him a shopping bag with his ol clothing in it along with a leather case for the make-up. On the studio 
walls, he spotted some of Robert's work: portraits of Biograph players, Lily Mars, Paradiso and 
‘Nazimova, Miss Jessie and Cael, and several ofthe Figure Fou studies. He was startled 0 see the 
photo of Miss Jessie. Her murder stil made David fect queasy wit disgust: he had been one of the 
cops assigned to dispersing the crowd a the rally instigated by Fred Gage 

"want wo ask ifyou would consider doing a Figure Four for me, David” 

“will do anything for you, Mister Whyte.” 

"Rober..call me Robert, David* 


"Firs, let me get myself into the form Paradiso thinks best for me. These men you've 
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photographed put me to shame. Can I really join him and Mister Hall for lessons?" 

"He will never propose when he wishes to dispose!” Robert pronounced much to the delight of| 
Laurent who grunted his agreement. "In short, he never wastes his time.” 

‘The still portraits taken, they made an appointment todo the special-effects head shots at the 
Rose Studio the next day since he was on call there. He insisted on changing out of his new clothes. 
"These are for work only,” he swore. "They are too special for everyday wear.” He left on the socks 
and undershorts: "symbols of my new life,” he joked. “If nothing else comes of it, I'l have a beautiful 
suit to wear job hunting! I owe you fellas for this kindness. It is above and beyond the call of duty. For 
starters, | promise to make a Figure Four for you as soon as possible.” 

"W's a dealt I'm sure you'll get a chance to pay us back’ one way or another!" Robert assured 
‘him to put his mind at rest. The two men stood gazing again atthe portrait of Miss Jessie, Hers seemed 
the one most interesting to David Loftus: He could not tear himself away from her lovely, smiling 
face or from the sadness that emanated from her glistening eyes. 

{Im her image, the two men could have been reading a Tarot card revealing their entwined 
futures. Unknown to each, Fate was clinching a deal involving these three co-joined souls. 


END OF BOOK THREE 
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BOOK FOUR 
(CHAPTER NINETEEN 


Freddie Gage and Carmine Salina walked in a snowy Gramercy Park talking of friends and family now 


‘gone to California, and of their future together, Fred was manning the New York office of Rose 
Pictures marketing Tess and Hearts and Flowers and Saving Grace-~all big hits, along with eight one 
rwelers and five wo-eelers (Once Rose and Carmine got over the shock of seeing the leaping women 
‘wearing what looked like diapers, both were pleased with the film as was the press and the public.) 

‘Carmine was explaining with much gesticulation why he was not going to California to work 
for Rose Pictures. His contract with the Stadio was expired. Lasky was offering $750,000 a year plus 
{en percent of the grosses to make four features with Famous Players. There were no conditions on his 
{ree time. If Gatino became a Guest Artist atthe Comedie, Lasky would rent studio space from Pathe 
Paris, He was offering the Star full artistic control I Little Mary got a raise, so would he, 

"Your Naumky, Fred, did not attend to my'sll by’ date." He chuckled at his use of a phrase 
David Loftus taught him during one oftheir movement and acting classes. Wearing only the brief= 
truss, the actors had no physical secrets; this “exposure” led to a trusting relationship the likes of which 
David had never known, Alec went to "the coast"—"The other coast, no?"--David became Carmine's 
‘mos intimate professional frend, a stable, loving older brother figure. He made three films since Balls 


(on a Plate, and was now a Featured Player gracing the covers of movie magazines. With Carmine's 


tzuidance, he was learning his craft and flourishing. He didnot goto Hollywood because Carmine 
‘wanted him for his new film, Midnight Meeting. based ona Poe story suggested by Donough Gaylord 


Rose had not paid attention to the changes Gatino made atthe suggestion of Thérése and their 
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lawyer in Paris. The Studio Head had arrogantly told Alfred Gage the contract bound Gatino to him not 
to Rose Pictures for five years, It was Armand de Guise who learned the truth reviewing contracts 
uring confontations with Mama, now demanding $250,000 a year: Hearts and Flowers was doing 
swell business twas what Lasky was offering to her daughter standing onthe brink of stardom, 

‘The numbers for Hearts pale beside the weekly box-office take on Paraiso’ Grace, However, 
if Rose Pictures did not raise the salary, she would leave. Guise reminded her: Lasky had Pickford 
Mary May would be second-fidle tothe great Litte Mary. Mama agreed to take $150,000 fora one 
‘year contract, Much would depend on Rebecca of Sunnybrook Farm, She wanted a written guarantee 
‘Alec Hall would not be replaced. And she wanted a writen guarantee The Woman in White would 
feature David Loftus, with Mary May the frst and only name on a til card after the tte. 

"Its too soon to discuss details of Whie. Les get Rebecca in the can frst, please?" 


Now wal 


Gramercy Park, Carmine was discussing the Collins’ photoplay with its author, 
He didn think the project right for him. He was beginning the Poe picture in a week. It was a small 
Picture requiring only thre sets: a Venetian palazzo facade overlooking a canal and two paltzz0 
interior; it was only three weeks work; he wanted to act with David Loftus; he was being paid 
$200,000; and, he could go on tour with Ghosts. At Carmine's insistence, te play's set designer, 
George Gordon Tyler, was to do the movie sets. There were to be none ofthe usual painted las 
Construction of Venice was underway controlled by the young theatrical magician who at twenty-two 
‘would soon be acknowledged the best in the picture business as he was already in theater production. 

"W's the David Loftus part of your terms that scares me, Carmine.” 

""You are now being Leontes in Sicilia and Othello in Venice! Davide is Lecky for me." 

Fred shrugged. At noon, he had interrupted a class with the two of them, He was aroused by the 
sight of David Loftus doing a "scissors" exercise with his long legs stretched opening and closing while 


he sprawled fully accessible to the naked eye. Having worked up a lavish sweat his support-belt was 
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transparent. Carmine straddled the muscular, hirsute trunk eying the legs, monitoring with his hands the 


‘now-hard abdomen, counting out loud. Spotting Fred he called out in eadence: "Davide rides horse- 


legs steers beast-work strongs legs~steers the beast~steers the beast-five to go-tighten guts..press 


spines down...stretch leg hard...Jong long stretch. .breathe-breathe-breathe. i-liR-lit-if-high-ho!” 
"Fall, fall, fall,” Fred muttered sarcastically at snowflakes, distressed by his own distress 


"IFT want him Ihave hit 


1, Freddums. He loves me. He will give his body to me in love. 1 do 
‘want him! L confess Lam human, He is ares beux homme, will not take him, Jamais! Never! I choose 
‘otto have him. ‘My Jove for thee is sound, sans crack or flaw." is my love-ftiend, my goombah!™ 


‘The use ofthe frei 


ted Italian word made Fred Gage flinch. 

"Freddums, we work hard to make money for you and pay your big salary. It is cold. Let us go 
in now and go to bed. Davide is living happy with Nan, his stylist. They have Kris “ove nest on 16- 
Street. Do I break your heart? Good! Gatino is paid much money to break hearts, no?” 

Fred laughed shamefacedly. This conversation was originally about their taking an apartment at 
(One Lexington Avenue. Carmine's desire to work on stage in New York made his having his own 
home in Manhattan an imperative. The Gaylords wanted him to stay forever with them. He had total 
privacy on the top floor of the big house: he had Cessarina inthe kitchen and Taio to help him with his 
clothes. Yet, he was a guest. He would always be a guest. He had grown used to having his own place 
in Paris; he still held the lease there. What if he wanted to have his own guests? 

"Are you thinking of Higekuro, Carmine?” 

"TL think of Higekuro always. [love him. I always will love him as sure as bark i on a tree." 

tines 

"Tw est fou! | do not fantasize the future. I have three weeks of Ghosts. We train to Bos-tone. 
‘We train to Phila-del-fia. We train to Chic-cargo. | want to see God-blessed America. American 


persons see me every minute of the day. Now it is my turn to look at them. I will do ‘personal 
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appearances’ and give interviews to people who think Iam a Sicilian prince. I think your photoplay of 


Pos exci 


ig. The way you give the sceret ending is good, very good. Docs that cover al your bases? 
Can we make love now in bed? I want love not heart-drama. I can still fel the heat of Davide between 
‘my legs," he teased as he took Fred's arm. “Seuzz1.7 do itn mockery-merriment,’ you know! No love's 
labors lost for us! I pick up words as pigeons peas, no?” 


Suddenly lightheaded with desire, Fred looked at Carmine and saw the nobility ofhis beauty 


linked tothe artist's nobility of his spirit. He saw the honorable man David Loftus and Alee Seudder 
‘knew and loved and trusted implicitly to honor them. “To dream has been the business of my life,” he 
quoted a ttle card from the Poe movie: "Thou hast conquered!” 

"thrilled to know their assignation is mutual suicide in thei separate palaces. It is good for me 
{odie in a movie, no? Gatno is always living forever. The Public will be shocked shitless when I drink 


poison in front of my Vencti 


friend Davide and Stella drinks poison in front of her Count husband. 
Barrymore at midnight! Ar midnight-we shall moet-so lett be!” the lovers promise. 1 did think they 
are to run away together! Donough is smart to find this story for us." 

"Will you leave us for Lasky?” 

"Not am teaching lessons! [am “in the quick forge and working-house of thought. 

"You are scaring him shitless, O Chorus?" Fred teased, beating Carmine to his favorite phrase, 

"Exactly! I accepted a Little Mary salary with ten-percent of the gross from Army before he lef. 
Itis our secret. I have what I wantin the theater also. I want to make a Biblical epic on the other coast 
I Mister Griffith can make an epic inthe Italian style about a war, I want to film Davide and Goliath 
‘with Tourneur and Max. Michaclangelo's Davide not Donatello" His low laughter had a growling edge 
to it. "I will have to make nude my body. American censors skeeve man-hair!” 

‘A church bell began to tol, 


"Swish, swish, swish," Carmine said solemnly. “Its the broom of time, Alfredo,” he continued 
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in Ralian. "Another one of us has been swept away. Ou pictres are tre! Years passin montage of 
calendar pages tumbling 35 these aster snowflakes. Soon every soul we know willbe swept away, and 
every sul they know, and every soul she know! Soon everyone with usher and now wil be swept 
aay 100, Then there will bea whole new people to be swept away ane by one. ‘Swish, ssh, swish? 


Even the stars die, no? And I do not mean those of us manufactured by your home-run handiwork.” 


“Jesus, Camillo! What dark thoughts! 
"These are the thoughts you should be having, Alfredo. Our time together is too precious for 


‘you to be spending even one second worrying about whether or not I am choosing to be the lover of 


another. We must treasure every second we have in this our life together. Do you understand m 
"Yes, Carmine, I understand you.” 
"Your jealousy of Davide isa distraction, my Alfredo.” 


"A distraction?” 


"Yes. It isa distraction from the responsibilty of loving me fully. tis an exit ploy. Exit right, 


Exit ft Exit ito the audience. Exit chased bythe bear of jealousy! You leve the stage where the true 
‘ction is taking place. Love you, Alfredo! You sang to me once of present mirth and present laughter 
Be present for me, please! Look at me! See me, Carmine Salina, who loves you entirely.” 

As they exited the park, the snow beyan to fall heavily. The church bells continue to toll, 
Holding fas to Freddie's arm, Carmine said thoughtfully in English, "Look behind us, pleas.” As 
Freddie glanced over his shoulder, Carmine asked: "How many person's footprints do you see?” 
Freddie sid he saw two. "You see? There are only two of us together in this our life. When you look 
behind and there is only one set, remember you are carrying me..in your heat Last night when we 


‘were silent together in bed after we were lovers, [felt heavy in my body with love of you. I was 


"layered with delight!™ Then he sang softly to his 


“Love is the spirit’ song, 
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The very shape of desire: 
Reckless and iresistble 
Layered with delight." 
"Give the bastard what he wants, Armand. We cant afford o lose him..ye..not just yet!” 
"Everything he wants, Norman Alfred Gage asked with lit in his mellow voioe 
"Every fucking thing the litle wanker wants!” 
"Why should he stay with you, Naamky?” Krill asked in Russian, "You've been very dumb" 
"could kill myself.” 
"Weve already sen this performance, Norman.” 


"This time I mean it, Alf 


1! Do you think Fred can convince him to stay with us?" 


"It isan un 


i advantage for us, Norm,” Armand sighed. "But he will stay with Fred wherever 
‘he works. He will want to live with him out here, ifbe decides to come out here, We'll tll the 
‘magazines he lives with his dog, Garabali I think we should buy him a ranch, too. You know how 
Hatin nobility i attached to the land.” 

“This isn't funny, Armand. You ae supposed tobe a lawyer. Lawyers have no sense of humor:* 

"Maybe we should give him more than Lansky is offering, Norman" 

"Weare giving him my hard-earned profits, Alfred!" 

"As your lawyer," Armand whispered “I needs remind you we are giving him ten percent ofthe 
sg70ss. You must lear to read contract, boss..for several reasons. The times they ae afchangin." 

"Peanuts, Norman. We are giving the boy peanuts! Saving Grace has already made us a profit 
of over $400,000, And i's only just begun its rounds. As you say, Norman, it’s got fabu legs. like 
Gatino!” 


"Yeah, | know! I know! But it cost Russia's GNP painting over those goddamn twats!" 


CHILDREN OF PARADISE/S72 
"TL think he will agree to our proposal for one year, Norm.” 
"ONE FUCKING YEAR?!" 
"Yes, Norm. If we are lucky. You know Little Mary signs year by year. We have Mary May for 
‘one year, He's told me he will not fantasize the future One year is what anyone will get from him." 
"Will he do two for a million?" Krill asked in English, 


"Will he, Armand? That seems reasonable to me! 


vorks out to a generous $500,000 a year.” 

"No, Naumky! A million each year!” 

"A MILLION DOLLARS A YEAR?!" 

“Peanuts, Norman. Pickford will be getting that next year from Lasky." 

In.a grand gesture of despair, Norman Rose fell on the loor. "I wll kill myself: First, I will 
‘make Mary May Mills a bigger Star than Paradiso! Then | will kill myself!" 

"Studio Chiefs don't make Stars, Norman. God makes Stars and the public recognizes them." 

"Then, I will kill him. 1 will shoot him very dead. Only then will I rest in peace.” 

"You mustn't talk like that, Naumiky,” Krill scolded in Russian, "It is not good." He added 
presciently, "Fate twists our wishes around, One of us may wind up shot dead!” 
George Gordon Tyler was born in Santa Monica. His father was an oil magnate, His mother was a 
successful interior decorator forthe rich and a set designer for Pallas Pictures in Los Angeles. He grew 
‘up in a thirty-room imitation-Spanish hacienda with a view of the sea. After graduating from Santa 
Monica High School at sixteen, he went to New York to study art and design atthe School of Applied 
Design where his precocious talents took the attention of Martin Greene, the school's head of theater 
studies who guided him into a career as a set designer and decorator. 

‘Small and delicate of frame, Tyler’ light-brown hair, dark-brown eyes, button nose, and neatly- 


aligned features quickly took the attention of Martin Greene's lover, Daniel Borschardt, brother of one 
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of New York's great theatrical producers. Daniel introduced the boy to his brother, Charles, as well as. 
to his all-male social set. Tyler thrived on both introductions. By age nineteen, he had designed five 
Broadway shows with an unerring sense ofthe appropriate milicu in which to place a drama, as well as 
‘an uncanny knack for creating moods with light. By the time he was hired for Nazimova's Ghosts, he 
‘was a master of his art at twenty-two years of age. 

During the company's first read-through, Tyler became infatuated with its male Star, whom he 
‘adored on the sercen. The young man grew up with the rich and famous in his home, He had worked 
‘with many theatrical Stars in his relatively short career. He was not easily impressed. 

Most of the movie people his mother created houses for in Los Angeles were desperate to 


acquire a patna of class and style. They changed their names, their faces: 


surgery and makeup 
tricks, their hairlines, their ethnicity, their accents, their histories, whittling away their identities, They 
‘modeled their homes on the new identities created for them by the studio bosses--most of whom were 
self-made Jewish immigrants in their twenties~and from the movie magazines they devoured hoping to 
discover things about themsetves they could reflect in their environments. They were kids with pots of 
‘money constantly on display. They displayed themselves the way they thought the public expected. 
Badly educated, they were also terible snobs! 

"Whom is kidding whom?” Tyler mocked their pretensions and their off-kilter “posh” accents, 

Yet, he had a "thing” for good-looking actors. He often cruised "the beach,” the stretch in front 
of the Palace Theater on Broadway where actors congregated to gossip and exchange leads on casting 
news. He never failed to catch something desirable; guys went with him for kicks and on the offchance 
the might give them an introduction to Charles Borschardt. Good-looking actors were common as fleas 
in cheap boarding houses, and the best-looking movie Stars could be sexless and dreary inthe flesh. 


‘Tyler arrived at the rehearsal hall for Ghosts with his heart stecled against disappointment. The 


Oswald entered at precisely 2 P.M. from Rose Studio where he had been shooting Saving Grace since 
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dawn, His excitement ove beginning a stage production made his eyes glow lke the radium on Tyler's 

bedside clock! Paradiso kissed him on both checks asking if he made models of his scts or did he only. 

make these perfect drawings he was holding in his hands? The young designer flushed with pleasure. 

“I brought a mode! for you to see. It’s there on the table," Tyler said in a hal-voice, knocked 
silly by the natural beauty of the young man and by the delicate fragrance enveloping them. He 
followed across the room tothe model, thinking: "His presence stirs the drowsy ai to dancing! Christ!" 

“Oh! Carmine exclaimed atthe sight ofthe perfectly rendred sc n miniature, complete with 
wallpaper and dlfs-howse furniture. “Bellisimo! Bravo! Again he kissed Tyler on both chooks 
clutching him to his firm, broad, scented chest. “We will do great things thanks to you, no?” 

"Yes!" was the peneral consensus. 

‘Tyler refused offers to design sets for movies. Lately, he was tempted. Inspired by Europe, 
American prhctons were becoming more elaborate and intresting visually, Each goo filme sw 


created a longing to control the space on the sereen, 


infuse the emotional and psychological 
requirements of the photoplay into buildings, landscapes, rooms, ruts in a road, clutter in a house. Since 


the eye took in so much detail looking at photographs, afew things could evoke layers of living. He 


ould preset all of ita rea, and by subtle placing of objects and use of light, he could focus the 


-viewers attention asthe director wished them to see the moment, to fee it, to know it It was a 
constructive, collage art, this building of “truth” with “things.” 

He accepted the Ghosts commission on the strength of his deep respect for Nazimova's genius 
even before he knew Paradiso was attached to i As rehearsals progressed and the set began fo take 
shape, Tyler was present every day supervising the work with one eye and studying Paradoso with the 
‘other, wondering if his charismatic presence could be embedded in the magical prison of the movie 


frame, the key visual element is scheme in service of the narrative. 


‘Tyler took his question to his teacher Martin Greene. They went together to see Prisoner of 
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Love. Greene was not a movie buff. "Good Lord!” he exclaimed during the moon-dance: "I cannot 
catch my breath! I had no idea!” 
"There are few like him! The great ones are unique. Most are artificial, hybrid ereatures, 
brazenly impure and inauthentic, synthesized out of ambition, good looks, and canny publicity. Each is 
8 simplified sype. They sell a style of Being stitched for them by the studio boss filling his inventory 


sheet. They don't call it ‘stable’ for nothing, Martin! Movies are about the possibilities of surfaces. 


Well, surfaces are my business. Paradiso has a surface I want covering many drawing sheets of mit 
"Td rather have him covering my sheeted fields, George.” 
"That's part of his aesthetic, his style, his surface," Tyler joked. "He's elusive and ethereal, then 


suddenly, the 


ly camal. Ie’ truly unearthly. He shocks me. And I grew up with these people!” 
"Hasn't Eros always produced an historical and aesthetic continuity among the arts?" 
"Erotic continuity is my business, Martin.” 

"Norman Rose took one look at sunny, warm Hollywood through the window of his newly-acquired 


‘maroon Rolls Royce, waved, and shouted: “Bye, bye, baby! See you in L.A.! Home, Ignatius! And step 


nit, boy! I've rushes to see and septs to read and actors to serew 
Sitting with him inthe back seat, Alfred Gage and Armand de Guise laughed loudly 
"No, logy!" Armand contradicted the onder. "Take us to Rose Studios Slow down on Vine at 
Monument beyond the Lasky-Famous Players lot. Norm, keep your eyes pecled. You might catch a 


slimpse of Lily Mars and Little Mary Pickford. We're right near Griffith, 100." 


"As Normnan would say, it comes under the heading of gelt by association!" 
"Pickford-Smickford! I've got Mary May Mills plus The Gatino.” 
"Paradiso, Norman. The magazines are now calling him ‘Paradiso’ no Carmine, no Gatino, 


simply ‘Paradiso’ I guess they finally igured out what the word means.” 
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"Here's Monument, the house Lily Mars built, Norm. Those orange trees are in bloom for her." 


"Very funny, lawyer. Ha Hat Fucking 
"Here's the Lasky spread.” 
Rose stared out the window at the impressive spravling studio with its outdoor stages and its 


large, barn of an indoor stage. In spite of himself, he searched fora glimpse of Little Mary. 


"Here's Fountain Avenue, Norm. Griffith's Majestic is down there about half-a-block. It's that 
three-story, green clapboard bar with those outbuildings.” 
Actors in Civil War uniforms could be seen rehearsing inthe surrounding fields, onthe outdoor 


where the Gish girls live 


stages, and resting on a cement court in groups. “The bungalow on your let 
‘With their Mama, Norm, whois nohing lke our Mama.” An actor in blue uniform appeared in the 
street waving are flag. Ignatius stopped. He andthe others were told to wait a minute; real, valuable 
ammunition was about o be fire. Deafening cannon shots filled the ar above the field with smoke, A 
bugle call set costumed actors charging ahead with cardboard bayonets nailed 10 wood rifles. The car 
‘was waved on, "Welcome to Hollywood, Norm.” 

Ignatius soon pulled the big car infront of another clapboard building, this one newly-puintod 


rose with a huge, white, emblematic rose on its side. Dressed in Summer whites, Dicky Dugan came 


‘out of the wooden building wreathed in smiles: "I's pretty noisy here today!” he said pointing down 


toward the Civil War battle a mile away. "They were on the Universal lt in the San Fernando Valley 


last week shooting the battle of Petersburg, Virginia. Lillian says Mister Griffith hired Civil War 


veterans to scour southern Californ 


to find places that resemble the actual attics 
"Good god” Alfred Gage exclaimed. The others inthe car listened in stunned silence. 
"And," Dicky continued in arash of wonder: "Two guys from West Point came scouting here 
‘with a batch of Civil War maps by some guy named Jedidiah Hotchkiss matching round plans. They 
said if they found what they needed they'd pay us to let them build trenches and breastworks and roads 
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‘nd buildings like the anes on the maps and in the Brady photographs and in the sketches by the 
newspapers’ Special Artists, They said they were helping Mister Griffith recreate the actual troop 
‘movements, 100! They said he's got the Rebs coming in from the left on camera and the Yankees from 
the Fight, We'll have no trouble telling them apart since they all look alike in black and white." 

He paused, took a breath and rated on: "Mister Griffith has the real cannons on loan from the 
‘Smithsonian Institution in Washington forthe close-ups, along with half of Los Angeles county 
running around shouting down there! | went the other day with everyone from here who was free 10 
help out. L was a Yankee. I got killed for five bucks. They started firing their cannons at dawn today! 
‘Some nights they film by bonfire light! The picture's called The Clansman. It's based on a book and 
play by Thomas Dixon Lillian rode down on a horse the other day asking when Rober’ coming out, 
Mister Griffith says they're nearly done! They've been filming eight weeks! She says it's very long. 1 
‘said it's very loud! | wish she worked for us! She says the war in Europe is causing a shortage of horses 


‘and white 


in and ammo. They're using the most beautiful steeplechase horses forthe big climax! 1 
see them being exercised on the roads. Our Bible epic just gota little more costly, Mister Rose! People 
are going to expect more bang for their buck!” 

Having come out to California with Ignatius, Vad! and Armand, the Gages, and Father Tom 
and his wife Lizzie, Dicky had been very busy preparing the former C-S Studio for the actors, directors, 
nd the erew who were to arrive in two weeks time to take up residence in Hollywood, Dicky set up the 
Rose Pictures executive office for Norman on Wiltshire Boulevard in the former C-S Studio suite near 
the exclusive Los Angeles Athletic Club, and his production office, where he would spend most of his 
‘waking hours and many nights, on the Studio lot in a white bungalow. 

Each morning, Iggy zoomed Dicky out to the Stadio in Rose's hand-tooled, red MeFarlan 
touring car, an $18,500 toy he loved to drive. The Rolls was kept in a garage Ignatius planned to buy. 


He was waiting forthe uniform Tyler would design for him when Rose arrived. All the studio chiefs 


(CHILDREN OF PARADISE/S78 
and the movie Stars had uniformed white drivers; the curfew on Black people in Los Angeles meant 
they could only be employed at day jobs or as domestics. 

"Your guys have been busy, Alfred,” Norman Rose said, his voice full of admiration. There was 
the new housing created for the contract players: a dazen bungalows dotting the surrounding fields on 
Rose Studio property, and a lavish refurbished reception center with a swimming pool and gymnasium 
‘under construction. It was separated from the work areas: six open-air raised wooden stages and a large 
enclosed stage. There was also an acre of orange grove and a bascball diamond with bleachers, 

In Los Angeles, the Rose agent had rented four luxurious white-bungalow duplexes in a lavishly 


landscaped bungalow court at Vermont and Seventh. (The li 


1g rooms were separated from the dining 
rooms by white-plaster classical pillars.) One was forthe Gages, one for Armand and Vadel, one for 


Paradiso and Fred Gage, and the fourth for Maurice and Alec Hall. They were fully furnished in faux 


antiques; the color schemes were heavy on mulberry shades and golds. There were paintings of sunsets; 
Spanish shawls draped the white upright pianos. 

‘Armand christened the decor “high-end brothel” much to Alfred Gage's amusement. Florence 
Gage could only sigh. She found the climate extremely salubrious, the abundance of lowering 


everythings thr 


and the cool breezes laden with mingled scents of sea and gardens much to her 


taste. Deciding to stay the Winter, she went shopping at Robinson's department store, stashed the 


shawls 


fringed Spa a closet withthe sunset views, and bought antique maps of California to hang 
in their stead. She had Rose Studio frame a full-sheet poster of “Fred's Tess*~the one with the horse 
going through the ceilings. She hung it over the non-working fireplace. Then she turned her attention t0 
helping Lizzie Carey spiff-up her rectory home. Father Tom's mission church was greatly enhanced by 
\Vaatie’s gift. The priest razzed Vadriel about tithing to the church of Henry the Eighth. 

‘The day after his arival, Norman Rose rented a mock-Tudor mansion on South Alvarado Street 


‘not far from a similar manse owned by the multi-millionaire Angelino, Joseph A. Roberts, now in 
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partnership wth his neighbor, the Broadway producer Roger Monosco, the owner ofthe Los Angeles 
tater, Dicky and Ignatius were given the apartment over the garage inthe rear beside the pool it was 
nestled ina blaze of multi-colored roses and Japanese orchids, all framed by eypress tees. An elderly 
Japanese gardener, Yokawa, tended what looked like a Belasco stage set. 

Even though Monosco loathed motion pictures, he owned the Roger Monosco Studio on North 
Occidental; Roberts owned Palas Pietures. Monosco theaters around the country were being converted 
into movie palaces. Surounded by scripts to be edited, Norman was working at home whe his wo 
tanned neighbors visited witha lucrative offer for Paradiso in Ghosts. Nazimova had refuse to take the 
three-day, three-night train journey for one week in Los Angeles; Monosco was now offering a West 
Coast tout, only if the Rose Pictures Star was part of the package, 

‘The reviews inthe important New York newspapers were impressive enough for his people to 
setup a very generous showease for Ghosts, Roberts suggested they sereen in their theaters all the 
Paradiso features during the days ofthe evening performances. Nothing like this double-header had 
ever been floated before: the mult-gfted Paradiso offered new approaches to marketing and new ways 
to make money. They ao offered $50,000 per distribution area (twenty) forthe limited Fight (one 
year to Midnight Meeting on urban and rural sreens where the Gage circuit was nt established 

“TI have to talk to my lawyer about this,” Rose replied, pretending he sll had complete contol 
over Paradiso's movements, silently repeating: " could kill myself” Drinks were served by Dicky 
beneath the patio’ tal, purple-lowering Jacaranda tree. 

"Your lawyer is Armand de Guise of DeGuise on WallStreet isnt he, Norman?” Roberts asked 
in is big, oud voice suitable to his big broad person. He was the patriarch ofthe powerful clan; they 
‘made fortune inthe boomtown days of Los Angeles. He was a great yachisman and a handball 
champion atthe Los Angeles Athletic Club where he was vice-president anda prime mover in its 


affairs. Norman nodded. "I have some business with him, Norm. Does he swim or play handball?" 
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"He does both superbly wel,” Dicky said after Rose confessed his ignorance and introduced 
him as "chief of staff." Dicky nodded atthe guests and decided to ask fora raise. 

"Alfred Gage is with you, to0, Norman?” 

"Yes. [ know he swims in a pool and the ocean. So does his son, Fred, our publicist and one of 
‘our writers, He's with Gatino,..Paradiso forthe tour. I don't know about the handball.” 


"1 knew Gage in our salad days,” Roberts informed his listeners." 


sways liked Alfred. He was 
«8 straight-shooter. Married into Boston society, didn't he” In response to Norman's nod, he added: "I'd 
like you all to come to dinner, meet the family, watch some movies with us, Norman, Paradiso makes 
‘you a big fish in our small pond, you know. We're all on the lookout for one of his kng..are as hen's 
teeth, You've also got Mills and the Hall boy and Howe and Burke and Loftus~all comers. Lasky has 
Pickford, Griffith has Gish and Marsh and Harron, Monument has Lily Mars, She'll soon be in theit 


league, She was with you fora shor time wasn't she? It's too bad you lost her. We're negot 


ing for her 
services with half-a-dozen other studios. How much you paying Paradiso” 

Norman was shocked by the direct question, He stalled, Roberts guffawed and apologized, "No, 
no!" Rose said. "twill soon be common knowledge. We've given Lasky a run for his money with 
Liitle Mary, Joe. And another $250,000 thrown in to keep the boy happy." 

"A cool mill, eh?” 

Norman nodded proudly; he was pleased by the look of admiration on the faces of Roberts and 


Monosco. "Yup." he sai 


“Peanuts compared with what he's worth, boys.” 

"A one year contract like Pickford's with Lasky?” 

"No, two,” he answered, suddenly less pleased by the look he saw pass between his two guest, 
"Oy, vay!” he thought: "He better give us two years. Otherwise my ass is again grass and Keill will 
hhave to kill him. Or we have to find a way to bind him to us forever.” 


At dinner, Rose proffered Roberts’ invitation to his colleagues. He was taken aback when 
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‘Armand reveled he and Alfred had received a personal invitation to join the Athletic Clu that 
aemoon. Both wanted to know if Norman was invite. Reflecting on the conversation with the two 
studio chiefs, he was force to admit he had an invitation to diane nt to join their famous cub 
Victor Keil sored: "The place is resricted, Naumky. No niggers. No kes. No actors” 


"Oh," Norman Rose said quietly, flushing and flaring with rage. 


's the last stand of the Old Guard out here, Norman,” Alfred Gage explained with a wry smile 
‘om his fuce knowing there would be interesting repercussions from this flaunted antisemitism, "They 
used to run the entire show. Now the movies are slipping through their greedy ringed fingers right into 
the hands and combines of you ‘chosen people The nifty litle profitable studios ofthe Roberts and the 
Monoscos along with Vitagraph and Realart and the dozen other small-fry will soon bea thing of their 


gentile past,” he laughed, pointedly planting a seed. "Leave ‘em their restricted clubs at least." 


"L want you guys to join for me,” Rose said with a frown, "But promise me one thing.” 
"What's that, Norman?” 
Don‘ tell Gatino, er..Paradiso, He won't want to work with Monosco, He's funny that way." 
"Oh, by the way, Norm," Armand interjected. "While we're on the subject of our funny boy. He 
says ‘yes! to two years at one million per. And yes! to the Ghosts tour, And 'yes'to Yield tothe Night 
with Lily Mars, of course. He and Tourneur and Max have been to Judith of Bethulia thre times." 


"TL think we simply call it David.” 


agree, Alfred," Armand said decisively. “Keep it simple. ‘Paradiso is David!" I think we take 
that direct approach. The Lily Mars is The Good Time Git! campaign is working brilliantly. Carmine 
says Tyler's Poe sets are'su-bleem’ decorated with real antiques and the rushes are fabu. Venice has 
never looked better. They brought over a gondola with its boatman. Carmine went out to Gaywyck last 
‘weekend with Fred and David Loftus and Tyler. He can't stop crying over the Saint Sebastian painting. 


‘Seems he grew up with it in Sicily! I's now hung in the old chapel beside Saint Francis. Donough says 
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hhe kept repeating: ‘Swish, swish, swish like it was some sort of prayer! He wants to buy it from 
‘Vadriel for his new apartment at One Lex. They have the whole top floor front overlooking the Park. 
‘He cant stop staring at the view in the snow: ‘Thiver lucide.’ Says he's so happy he feels he ean fly. He 
sends all ous his love and he says he misses us all. Including you, Norm." 

"Tell the wanker to fly his million-dollar ucellino out here, pronto, Armand! Thank god the war 
‘Will keep him on our continent and out of France." 


"He and Nazimova are com 


straight from Chicago. Max will be here with Toureur as soon 


5 Midnight Meeting is edited. Fred's found another project for Mary May, 100." 
"What is it, Armand?” 
"U's called. Anme of Green Gables. He thinks Mama will prefer ito Woman in Whive. Ws 
series of books for kids. Max wants Loftus and Alec and Stella for Whiz. He wants to bring Emma 


Amaud from France for it, to. He says we need to do ‘quality’ like Yield now and then, It sets us apar 


He's right! He's sure Cabane can take on Mary May sooa. Tha 


(Kill can part with her, From what 
ve heard, it sounds like tl death us do part with you two, Victor.” 

Krill glowered at him. He complained he was still unable to rotate his arm completely. The 
company for Rebecea was living on a rented farm in the San Femando Valley where the latest Tess 
episoxle was also being filmed simultancously to accommodate Ale Hall. That morning Tess was to be 
kidnapped by Indians; when Alec galloped to the rescue, she was to be tossed into rapids intereut with 


shots of Niagara Falls. However, unbeknown to anyone, ca! Indians~"Fans of Saly's!"~-not working 


‘with the crew snatched the beautiful movie star. She was carried toa nearby reservation for marriage to 
the chief ofthe tribe! Luckily, at Krill insistence, there were ral cowboys hired forthe episode. They 
Atundered after her and won he release by trading four cases of whiskey and two horses, 

"TL dont get why you ean' rotate you arm, Keil,” Alfred Gage asked, voicing everyone's 


confusion after everyone stopped gasping and laughing and congratulating him on his decision to hire 
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real cowboys. 

"Real cowboys arc all over the place working on ranches and catle runs, Mrs. Gage,” he told 
Florence newly joining them for dinner. "The five-dllars a day for movie work is more than they make 
Killing themselves with cattle. Unlike the actors I hire to play cowboys, the real ones don't fall off their 
horse when it farts!* 

Everyone laughed. 

"Cut back to the farm, please, Victor.” Armand requested anxious over what was coming, 

Krill continued without mentioning how much he was enjoying the free-wheeling cowboys in 
‘what they called "the sack." Most of them spent every cent on booze and whores they were 0 


accustomed to sl 


‘outdoors and being on the move like gypsies they were up for prety much 
anything. "When word reached us atthe farm of Sally's abduction, I halted shooting and sent my entire 
Rebecca erew tose if they could help. Lew the actual cowboys would save the day just ike they do 
inthe movies, but I needed a break from Mary May! At that point, she was claiming a sudden onset of. 
‘onsilist {kept reminding her we were not performing on stage! She could mouth her fucking words! 
(Excuse me, Mr. Gage.) Bu, no! Tears and more temperament! Ogre Mom began sereaming at me, 1 
finally lost my temper and told them both to get out of my sight" 

"Oy. vay!” 

"Yes, know, Naumky. Ogre Mom threatened to come back to town tothe big new house we've 
rented for them. We'd lost the morning already because Mary May cried I was more attentive to Ale 
than L was to her. | explained he was doing double-duty! He had his big scene with her and two other 
scones with his family that afternoon before leaving us to jump into rapids forthe opening rescue 
sequence ofthe next Tess episode!” 

"Alec is jumping into rapids, Keil?” 


"Yes, Maurice. Please don't worry! They are teeny-tiny rapids. We have sunk nets to keep him 
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and Sally off the racks. They are well-behaved rapids and will make a good match with the lazy ones 
leading up to Niagara Falls. We have also placed a rope ladder on the rock he climbs with the 
‘unconscious Tess thrown over his shoulder. He says Gatino taught him how to climb rope ladders.” 

"You have puta Jadder on the rock? What kind of a rock grows moss-ladders?” 

"People won't see the ladder, Naumky. You think I would allow the audience to see the fucking 
Iadder? (Excuse me, Mrs. Gage.) Anyway, back on the fucking farm~" 

"Forget it, Krill" Florence Gage laughed. Take us back to the farm and your shoulder before | 
starve to death. Its been a long day for me, too.” 

"Yes, of course, please forgive me. Well, the two Mills dames rush back to their dressing room, 


‘Our new cinematographer Jimmy Chang isa saint! And 


work is the best! Of he goes to appease 


them for me, Picture me now in my bedroom takin 


don't dare tll you what!-when who rushes in? 


‘Atearful Mary May, donot know wor Jimmy told her but she i in tars She lings herself at me! I 
happens so fst, am knocked off my feet and swiled around ashe stats to stick her tongue in my 
‘mouth swearing ctomal love and before I can push her off me, in rashes Opre Mom and stabs me with a 
hat pin in the shoulder! She screams if ever touch her daughter again, she wil kill me! And ut of her 
pocket she pull gun!” 


‘There was stunned silence in the room. 


"She pulled a gun on you, Krill? 
"Yes, Armand, she pulled & gun.” 
"What kind of a gun, bubbalal?™ 
"A 1912 38 Smith and Wesson blue steel break-top revolver. Lown one myself. know it wel." 
"Max will handle her on. Are, then Christy will take over,” Alfred Gage insisted. “His Tess 
rushes are terrific. She likes him, to. I know he can handle her. He's also very puritanical. | was 


standing beside him on the riverside when the women began to jump without knickers. He actually 
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looked away and crossed himself. He told me he would have to goto confession right away.” 

"It's true!" Krill confirmed the story. "I had to tel him if he didnt keep shooting, | would fire 
him. [old him we would use what we could. He was hot ed with shame. He is a good man. like him. 
‘But more important, he is a good director. I agree his Tess footage is great." 

"Lam still reeling over the gun,” Florence Gage admitted. "As you-know-who would say, itis 
really seary shit 

‘A deep silence descended on them al 


“NO! Vadriel Vail shouted during a long-distance telephone call with a terrible connection from Los 


‘Angeles to Manhattan, "NO! You cannot BUY the Caravaggio, Carmi 


vo! Yous" 


"Please, Vadtriel! Pimploro! 


implore, I beg. I plead I weep for you, Ie" 

"CARMINE! | want to GIVE IT TO YOU as a housewarming gift! It went for A THIRD of the 
|udierously-low estimated price and was sold because there was no reserve fee. The owner would take 
ANYTHING for it, IT COST MORE TO INSURE AND PACK AND SHIP IT!" 

‘Camillo Salina sereamed with joy! He burst ino loud tears that sounded like static, Inthe 
‘ongoing rush of noise, Vadriel could hear only: “SWISH! SWISH! SWISH!" 
"May I speak with Vadeiel Vail, please?” 

"This she, Freddie. I recognize your voice.” 

"We have a great connection, Vadel!™ 

"Yes, Lam happy to say, we do! I have tured my face to the future. 1am determined to be 
equal to it” he said firmly, ending the sentence witha chuckle. “Ihave threatened to fire the Vail 
telephone research division managers in Boston if they cannot do their jobs properly. I was hoarse 


‘when I disconnected from Carmine last week. We will never hold our market share if our Fines don't 
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deliver the goods. The sense of responsibility I have now every time I lift the receiver gives me a 
tension headache around the rim of my crown!” He laughed half-heartedly. "How are you, Freddie?" 

"Tm very wel! I'm calling to tell you Carmine has finally stopped exying. Now he laughs like a 
child every time he walks into our apartment. I must say apartment living is frocing. We've hung the 
picture atthe end of the long entrance foyer where it can be properly viewed. Tyler lit it for us, It has 
‘been superbly cleaned by the auction house, Vadrie. It is beyond su-bleem. Its staggeringly 
extraordinary. Thank you, Thank you a million times from both of us.” 

"You are very welcome, my dear friend, We will be together soon here 

"Yest Robert and Donough are joining us in Chicago. David, Nancy, and Stella will be out next 
‘week with Max and Tourneau to start Woman in White, He tells me he wants to do Anne of Green 
Gables right after Rebecca with Mary May! I'm traveling up the coast with Ghosts to handle the Rose 
Pictures part of the tour, Paradiso will make Yield the Night with Stella. Monument won't release Lilly. 
‘They don't approve of the ole. Too serious for their good time girl, Have you read the book?" 

"I don't read many bestsellers, Freddie, except for crime thrillers. Robert's told me the plot. It 
sounds top notch, Stella tricks Carmine into marrying her by lying about what happened after he passes 
‘out ata party with her even though he loves Emma Amaud who is a devout Catholic, right?" 

"Right! When Stella sees how unhappy he is, she gives him a divorce but Emma’ priest forbids 


her to marry a divorced man so Stella kills herself to set him free. They have two kids. Stella's 


icide 
is very Madame Butterfly complete with her kissing the kids goodbye in floods of tears. The works!" 
"Is Monument’s refusal definite? Can you change their minds?” 
"Well, we're working on it, Vadriel. More Money. More prestige. One of their Featured Players, 
‘Bella Bates, has just had an illgit kid. Naum's taking aim to torpedo her when her new opus opens if 
‘Monument doesn't cave in on Lily. He's amazing!” 


"Business as usual. Very AMA, I must say.” 
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"After Yield, Carmine comes back to New York for The Seagull with Nazimova and they'! tou. 
| don't know if be able to come back. He says he's coming back to Scbastian and they will manage 
‘without me!" They both laughed. "We have never been happier together, Vadriel! finally get i.” 

"Lthought you've been ‘getting i’ all along! Robert says you made the rafters rock!" 

Freddie Gage was silent then said sofly, chagrined, "Were we causing a disturbance?" 

“Robert calls it inspiration, Freddie! Not that those two need any!™ 

‘They both laughed merrily. 

"TL finally understand how jealousy puts serious static on the lines of communication, Vadrie 
Its been lifted from me. Swish, swish, swish, you know?" 


"Leagerty await your arival here, Freddie. My questi 


"Well be there inthe blink of an eye! Swish, swish, swish, you know. Time flies!” 
"Oh! Well, that is one question fewer! Give my love to himself for me. See you soonest! Tara!" 
By the time Fred Gage and Paradiso arived in Los Angeles, Rose Studio had some new rules. It was 


deemed inappropriate for unmarried females to be co-habiting with males, and for two males to be 


living together unless they were out most nights with different women. Horny bachelors (Fred and 
Paradiso), brothers (Robert and Donough Gaylord; Maurice and Alec Hall), or male servants (Dicky 
‘nd Ignatius) made an acceptable domestic pair. Max Linder married Stella Howe in a Rose Studio 
extravaganza orchestrated by Fred Gage for the national press; Krill agreed to buy a luxurious white 
‘bungalow duplex in Alvarado Court in the wealthy Los Angeles district known as Westlake Park a mile 
from Rose's manse. He also bought a complex of three small wooden houses by a waterfall in the 
Hollywood hills as « hideaway for assignations he wished to keep private. 

Against the advice of Dicky Dugan, he hired a house-man named Beau Watling. Initially on 


staff at Rose Studio working as a camera assistant to Benoit, Watling raised Dugan's suspicions by 
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proving less adept at his work than his resumé promised. Charmed by Watling’s gracious southern 
‘manner and impressed by his solid work cthic, Benoit agreed to overlook the discrepancy between fact 
‘nd claims when the new hire proved to be a quick study. 

"What other hoary business has he got tucked between his wide Confederate buns, | wonder.” 

"The war is long over, Dicky, no?” 

"Not in this neck of the woods it ain't, Benoit, y'all. The curfew on Black folk makes it plain 
‘every minute ofthe day. Odd how Beau's references have gone missing from my files." 

‘Watling was a handsome dark southerer gone to seed. In his late thirties, he claimed to be an 
‘orphan, He admitted to having spent (decorated) time in the military, worked in Chicago on the 
railroads, drifted out to 


fornia (with afist-full of impressive recommendations), “looking fora 


change." Infact, his name was Beau Butler, born in Atlanta, Georgi, to the madam of a whore house; 


she eventually married (for love) his father, a rich Ci 


War blockade runner. (The death of his only 
child in a horse riding accident ended relations with his unloving frst wife, a strong-willed southern 
belle who married him on the rebound.) Growing up, Beau proved to be a quintessential bad boy, just 


like his Daddy. He was loved no-matter-what by both his stil- 


ing, now-respectabe parents, 
Beau ran off to join Teddy Roosevelt's Rough Riders, beame a hero, and joined the regular 
Army; however, he eamed a dishonorable dscharge~and an unofficial degree in forgery serving two 


years 


1 Texan military prison- for selling food to civilian from the P.X. In Chicago, he did find 
‘zxinful employment on the railroads; however, through union connections he found a night job with the 
Mafia as a counterfiter and a drug courier using his rail job to transport cocaine and heroin and phony 
‘money. Stealing both the drugs and the funny money, he fled Mob anger to Los Angeles, a place 
fainous for its glad-hand approach to life and past histories. Forging rave reviews for himself was as 
easily done as taking his mother’s maiden name and reclaiming his seductive Georgia accent. 


He scrubbed-up well, made a smart appearance, had a mania for organization. His years in the 
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Army taught him how to run a tight house. The fact of his interest in women, only in women, made him 
attractive to Krill who assumed there would be no “complications.” He was given a room behind the 
kitchen in Krill's duplex and told he could have no overnight guests. 

From the start, Beau declared everything "peachy keen sho now.” He devoted himself to 
"uncovering every piece of dirt on the successful director and fully-fledged movie Star. No phone call 
‘went unheard, no letter went unsteamed, no drawer unexplored, no key uncopied. All of Mary May's 
Jove notes arriving in the mail or found jammed in pockets were stashed in his own cowboy boots. 
‘They would be transformed into ready cash from the newspaper jackals financing his skedaddle, 
‘married as he was to the divorce-phobic Mob. The plan was to get foreverslost in Mexico, to begin life 
{yet-agnin anew, for as his father’s first wife always insisted: tomorrow is another day. 

‘The Rose Pictures co-habitation rules for males were formulated by Buzzy Browning, formerly Bernie 
Bronsky, the new head of the Rose Pictures publicity department replacing Fred Gage, more valuable 
sa photoplay writer earning $100,000 a year. Buzzy was big and round and devoid of scruples. “He 
looks like a bowling pin!” Dicky Dugan declared, sensing the guy had a heart made out of wood and a 
splinter-sharp cunning operating in lieu of intelligence able to spin him in any direction the ball hit him, 
He had worked for both Lasky and Sol M. Wurtzel, head of Fox Stadio. He knew all the angles, Like 
Fate, he had no shame and much more power. He knew everybody. He was the best in The Biz, He 
could spin a sunny day into a headline in California or snow into an “event” in Alaska. 

‘The first thing he did was to get Krill out of Rose's lap. “It don't look good, Vic! I dont give a 
sucker’ tit what you two do when the shades are down--same with Maurey and Al!~but, hey, we play 


and pay by the rules inthis town or this town will eat us for lunch and steal all our pretty marbles! 


'Normy's too old to be your roomy, Vic. And start squiring Mary May around with a duenna. Premiers, 


‘music, opera performances, the right kinds of plays. Get me? She needs to be seen having fun, f-u-n, 
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Vic like a true American kid. The pres likes seeing the two of you together! Same with pretty Alec. 
He can take her out, too. With a ducnna! Always with a sour puss waving a stop sign! Il give you the 
‘Adlst of broads for him. No dogs, Vie. Only gorgeous sluts! Get him and Maury out of their bed and 
{nt the clubs withthe dames!" 

"And what about Paradiso?" 

“One of my assistants handle his file exclusively. He gets here, the root's gonna blow off, Vi 
Get me? I want him scen with the French broad Emma Ar-no, With Mary May, too. Let's keep him in 
the Rose family, okay? Why use him to sell anyone else's biteb?™ 

Ldon't know" 

"do! 1's my job to know! / know how to save your bacon, pal. no matter what troubles you 
_2u)s get yourselves into! Got it? Get it! Gone! 1 make ‘em gone. Or | make ‘em somebody else's 
heartache, We always make the suckers pay for the calls! The first rule in my business is "how ean we 
‘make it work for us?" The name of the game is Survive and Prosper Big Time, pal. Big Time, We're in 
the Big Time now Big Time! Got it, Vie? Get my message, Vie? Do I need to send it Western Union?" 
‘The rampaging success of Rose Pictures led to an expansion of staf and crew. In tum, ths led to the 
fulfillment of Ignatius Lydgate's dream of owning a garage witha Met of top-flight automobiles, Tyler 
designed spifty, monogrammed, rose-colored uniforms matching the cars. Stil fulminating over the 
Athletic Club's restrictive policy, Norman Rose insisted on having an equal number of Black drivers 
and Black messenger boys hired at equal pay with the Whites and, due tothe curfew, scheduled for 
“day work" or "town work" in order to avoid being caught on locaton if a shoot ran overtime. Alfted 
Gage reported being teased at the Club by Joe Roberts for being both a “nigger lover and a Jew lover." 
Rose went puce with fury, confessing he was buying stock secretly via DeGuise in both Pallas and 


‘Monosco Studio with the intention of forcing a hostile takeover. He pressed Gage to nominate Krill for 
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Club membership, not asa lowly actor or director: in his new role as producer. Rose was less and less 
satisfied with the scope of his revenge. He knew with Krill su something interesting would evolve. 
Forbidden by Rose to use their Hollywood studio for the lucrative biue movies, Krill converted one of 
his hideaway bungalows, the noisy one by the waterfall, into a make-shift stage and production room. 


He began conscripting appropriate men, many of them hungry cowboys, sailors, failed actors, Rose was 


delighted to reinvigorate the "H&XH" Studio product. The "nature boy" scenarios involving the waterfall 
‘nd the surrounding hills were enchanting. 
‘Chance dealt a trump card. Krill reported a pick-up in the Athletic Club's sauna of a married 


(drunk) board member. He graphically described their tryst atthe waterfal 


“Hoved making the Jew 
hater beg for it, Naumky. I've made another date with him and Ihave an idea.” By rigging a camera in 
the air-vent opposite the bed, the machine's noisy whirring would be covered by the loud easeade, He 
‘would film the man having sex with one oftheir "Nigger chauffeurs,” a deste the drunk expressed 
Arvin tothe hideaway. "The havoc we can cause with frames from it, Naumky! Forget the money-~" 

"Do not forget the money, koko. They will never forget it, We wil give them nightmares of 
public disgrace while we bleed them of the ruling spirit oftheir lives I want them to understand in 
their guts what Marx means when he says all that is solid melts into air’ We must offer whatever 
photoplays this new market demands. Do you follow me, my daring?” 

Ina culture rife with bordelos, it was a cinch for Krill to start a "safe" one, avery private, 


exclusive one tucked away in an isolated place, though the Hollywood hills were being inhabited at a 


startling pace. Houses built in preposterously fanciful shapes and colors, vulgar houses of plaster, lath, 
and reinforced tar-paper, fragile houses suitable tothe mild climate were appearing everywhere like 
disfiguring eczema Krill bought fifly surrounding acres to protect is privacy. 


In the Club's sauna, the word “upstanding” took on a new meaning for him. In a matter of| 
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‘weeks, he was filming "upright members” several times a month living their pent-up "secret desires": 
cowboys, sailors, Spanish maids, Negro body builders from Venice Beach in chauffeur uniforms, 
schoolboys or convent girls (stret urchins selling themselves at curbside in Westlake Park). Each 
“dream” (and *nightmare”) was facilitated by a lanky urban cowboy and movie Extra named Dusty 
Dude, He was location manager, chauffeur, casting agent, camera operator, bed partner, blackmail- 


money collector, or drug dealer. 


For "variety" of shots, they hung a second camera inthe ceiling fan, and positioned a third 
bbchind a two-way mirror over the headboard. To Rose, Krill’ enthusiasm for deconstructing the social 
order was a natural extension of his police work in Russia "Watch out for those street kids, koko, If 
they find out you're making movies with them, they demand a cut ofthe gross!" I pleased him 
greatly to know these men who would happily finance a pogrom, who would not lt him join theit 
precious club could be demolished in the blink of an eye: frame, by frame, by frame, 16 per second. 
“What are you reading, Robbie?” Donough Gaylord asked, pulling his eyes from the glorious landscape 
passing quickly and endlessly outside the private, Pullman car's windows. 

"Daniel Deronda. Carmine would be a perfect Danie. It was brave of George Eliot to reveal 
Danie’ unknown mother a Jewess in an England where they were reviled. To make him joyous over 
the discovery is deeply moving. I love seeing him embrace the difficult truth about himself with such 
fervor. Of course everyone who loves him goes to his Jewish wedding to Mirah. Emma would make a 
lovely Mirah. I see Stella as Gwendolen, Alee as Mordecai, and David as Grandcourt. Unlike 
“Middlemarch, it has only two plotlines. Fred can easily adapt it. Tyler will have a ball recreating 
Jewish London in the 1860s and al the grand English houses. Genoa, too! * 

Donough smiled. "Well, I'm glad tha’ settled. We must keep the gang busy and out of trouble. 


‘Your friend Lily's latest stunt skinny dipping drunk with that Jerry guy after winning the Saturday night 
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dance contest at the Sunset Inn in Santa Monica was plain crazy.” Frowning, he handed a Chicago 
newspaper across the car. "It's all over the papers! I know she always gets out alive but she's got scars 
all over her reputation now. You must talk to her, Robbie. She'l listen to you." 
"Oh, yeah? Since when? A snort of coke is the only thing with any power over her now.” 
"Alfred with his clout, Buzzy with his club, and Norman with our cash got her for Yield 10 the 


‘Night, We can't take any chances where Carmine is concemed.” 


"Ifthe press could sce what is probably going on in a bedroom in this carriage on this tral 


"Embracing difficult truths with fervor upside-down and backwards, no?” 


the book, dump 


1" Dicky Dugan joked in his faux-southern accent "I don't think 
Miss Jessie would approve. Her people don't ‘zk’ly shine, and as she always said, ‘Blood:-stained white 


sheets do not a chie fashion statement make!” But woo-whce! What a ride, hon! I was with them 


Robert Whyte Gaylord nodded. He averred how Miss Jessie definitely was not smiling in 
Heaven among her chorus line of angels, except maybe atthe very end of The Birth ofa Nation when & 
vision of Christ was superimposed on flowering fields with happy children of Paradise at play. 

‘Carmine was fll of what he called: “questions and a half.” He was immersed in histories ofthe 
Civil War and Reconstruction. He was bogeled by the Iynchings in the "unmelted” South inspired by 
the movie. "I do not understand this country! Abraham Lincoln was shot dead by an actor” 

Robert was deeply fahtootsed, profoundly conflicted, He agreed with Norman Rose: The Birth 
of a Nation--The Clansman retitled atthe author's suggestion--was, at two hours and forty-five minutes 
‘with an eight minute intermission, great melodrama! In spite of himself, he could not stop humming 
“Dive.” Played by a forty-pieve orchestra and sung by a large chorus in Clune's vas, packed Los 


Angeles Auditorium, the song achieved mythic proportions even for a die-hard Yankee like himself, He 
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loathed the South for the grief and misery and death it caused with its intractable, feudalistic mentality 
“They LOST the war, L-O-S-T, LOST! They were NOT ‘overwhelmed! the way that fat jgnorarmus 
bbchind me claimed in the theater last week! 

"They lost on the battlefields, Robbie,” Donough agreed, “they have indeed won inthe Jim 
Crow courts! Wrapped in white muslin, carrying torches, they are winning at guerrilla warfare, too." 

"Yes, know! I know I can no longer say, i's only a movie! But, the Klan has been bleached of 
its horror the way Custer is cleansed of his crimes. At heart i's cowboys and Indians. It's a morality 


play! I find its Christian bias equally disturbing! 


's ahistorical romance from the Deep South, 1 think 
it's perfect realization ofa collective dream...n0t mine, not yours! I is being rightly praised for its 
‘emotional power as a work of art.” So saying, Robert sobbed recalling the hand of the mother coming 
‘out the front door to welcome her "Little Colonel" son home from the war. 

"Lhave never seem people stand and cheer in a cinema theater,” Carmine said awed, 

‘The entire Rose Studio gang was shattered by the sheer beauty and invention of the film, Some 
dined withthe Gish sisters, with Mae and Bobby and Billy Bitzer in the Gish bungalow soon after 


seeing the film, Throughout the evening their Biograph gang kept zooming in mad wit 


excitement 
over the suecess ofthe film. t was unprecedented. Griffith's picture was changing the face ofthe 
motion picture industry. At the box office, a “miracle” was happening. Fucled by the controversy and 
by the reviews, people were queued around city blocks to pay two-dollas a ticket! I was the first 
movie to be shown in legitimate theaters twice a day at theater prices. 

At the Athletic Club, Griffith had been mocked for spending $61,000 to make one movie and 
another $30,000 for exploitation. Armand reported the men in the sauna congratulating each other for 
having refused Griffith's pleas for funding after Mutual pulled the plug on him the day spending passed 
$25,000, They sad it would have to make $250,000 to even eam out, an impossibility given its 


unbelievably stupid length. To everyone's sweaty shock, however, the picture recouped its cost in the 
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first two months! By the end ofthe year, in New York City alone it rang up $3.75 milion! People ike 
Gage who gave him $300 were looking at return of several hundred thousand dollars! Noone laughed 
anymore! Distributors who ponicd up withthe dough to buy testral rights were ich men. 

“The Biogaph family was ll of stories of how ther picture was made. Billy told of digging & 
hole for his camera in order to uot Mister Gris shot of Klan riders rom underneath! Billy 
complained the battle scenes lit by frlight would not be successful Griffith said hey would use 
te "lt went ito the night. Lilian showed the back issuss of Govky’s Ladies Magacine wher the 


‘women found their costumes. Among her proudest possessions was a telegram Mister Griffith sent her 


from the White House quoting President Wilson saying: "Itis like writing history in lightning, and it's 
All 100 true." The President soon repusiated his praise for The Birth and denied his approbation of it! 
"Is he calling Mister Griffith a liar?” Robert asked. 
Lillian shrugged handing him a pamphlet reprint of an article by Oswald Garrison Villard in 


The Nation calling the film "a deliberate attempt to humiliate ten million American citizens and portray 


them as nothing but beasts.” The controversy was also unprecedented. “No one understood before The 
Birth how powerful and influential the movies have become,” Buzzy Browning said, admitting he 
‘could not have planned the "buzz" better himself. 

Billy Bitzer said the photoplay was submitted to three clergymen, including the editor of The 
‘Columbian, tne mouthpiece ofthe Catholic Knights of Columbus. “Is ita crime to paint a bad Black 
‘man? We put so many in black-face--including Bobby!~-because there arent many Negro actors out 
here in California and we needed real actors for the big roles! We couldn't bring them West! We 
begged from investors as it was! Sophie Tucker did black-face! Stephen Foster wrote some of his most 
{famous songs forthe Christy Minstrels. The tradition isnt racist to us! We had the Negro curfew as 
well” 


Bitzer said Mister Griffith was in despair over the criticism. He couldn't understand why people 
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‘wanted to ban it "If they disagree witht, they should say so; but to deny others the right to see itand 
decide for themselves is anti-American, ant-fice specch. He says the villain isnt the Negro Silas 
Lynch, The villain isthe White politician Austin Stoneman. His hatred ofthe South and hypocritical 
treatment of Negroes is a major theme ofthe film. The Negroes are pawns of ther satanic new White 
‘masters from the North! The stories in the picture are documented! Free speech was not attacked 
seriously in this country until the motion picture! This i about iolerance and he won't stand for it* 

"Whose intolerance? Is he not missing the point?” Carmine asked breaking his silence, He and 
his fiends were up half the night talking about "free speech Armand gave the classic example of 


violating free speech by yelling “fire” in a crowded theater. Robert said Griffith believed himself a 


fer at heart." 


‘movies were his pulpit. So how did he differ from the ‘Chief Chimp" Isnt he 
sending his avenging angels in white surplices after our ‘black’ souls? He doesnt think in metaphors.” 

"sas if Brunelleschi's dome has a crack in it!* Vadricl mused. "The Birth and his great dome 
required a structural genius using new machines and a unique inventiveness. It also has the power to 
‘overwhelm the viewer in a way no one before ever imagined..though Leonardo may have!" 

‘The conversation retumed to the marvels ofthe film. A marvel ofa giant, fragrant pot roast was 
served by Mrs. Gish after Raoul Walsh stopped in to say hello. He was John Witkes Booth. He told 
hhow Griffith not only recreated Ford's Theater tothe wicker seats but staged Our American Cousin, the 
play Lincoln was watching at the moment he was shot. The actor said as a child in Manhattan he met 
Edwin Booth--"The saddest man I've ever seen.” Then Mae Marsh said she would never forget Mister 
Griffith walking around looking like the saddest man in the world with a hole in his shoe, swearing he 
‘wouldn't buy new shoes until they started getting money back at the box office. 

"He can buy a house fulfa shoes now!” Bobby Harron joked. "Now he's got to deal with The 
Mother and the Law." The film starred him and Mae. Finished, it was based on a current murder case 


‘and deemed too small to follow The Birth. Everyone pondered its fate, especially Mac who rarely had 
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anything god to say about her own work even after her recent raves for The Birth, (It washer 

character suicide lap off a mountain fccing a stalking Negro that trigger the fst Klan murder.) 
She shrugged and sid she had no worries, "Mister Griffith says our picture's a dar, He'l ind 


somethin’ to do with it. Even if we're rollin’ in dough from The Birth, he won't dump it, He tells me he's 


‘workin’ on Somethin’ now for it..A four-parter, oF somethit 


"How long are you staying out here with us, Robert” Lillian asked. "Will you be able to make 


‘now portraits? Mister Griffith thinks they should all be of him. The newspapers do not agree!” 


ure! I'm staying quite a while, Lillian, Carmine is building us a house on the Malibu beach. 


"We are building us a house,” Carmine corrected. "We are making a big house with many views 


of the sea, All of us friends together in one big house... house with no cracks!" 
""Thoreau's ‘serene friendship land,” Lilian said softy, familiar with Griffiths favorite writer. 


"Who's all, Paradiso?” Mac asked. She was delighted to be cating pot roast with the man 


for Dorothy Gish dropping a meatball into her lap in Union Square. When she told the story 


to Paradiso on first meeti 


Dot screamed and covered her head with a napkin. 


"We area band of brothers, Mae,” he said. "I eared your work in Paris. You and Lillian and 
Dot and Bobby and Pearl White. All of you! It was helpful for me very much.” 

"Does that mean we ail can come live with you, too” Mac asked with a glint in her eyes, 

“Only ityou promise to teach us the moon-dance!” Lillian insisted witha very straight face. 

“itis promise! I think you could learn it! I teach you with Alee!™ 

"Are you one ofthe band of brothers?" Raoul Walsh asked Alec. Some actors on The Birth were 
‘made assistant directors to help withthe battle scenes. Walsh was hooked, making his own films fora 
new company, the Triangle Film Corporation formed for Griffith, Mack Sennet, and Thomas Ince. 
‘Walsh enjoyed Alec in Tess, admired him in the Mary May bonanza. He wanted to work with him. 


"Yes, Lam, Weal stay in Robert's house on Long Island.” 
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"Yup! My house there is now called 'Gaywyck East’ Carmine is building 'Gaywyck West 
"Here's to Gaywyck Everywhere!” Lillian toasted. All shouted: "Hurrah!" 

(CHAPTER TWENTY 

‘The triumphant premiere of Rebecca of Sunnybrook Farm nearly became grist forthe “tragedy” mil, 


Buzzy Browning could have manipulated "what might have been” into nationwide, screaming-banner- 


headline mayhem selling millions of movie tickets for Rose Pictures. Instead, the "tragedy" he always, 
yeamed for took several more years to arive and be “handled” by him in all its sensational gory-glory. 


would be his proudest moment, his authentic claim to Hollywood fame. 


‘As. slipshod prelude, following the sereening in the San Francisco Monosco motion-picture 


palace --"Snazzed for the Paradiso tour!*--the night turned foggy. Determined to attend the following 
night's premicre in Los Angsles, Mama ordered her chauffeur, Danny Slocum, out of bed to str the 
trip home the moment she leamed ofa wildcat tain strike after the pat. Crammed in the back seat of 
the midnight-blue Rolls at 4 A.M. were Mama, Mary May, Alec Hall, and Norman Rose; up front Vie 


Krill sat wit 


‘a hung-over, exhausted Danny at the whee! ofthe huge automobile. 
‘On the winding, narrow coast road, Danny lost the run of himself. He nodded at the whee! 
Only the trained reflexes of Krillov prevented the ear going onto the rocks below. Registering nodding 
Danny in his peripheral vision, feeling the ear swerve, Krill grabbed the wheel by instinct setting it 
‘back on its course and elbowing Danny awake. Several times by means ofa sharp knife thrust adeptly 
between the ribs, Krillov had “eradicated” unsuspecting people driving beside him, He likened the 
assignment to changing horses mid-gallop. He could work the pedals and the gears around the corpse. 
Mama was looking out the window contemplating her next salary hike. She felt the car swerve, 
‘The edge of the road vanished: the sea become her only view. Glancing forward, she saw through the 


car’ dividing window, Krill lunge for the wheel. The car swerved again. The road reclaimed its fir 
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share ofthe view, yet she yelled in panic as if plunging over the cliff. The others awoke and yelled at 
the momentary upset awakening them. Grabbing the speaker phone, she told Danny to pull over 
‘Leaping out of the ear, she stood smiling at Keil through his closed window. He later said she looked 
like Death's own cheated head! Ashen and trembling, she called him out of the car. To everyone's 
‘amazement, she hugged him and thanked him for saving their lives. 

"What happened," Rose demanded in shock over what he was seeing. 

"Go back to sleep and count a million sheep jumping into my Mary May's bank account.” 

"$500,000, Mama Mills. Let's see what happens withthe green-gables girl.” 

"We nearly died, Mama, and all you can think about is more money” 


"That's what I'm here for, Mary May. You 


work even harder now for Mister Krill, Now 
‘you owe him your life, sugar." 

Mary May looked at Krill bestowing onc of her famous looks of childish adoration, He felt 
shudder shift him around the car. "ll drive, Danny. You need to get some sleep, lade.” 

"Yes, sir. sure shel fire me.” 

" Yes, no doubt she will. Come work for me. | need a driver who can keep his mouth shut 
tight" 

"That's me, sr! Aflr tonight, fm your mute man forever." 
‘Rebecca of Sunnybrook Farm was ove of the top grossing pictures ofthe year. At Mama's insistence, 
Krill was assigned Anne of Green Gables and George Gordon Tyler was hired to do the seis. She 
trusted Krill iPhis camera was trained on her $500,000 baby. The follow-up success of Anne compelled 
the worshipful public~egged on by Buzzy Browning-to usher Mary May Mills through the golden 
portals of Stardom. As a daughter ofa Signer of the Declaration of Independence~"Not the 


Constitution, dear!"~and the descendant of southem governors, congressmen, mayor or two, she Was 
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‘Welcomed by the Daughters of the American Revolution and chosen Miss Fourth of July by more states 
than Little Mary Pickford, "America's Sweetheart.” for thanks to Buzzy Browning, she was "America’s 
Darling!” 

‘Also thanks to Buzzy, she was allowed out of the mansion to go places besides studio lots! She 
‘was kept on a Feash; oftentimes it was Krill's muscled arm..of course with Mama in tow. On Buzzy's 
instruction (and Kril's insistence), Mama sat between them at movie premiers, music events, operas, 
theaters: wherever lights were lowered and hands could disappear into the Folds of his trousers via 
layers of mauve or pink ruled gowns. Mary May also loved to be with Alec Hall, He was one of her 
“op five heart throbs” with Krill tthe head of the list surrounded by gold stars! Sexy David Loftus 
‘once kissed heron the cheek for photographers. She ran wild at home and was given a sedative and 
ula’s herbal tea, 

‘Only Eula Sutpen could quict Miss Mary May, her baby. The Negro cook (and titular Nanny) 
‘was the color of strong black tea with the deepest brown eyes and the widest, warmest smile in Los 
‘Angeles. She was unparalleled in the kitchen and “important” people accepted dinner invitations from 
Mama knowing they were going to be Force-fed Mary May's simper along with Eul’s delectable 
southern cooking. By consensus it was well worth it! 

‘At the party celebrating the signing of the $$00,000 contract, Paradiso appeared at the Mills 
‘manse because Freddie told him Eula was Cessarina's equal on her own territory. Sampling the buffet, 


the went into the kitchen to kiss her hand. She started sending him meals 


‘the family's new chauffeur, 
Bif, a sixty-yearold ex-bosing champ with a smashed nose, cauliflower car, and no font tet: the 
perfect odyeuad fr the bright, new Star, a perfect non-candidate for her top five ist of fantasy studs, 
and, being at the mercy of the curfew, a perfect guarantee she would be home before nightfall. 

Eula requested the Negro gardener, Henry, plant wisteri ouside her kitchen window over the 


sink. The perfume-honey smell ofthe climber’s pink flowers reminded her of her home in Jefferson, 
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Mississippi. For generations, her family was owned by the Sutpen family. Her Granpa was one ofthe 
so-called "wild Negroes” who spoke French and helped build a plantation called Sutpen's Hundred on 
‘one-hundred acres ofthe finest river bottom land bought from the Chickasaw Indian agent, The slaves 
‘were freed following what the southemers called the "Northem War of Ageression." 

ula would still be in Jefferson had her Daddy and two brothers not been lynched by a mob 
claiming they stole apples, an absurd claim since their tiny, meager farm had two fecund apple trees! 
Her Mammy picked her up from the cradle and carried her bodily out of Mississippi. Somchow they 
‘wound up in California, Before Eula could find out how the journey was successfully undertaken, her 
Mammy died of consumption and Eula was placed in the county Negro omphanage, There she learned 
hhow to read and how to write and how to cook. 

Mrs. Mills went tothe orphanage looking for someone with her skills She wanted someone who 
‘would be "trustworthy," meaning someone with no one to tattle to, and someone not wanting nights off | 
icooking was required for guests. She paid little not knowing Mary May shared her allowance, 
slipping her quarters allowing Eula to tthe to her church, her only outside interest, The church was her 
social life. Mama figured no harm could come from it. Once when she spotied a church woman visiting 
in the kitchen, she spied on them and learned a few Bible citations. 

Eula Sutpin dedicated her life to caring for and loving Mary May Mills and her mother twas 
the greatest mistake of her life. One she would regret tothe end of her sorrowful days. 
‘The two men laughed in a blissed state of harmony with one another. They were sequestered together 
ina tent after a long stressful day on location for Tes. Satiated and relaxed now, Alec lay uncovered 
‘on his stomach with a contented Maurice squatting by his side sustaining their intimacy by stroking the 
firm, round buttocks he adored watching the muscles quiver like dartings of wind over warm water. 


‘Thanks to Carmine, they were trimmer since photographed by Robert for his Figure Four series, yet 
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their awles form and suppleness never ceased to astonish and excite Maurice 
“The latest (and penultimate) episode in the series ended with Tes being transported by & 

villainous underworld crime boss ina wooden barrel oa the back ofa fat-bed truck, The mountain ride 
upthe curving, bumpy road caused the latch on the truck's rear pane o open, drop, and reveal the 
rocked barrel rolling off the truck, Following the track ona motorbike a tremendous speed, Alee saw 
‘he barrell off the ruck, bounce and righ itself fora second-wil it stay steady? before ting and 
rolling ove the cliff. He sereehed toa hal Isaping fom the bike and reaching the cliff ede in time to 


see (with the audience) the barrel erash to bits on the rocks below. TO BE CONTINUE! 


"Afterall these years itis nearly over thank god!" Maurice sad, stretching-out beside Alec and 
caressing is back, "One more episode and you and Tess get married! Rebecca a big hit, Two College 
Friends moving into production, you'e too valuable to continue this dangerous madness, Even ifthe 
public wants it to last forever, 'm happy I asked Army to cut that damned Reserve Clause, You can 
hhave a say now in what you do. Did you have to jump right to the very edge, Lecky? Another meter 
and you would have followed the barrel! They could not pay me enough money to do what you did 
today?” 

"We do not do it for money.” 

"L know, I know. Carmine said the same thing when he dove from the mast of that ship in Yield 
10 the Night, Had Max asked Lily to jump with him she would have done it! William S. Hart just 
signed a stunt-free, cowboy-movie contract with Ince. He has a ‘double.’ Today I saw a young girl leap 
off a racing horse into a tree while a cowboy lassoed a man on fire!" 

Mautice stopped talking. Alec was sound asleep. Gently, Maurice covered the beloved body 
and stretched out beside him. The new film Two College Friends was stunt free. It was adapted from a 
bestselling novel in which two Harvard boys fall in love in 1860, or rather Ned (Alec) is passionately 


in love with Tom (Carmine) who loves in the deep friendship of the last century. The author Fred 
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Loring wrote the photoplay with Fred Gage. It was a flat-out ove story complete with Ned suffering 
jealousy over Tom's friend Blodgett (David Loftus) whose portrait as Juliet in a school play convinces 


‘Ned that his Tom isin love with a girl and will leave him. 


Fortunately, the two friends go fightin the Civil War. Norman Rose was happy with its testo 
The Birth. Tom is seriously wounded. (In the hospital sequence, tte cand for another soldier talking 
to the devastated Ned was to read: "You care for him as you would fora gal, don‘ you? Well he's 
prettier than any gat lever seen anywhere." Inthe prisoner of war camp, Ned promises Stonewall 
Jackson they won't escape i they can stay together (Tom, again near death, has a card for Ned giving 
comfort: "O my darling! Ifyou knew how I love you! Your photo will be with me when they bury me!) 
Desperate, Ned carries Tom to Yankee doctors with bloodhounds nipping a their rear ends, He then 
hhonorably retums to Jackson. He is shot looking at a picture of himself and his beloved Tom together 

"Yeah, Ned des happily ever after, and Tom marries Lucy,” Robert complained to Donough. "I 
figure, we gota start somewhere. Alec as a big love scene with the wounded-albeit unconscious-= 
Carmine, He kisses him Kisses hit on the lips~-maybe-calls him ‘darling.’ On sereen! He ells him 
‘darting’ on sergen and kisses him! I've dedicated the whole shebang to Miss Jessie in my heart, Norma 
has the Civil War stuff. Thank god Max is French! We're taking a nude swim scene ina river and 
Harvard roomies in underwear and_no shirt on wounded Carmine. Walt Whitman is a ministering 
angel quoted from Specimen Dans: Many a soldier's kiss dwells on these bearded lips I's all about 
‘open-hearted American Boy stuffin wartime. Dash ‘em if they cant take a joke, no?” 
"When press my lps here, Carmine Salina, I fet the pulse ofthe universe." 

"When you place your tongue there, Fred Gage, I become the pulse of the universe!” 

"You mean like this?” 


‘Carmine tensed. He began to vibrate and flutter like a bird in hand. "Oh," he sighed, this is 
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too-curious good!" Then when Fred reached up and squeezed his left nipple, Carmine sighed, laughed, 
and muttered amidst gasps: “ay, that left pap./ where heart doth hop." 

He responded with such an excess of physical pleasure, Freddie imagined his tongue an electric 
cel thrumming energy into the tenderest of perfect circles-"The magic of Giotto’ perfect circles has 
‘met its match!" The young Sicilian's vigor offered infinite riches in this tiny room. It was more 
encompassing than a hurricane a sea. Mountainous waves of sensation writhed and twisted him, Theit 
undertow tore Freddie's conscious mind to shreds making cach hair on his body’ stand on end. It was 
absurd what a tongue did to a nerve end, to muscles turned in upon themselves. It would be funny if it 
‘weren't so bizarrely bizarre, So insane-making. Too curious-good. This was only the beginning, 

‘After a double whammy, the two had a tumultuous laugh instigated by Freddie who yelped at 
the foree of Carmine's roman-candle performance induced by the simplest of gestures. They grappled 
in boisterous play nearly causing the be to collapse. Quiting they lay togsther and talked of how 
‘much fun making 7Wwo College Friends was turning out to be forthe entire cast and crew. They were 
playing the love story forall it was worth. It was tickling everyone’ libido, 

‘Tyler's meticulously detailed sets and costumes photographed like inhabited etchings. The 
afternoon Victor Krill visited the set "fences were mended” (in Tylers phrase). Carmine agroed to work 
‘with him on the Civil War battle scenes and on the Biblical epic, curently being story-boarded. It was 

scheduled to begin shooting as soon as possible. 


"Tt was good of Vie to drive us here. He said | needed a break from the David script before 1 


‘murder Goliath myself? It's a one-gag show! A two-hour epic about you in a breech-cloth swinging a 
slingshot! Christ am madly beefing up the Jonathan angle. Thank god we're here for a few days. 
‘Benoit is right. You're looking exhausted. No more meat! Your eyes are puffy. [hope I can sleep with 
the noise from that waterfall! Will you sleep ‘by whose fals/ melodious birds sing madrigals"?" 


‘There was no response. Carmine was sound asleep. Freddie laughed. He pulled the sheet over 
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them both, The Star had a dawn call to run around the hills and fall wounded in Alec's arms. For a 
treat, Freddie would bring him breakfast in bed. A shower under the falls would be fun. 

He sighed happily. As Carmine's fame grew, these moments together were the most treasured, 
Drifting off o sleep in spite of the noise, Fred wondered what the world would pay to see his 
extraordinary lad, juiey asa ripe plum, give his most electrifying performance? 

‘The success of his last two pictures made Mary May Mills a Star and Victor Krill one of the most 
successful directors in Hollywood. "For today.” he brooded knowing success inthis town was as 
effervescent as life itself. Since The Birth, the director was the Kingpin, He could do whatever he 
‘wished with whomever he wished, including Paradiso, and every project Krill touched turned to go. 
His current hit was an adaptation of Owen Wister’s bestselling novel The Virginian. I's hero, the tal, 


silent Stranger (David Loftus) rides into an uncivilized Westem town i 


the Wyoming Territory and 
dofeats the forces of evil It made Loftus a Star and his character an enduring part of American 


mythology, ifthe number of westerns witha similar romantic hero presently in production was any 


measuring ro of suceess. Was there any othe in this copy-cat town? 
Victor Keil sighed. His idemtty blurred, refocused, blurred agai, lke a stip of badly-shot film. 
For the first time in his ite, money, fame, sex, Mary May/slunacy.his succesful capturing of Paradiso 
‘ere nota the center ofhis consciousness. Today nothing mattered to him but George Gordon Tyler. 
"Its too god-damn cruel!” he said aloud turing in his empty bed trying to ignore an aching 
erection he would not have to ignore for much longer. The set designer was the last reature on earth 


Krill would hav 


magined capable of causing such a commotion in his body, mind, and soul. Working, 
together on Rebecca of Sunnybrook Farm made them allies. The set designs, both exteriors and 


interiors, were uniquely inventive. They added great depth to each sho. Tyler’ brilliant encapsulation of 


‘Venice for the Poe story was what made Mama demand he be hired for Mary May's films. 
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Krill had never known a creative partnership like the one he shared with Tyler. As a team, they 
‘were technological virtuosos. Together, they earned Griffith's power to be all things to each finished 
frame. After Rehecca they raced into Anne of Green Gables. Tyler moved into designing Two College 
Friends. He asked permission from Paradiso to have Krill visit the set. This led to a dream fulfilled, a 
Filmed love scene too precious to destroy, his Holy Grail, his seeret forever. 

By the time work begun on The Virginian, Tyler’s uncompromising artistic vision and micro- 
‘managing of every clement in the frame had transformed the way Krill saw the world. Once he began 
{o really look at it and see its beauty, he understood Robert Gaylord's quip: "I look therefore I am!” 


During the year Krill and Tyler spent side by side creating diverse worlds together on the 


sereen, they were often alone: sitting and walking close together, watching, looking, secing, giving 
directions tothe technical crew in tandem, taking and studying lighting blueprints and drawings for 


sets and costumes, dissecting rushes together, always together. Months and months always together, 


day in, day out, often through the night; all the while they were working creatively together the wild 
things in Krill's soul achieved momentary harmony as slowly and surely they fell in love. 

‘Their love first expressed itself physically on location forthe Wister novel in the wilds of 
California successfully being passed off as the Wyoming Territory. The story was a historical romance 
in the great tradition of vunhoe, though Tyler insisted the "Tenderfoot” (Alec Hall) who becomes 
‘enamored of the Virginian (David Loftus) was like the fourteen-year-old Huckleberry Finn~"He came 
to manhood in the Wyoming Territory and is just like silly me!* Described as “a slim young giant more 
‘beautiful than pictures," by Wister, the Virginian~"Is a chivalrous superman: dynamic, commanding, a 
paramilitary athlete, a splendid animal and just like you, Vie!" Tyler swore bursting his trousers with 
admiration and lust. "He's a true ‘noble savage. 

"Me, a noble savage? ‘When you call me that, smile,” Krill joked quoting from the book. 


‘They were sharing a shed built behind one of the facades for the Medicine Bow set, The day's 
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sunset was as multi-colored as Tylers loving glances at him; they colored his own response to Tyler. It 
‘was followed by a miniscus of new moon with distant flashes of sheet lightening. Itwas one of those 
blue and lavender nights when colors were luminous and seemed blown over the earth with Tyler's air 
‘brush, Within the darkest shadows harbored some purple. The entire awed cast and crew sat together on 
the sttion-platform set eating dinner and talking softly together. The"family” bonding was 
commencing: the propinquity was working its communal magic. 

‘They had filmed the Tenderfoot's first sighting from the train window of the Virginian with his 
lasso. Thanks to his work with Carmine, David Loftus climbed down off the high gate of the corral 
‘exactly as described in the book: “with the undulations ofa tiger." Both Krill and Tyler were revved by 
the sight of him and by the beauty of Alec Hall, Later, together private in the bunk, they shared their 
reed states and confessed their mutual love, 


Now back in Los Angeles alone in his bed, tormented by desire, he thought: "He's a pip-squeak! 


His knob is short and thin and cut! He's a goddamn fairy!" The voice in his heart countered: "When 
you call him that, SMILE, pardner.* Tyler's undistinguished yet beautifully shaped body was fully 
present in Krill's imagination the moment the toilet flushed and the naked Tyler appeared in the flesh. 
Kril's lungs grew light with pleasure. His heart moved like water in his chest atthe sight ofthe 
hairless, pale-pink man he loved as he had never loved anyone in is life. He flipped off the covers and 
exposed 
being offered, of what had required the very specific preparations that detained him in the bathroom for 


‘lorious self, much to the giddy bliss of Tyler who took immediate possession of what was 


the past Fifeen minutes, 
‘They lunged into loving one another. 
‘Afterwards, Krill ay stunned while Tyler lay nestled in a comatose sleep looking like soft 
beige kitten in a gorila’s grip. “Listen to me, Gordy.” Krill whispered t his sleeping lover. "Lam like 


Lermontov's Grigory Alexandrovich Pechorin. have an unfortunate character. Is it how I was brought 
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por s it how God has made me? I donot know. do not care. AT know is Ihave been the cause of 
‘much unhappiness in others and in myself. | left the care of my parents when I was very young, They, 
Sent me toa military boarding school | found out carly how money bought pleasures of every kind, 1 
tought pleasures of every kind until they came iesome to me.” 

He kissed the top of George Gordon Tyler's sleeping head. “I love you, Gordy,” he whispered. 
“loved Naumky but that love only inflamed my pride. It eft my heart empty. loved Gano in the 
same way." He kissd the head again reverently am as usd to sorrow as 1am to delight, Nothing 
was ever enough until now. Fach day my life was geting emptir and emptcr. When Iwas selected for 
special service tothe czar, hoped boredom did not exist in killing people, Within a month I was so 
se to torturing people I pid more attention to the mosquitoes in the prisons * 

His eyes began to well up with tears as Taylor sired and nuzzled close, "Whether tm a fool oF 
‘scoundrel | dot know. | do know characteris not monolithic. It changes in contest. have always 
‘managed 1o make my contexts loathsome. The soul inside me i corrupted by the word. From you Ive 
learned glory comes from working very hard. Have you been sent to me by compassionate Fate from 
Parudise? Is there really hope for me? I want to knee! by the bed and wait for my heart to pardon me." 
Lily Mars was not feeling great. She and the lovely-looking stud Rex Field, a talentless Monument 
director lay side by side in Lily's large new be in Lily’ large new hous, Nether could move, They 
‘had been to a party and drank too much. They had returned to Lily's house and continued partying with 
heroin, Lilysfvorite panty 

Good dhing | ain't workin’ tay.” she thought, unable to roll over. 

Somewhere inthe house her newly-esurfaced father was lying unconscious from drink. He was 
in the habit of going to bars and bringing home a few reprobates to keep him company. His former lady 


friend was one ofthe few women in California Lily felt comfortable being around; she was a Mexican 
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‘woman named Carmensita who sold fruit in the Farmer's Market. She was a great cook with areal good 
«y¢ for fashionable clothes developed, she claimed, by watching all the horible, vulgar costumes the 
Stars and Featured Players wore posing around the Market waiting to give autographs. When she was 
replaced in Lily’s fathers affections, Lily hired her as both cook and fashion adviser. 

‘The movie crowd made it perfectly clea Lily was not their cup of Earl Grey tea; andthe party 
Rex took her to lastnight was more icing on the cold-shoulder cake. Items everything she said, every 
joke she told, every dance she danced offended their high-class sense of themsclves even though some 
of them could barely read and write. Their elocution teachers had them sounding relly strange with 
pscudo-English accents they couldn't sustain for a whole sentence, so why they mocked her pure 
Brooklyn aceent was & mystery. And now that she was a full-fledged Star they were even more hostile 

"Jeez!" she muttered aloud, “Carmine donteven sip coffee or tea!” 

Working with him and with Max had been the best experience and the worst, The best because 
she felt at home in ther creative league: every second with them was inspirational. twas the Worst 
because she was now back making what she called: Good Time Girl Does t Again and she found it 
intolerable, Not even her unlimited supply ofidcas tickled her. Not that it mattered to anyone but he. 
‘The distributors were clamoring for anything with her name on it. Her reviews for Yield to the Night 
‘were upsettingly great. If she was really as gifted as everyone said, why was she making such god 
awful, dumb-ass crap? "Cause Ahm a dumb-ass bitch, dhat’s why?” 

Monument had caved over a Buzzy threat to expose some bimbo’ iligit kid. Now Lamb swore 
Lily would never be allowed out of their camera range to spin gold for someone else, Unless she had 
time to spare; and they made certain her schedule was jam-packed with crap. They didnt give a damn 
how the erties carped over her trashy pictures before Yield. And they wouldnt give a damn when the 
carping started again with the release ofthis latest criminally-bad thing. 


Last weekend she went to 2 college football game with the guy snoring in the bed by her side 
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‘now. She wore red high heels matching her lipstick color and a dress matching both. She knew she 
looked sensational because Carmensita helped her shop and dress for the game. Well, she caused a rot. 
‘She had such a swell time causing a riot she got excited and went "backstage" after the game and burst 
into the dressing room where the team was taking showers. She caused another riot. 

By the time she left with the whole team (dressed) to have a bar-be-cue inthe backyard of her 
‘now big house, people were rioting right, let, and center. Yup, a good (innocent) riot was had by al 
‘So who could fathom why the whole eam was now on suspension for drinking? Beer! Suspended for 
drinking heer? What was wrong with a beer? What was more patriotic than a cold beer? The boys had 


‘worked hard and won the fucking game! They deserved a case of beers! They deserved what she really 


‘wanted to give each and every one of those beautiful-young-healthy-clean athletes besides the kisses 
she gave them on their (face) checks. 

‘And now the papers were full of horible stories about her serewing a whole football team! 
Monuments lawyers were talking about her having violated the morals clause by screwing a whole 
football team, She told them to call her next movie The Good Time Gir! Goes Serewy. They were not 
smiling. And now some asshole Women's Moral League was Mapping about boycotting Lily Mar, 
spoiler of youth! Were those cows for real? Who in thie right minds would believe she could serew a 
‘hole fotbal team, would serew a whole Football eam? The trth was: They wanted her to have 
screwed a whole football team! Because they want to serew a whole football team! 

Wouldn't you know Carmine Paradiso would allo tll her he was rious she hadnt invited 
hhim to the bar-be-cue and left all the “outfiekers” for him to serew! He also told her Alfred Gage was 
running along, serious piece about her (writen by Freddie) in his colorful Sunday supplement praising 
her tothe moon. Was it rue she threw a moon atthe team from the bleachers, the cause ofthe rot in 
the frst place? 


"Nev'ah taught I'd laff again, Carmy.” 
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"You are a good woman, Lily. Robbie says you are molto bene..very best.” 
"Ya gotta be reylar ta folks. Even more when youse are up. Mary May's my neighbor now. She 
rode by me one day las week in her limo like I was a piece'a road kill I aint never gonna high-hat 
nobody. First, ‘cuz I know how it feels. Second, ‘cuz dhis isa funny game. Youse are here ¢day and 


{gone ta'morra, Why don'icha come fa drink?" 


Il go along o'er the wide world with you, Lily Mars. I will be your Touchstone." 

"Dhat's your Shakespeare ain't it, Carmy? I's always him when ya tawk funny-prety. I don't 
‘know nothin’. Nothin’ a'alL” She laughed with a startling wild abandoned close to tears. 

Her mood changes never frightened Carmine the way they did most people who did not know 
her, He knew she had a fear of life hammered into her soul. He knew she was on the run from a cortege 
‘of engulfing shadows called her past. He knew she was living entirely inthe present, moment by 
‘moment so as not to look back. He loved her and he knew he would never stop praying she would 


never get into serious trouble. He also knew correctly that his prayers would not be answered, 


“Here's your revenge on Mister Joseph Roberts, Senior!” Krill veiled to Norman Rose. He screened 
the successful hideaway session arranged for Mister Joseph Roberts, Junior. “I's my swan song, 
[Naumky. I don't want any part of this business anymore. We've hit the jackpot with this kid. Let's end 
‘0n atoll, okay? No more blackmail. Let's shut down HA&H, 100." 

Himself an ephebe, Juniors dream lover was a young boy... very young boy. Dusty Dude had 
‘access to parades of very young boys living on the city sreets, replicas ofthe very young boys in the 
Horatio Alger novels responsible for inflaming the imagination of Mister Joseph Roberts, Junior, when 
he was a very young boy. (His favorite was fourtcen-year-old Ragged Dick but he craved one without 
pubic hair.) The experienced ten-year-old stret kd in the cooch film had a vibrant sereen presence. He 


{far overshadowed Junior but this was nota screen test. What Junior lacked in charisma he more than 
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‘compensated for with boyish enthusiasm. 

AAs instructed by Krill, Dusty Dude trailed their victim to a movie palace and handed him the 
incriminating film still in a plain brown envelope. He told him to return the envelope~"Same time, 
same place, in two days!"-filled with $500 in cash. Or, since stills could be doctored and were now 
inadmissible evidence in court, the ree! would be sent to Daddy Roberts with a demand for $500,000, 
Junior recognized his tormentor as his driver tothe secret rendezvous arranged for him by Krill 

Originally, the tipsy, terrified Junior had made bold withthe tauntingly exhbitionstie Krill in 
the Club's empty sauna, been allowed to transgress engulfed in steamy clouds, and during a second 
‘meeting in the famous man’s hideaway been encouraged to reveal his sexual fantasies, He was 
promised gratification "as a favor.” Junior could not believe his luck. He wanted the boy to be blond 
‘and small and shy and a virgin. The desperate, compliant boy made twenty bucks and Junior got what 
hhe asked for and much more than he bargained for inthe end. As did Vietor Krill and Norman Rose. 
Dusty Dude's improvised threat to send an especially “inner-esting” rel to Mama Robert if Junior 
failed to deliver the new fee of $1000, which included his cut, pushed Junior into a nervous breakdown, 
Itfeft him unhinged. He began to stalk Krill. He intended to plead for mercy, to explain he had no 


money of his own, to explain he would have to kil himself if his high-society Mama, a moral brigade 


leader against movie indecency, found out about his "very bad” behay 


{in a movie. Keill laughed at 
him, said Mama had no idea just how indecent movies could be. Roberts, Junior, decided to kill him. 
Loitering in front of Krill's duplex, he was spotted by Beau Watling, who called the police. 

‘The next day Roberts, Junior, shot himself in the head. Watling never told Krill ofthe letter the 
frantic young man slipped through the mail slot threatening murder. It had joined the Mary May Mills 
collection in Beau's cowboy boot. It soon provided a windfall for certain LAPD personnel, “chicken 


shit" compared to what they eventually eared from the monster story engineered by Watling equal (if 
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‘not greater) tothe one about the gi in the red velvet swing. 

At the moment, the suicide of Joseph Roberts, Junior, was headline news only in Los Anges. 
Roberts, Senior, was a powerful man. He demanded answers. Beau Walling’ cll wo the police brought 
him and Victor Krill, the Rose Stadio tar, tothe attention ofthe city’s Police Commissioner, Michael 
O'Shaughnessy, a New York City transplan with a less than savory reputation equal, if not surpassing 
the reputation ofthe city’s Chief of Police Ryan, another New York City transplant 

‘The Police Commissioner showed a particular intrest in the suicide, Inerrogated by 
O'Shaughnessy himself, the quick-witted Watling spun a tale of Junio’s wanting to be a movie Star. 
‘Seems, he'd met Mister Krill atthe Athletic Club, asked for asereen tes, andl was refused when he told 
Mister Krill hs father didnt want him to become an actor. Mister Krill honored his father's wishes 


sending Junior into a fever madness...°Sho now did he not start stalkin’ Mister Krill? He accosted him 


twice and threatened violence, even wrote a death threat-~"Here is was why Watling alld 
the cops when Junior appeared ouside the bungalow. "He was a hot-headed loser, you know, sc” 
‘Watling concluded his testimony watching O'Shaughnessy’ fce ashe read the edited, redrafed letter 
out a carer in the pitures. 

‘Yes, O'Shaughnessy knew all about Junior arrested for drunk driving three times and picked up 
ina public wile soliciting sex. His father paid O'Shaughnessy a hefty sum to keep Junior out of the 
papers each time, just as Mis. Mills was paying him to keep her daughter's nose clean of newspaper 
ink, The Police Commissioner’ budding friendship with the Sta’ rich Mama was one of his top 
Priorities. It would prove to bea double-edged sword. 

‘After the inquest, Roberts, Senor, sent O'Shaughessey a lifetime membership inthe Los 
Angeles Athletic Club and a check for $10,000 for keeping the “details” of Krill stalking (i. the 
Jeter) "between us.* Ina file marked "private." O'Shaughnessy kept his notes on Beau Watling. A few 


phone calls to Chicago and to Atlanta were enlightening. He revered omerta, the Mafis's code of 
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silence, had relied upon it sever times in New York. He would give them Watling when the time was 
right. For now, he would put everyone connected with Alfred Gage and Armand de Guise and Rose 
Pictures under surveillance, The suicide had set his re-let ells ringing joyously: 

‘The most precious footage Victor Krill ever shot was of Fred Gage making love with Gatino, He was 
not able to destroy it, He repeatedly sneaked off to scren it alone, He could not contol himself just 
hh was originally notable nor do it! He wrestled with his conscience and lst! He was in the throes of 
being caught by love for George Gordon Tyler and was determined to destroy the footage. Aer one 
viewing, be felt conscripted, collung inthe purity and tendemess of Fre and Gatno’s expressive 
gestures of lve. He knew he was scing with what Tyler called his “inner eye" with his heart's view 


of things. He drowned in the confusion of his heart in conflict with itself. 


Each time he watched the films, an English poem learmed in schoo! fractured his mind: 
“Tiger, Tiger, burning bright 
In the forest of the night. 


What immortal hand or eve 


Could frame thy earful symmetry 

Inthe thick of ther lovemaking, the two men were bewitching in syne. Iwasa sight 
bordering on the cinemagic when in their climactic seconds they merged as if ina dissolve. To witness 
such a thing was to believe in such a thing. Victor lst his whole self watching the camera recording 
their bodies as well as the hidden comers oftheir souls and their minds 

Most of the orgasmic men in these clandestine records looked seized and vangushed by a dark, 
otic epilepsy, Fred and Gatino were released into the same budding grove called Paradise he and his 
Gordy were exploring together. He saw in them his Gordy’ response to him. And histo Gordy 


‘Or was he, Vietor Krill, a Narcissus falling in love with shadow he wrongly took for substance? 
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"Why even try to stay this passing fancy for Tyler, Mikhail?” he sighed, aroused by the illusion on the 
sereen and afraid it might be deceiving him, a master of such deceptions. 

He ran the reels over and over. His deepest, unconscious resistance to loving Tyler received a 
death blow. He faced in the two lovers an ideal image of himself: his will love Tyler overtook his 
will to seduce and abandon him, Each replaying married his desire for Gatino with his desire for Tyler, 
‘Watching the two laughing lovers entwined after their most intimate engagement, he felt forthe frst 


life what he realized was a moral remorse. Ina flash, he knew that to exploit these sacred 
frames would be vile and wrong even if they would alleviate Naumky’s paralyzing anxiety over 

losing control of Paradiso, Knowing his relationship with Gordy would detach him irrevocably from 
[Naum Rosenberg, Krillov felt sad for his Naumky, now the most powerful man in Hollywood. 

He knew he ought to destroy the three reels of film. He knew he would never be able to part 
with them, Carefully, delicately, he secured them in their metal cans, taped them together, and since 
they were not part of his business plan lft them unlabeled. He placed them among the other cans of 
nitrate film in the chilly cave camouflaged by the waterfall..for now... 

Constantly on the lookout for her mother, Mary May Mills was taking very softly to Eula Sutpen in the 
‘garden, eyes darting in every direction. She was talking so fast Eula had trouble following her story 
bout speeding by Lily Mars the other day because Mama ordered Bif to drive faster and not stop to 
talk when Lily waved from the sidewalk where she stood waiting for the Monument car to pick her up 
for work. Mama had also forbidden Mary May to talk 0 Lily at Mary Pickford's Sunday afternoon 


croquet party when Lily crashed it without an 


ite only to get drunk and jump in the poo! with Jack 
Pickford, Mary's good-looking, heavy-drinking brother now on Mary May's “top five" lst. 
She loved Lily Mars. She loved her even more since Yield 1o the Night. Her peculiar personality 


‘made her so real on the sereen it was freaky. Her suicide scene was the greatest screen business ever! 
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Paradiso was always the greatest ever! To see them sogerher was too much for one person to handle 
‘without sereaming out loud. Now she and Mary May were boxed into playing opposite types of girls 
forever, if what she heard about Monument not lending Lily out forever was true and about her own 
future projects controlled by her greedy mother. 

She, Mary May, had campaigned for the role of Molly in The Virginian, the girl who tames and 
civilizes the tall, silent, handsome cowboy. Eula knew how much her beloved charge wanted the part. 
Reading the book aloud to Mary May at bedtime, she knew the part was out of America's Darling's 
reach, She comforted her when Stella Howe was cast. She feigned a disappointment she did not own, 
‘The current project was more appropriate: a French fairy tale: Cinderella, Victor Krill was directing 


and George Gordon Tyler was desi 


Eula and Mary May were sitting in the garden because Bif was getting a dressing-down in the 
hhouse for not having properly secured the garage door the previous night. Mary May had slipped out of 


the house after midi 


and taken her mother's sport's car fora spin. The cops stopped her for 
speeding and brought her home rather than to the station. These spins were often, as was police home 


delivery, until the garage was locked. This time Mary May sneaked 


tothe garage via the kitchen. She 
pleaded with Eula to keep her exit route a secret and paid Bif to take the rap, “I've got to get out on my 
‘owa," she wept, "or I will kill myself! Tam so unhappy! Iwill kill myself” 

‘At that morning's rushes for Cinderella, bth Krill and Tyler were dreamy sweet to her. She 
‘hugged Eula. "He now loves me completely and utterly completely. He cares about every teeny thing. 
He makes tests of every costume to make certain they work with the sets. Every prop is tested, too. 
‘Him and Tyler are such close friends. And its all because of their love of me. He wants Tyler to make 
‘my movies perfect, I drove by Victor's house lastnight. I drive by his house whenever I can, I's why 1 
take the car. Tyler's car isin front of his house at all hours of the night. When they was on location for 


The Virginian--oh, I would have been such a wonderful Molly!—1 went to his house and talked with 
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Beau Watling, Victor's nice man. He told me they work all the time for me. He took me on a tour of the 
hhouse. He let me strech out on Victor's bed. Beau is my bestfriend. He says Victor tells him how 
‘much he loves me but the time isn't right for us to wed. I'm sill too young. My fans won't accept 
‘America's Darling belonging to only one of them. Beau says Victor says the time will come when we 
‘willbe able to marry. Isn't that fabu? He also told me if | keep my visits our secret, will get a huge 
surprise. What do you think itis, Eula? I guess it’s for them to know and for me to find out, hu?" 
‘When "the Roberts Kid” blew his brains out, Buzzy Browning got the scoop from his connections at 
the police station and his cronies at The Los Angeles Times about The Letter and stalking of Krill, He 
‘went to Norman Rose telling him some dough might be needed to muzzle the story, might because 
Roberts, Senior, would shell out whatever it took to kil the story dead with the diplomacy of families 
‘who have to make up for the disasters oftheir scions without compromising their own authority, "There 
‘might be some leakage, Norm, some palms I need to grease on the low-end of the totem pole, Shit like 
this spreads. I's like blood stains on a carpet. You have to change the matting underneath, too, Carpet 
cleaners don't come cheap, Boss.” 

"Do what you have to do, Buzz. We at Rose Studio have a colorful history with this town's 
Police Commissioner and its Chief of Police, I's a long story.” 

"like long stories, Boss. It's one of the reasons I'm inthe picture biz. Shoot!” 

"Well, Buzz, this one reminds me of Dostoevsky’s The House of the Dead. Have you ever read 
it?" Buzz shook his head. "The eynical opening descriptions of Siberia remind me of this place: "The 
climate is an excellent one; there are a great many extremely rich and hospitable merchants; there are a 
‘great many exceedingly well-to-do native Siberians. Generally speaking, a promised land. All one 


needs isto know how to make use of i 


In Siberia, they know how to make use of i? 


"Fyodor also points out, Buzz, that in Siberia the officials fulfill the role of the aristocracy. 
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‘There ae high rates of pay and alluring hopes forthe future. Of course, not everyone's happy, 
especially not those ‘witha frivolous turn of mind and those not adept at solving life's problems.” 1 
could go on but I see Tm boring you, Buzz. You need to talk with Fred Gage. Hell give you the low- 
down, You've got whatever amount you need.” 

Buzzy Browning stared at Norman Rose. Here was the world’s greatest exponent of the one-way 
pocket giving him a blank check? His alarm bells tolled ominously. They started clanging when he 
arrived at Rose Studio and found Dicky Dugan waving a newspaper withthe suicide headline, waving, 
i in high-pansy mode making noises over the telephone with his Iggy about hating Los Angeles and 
‘nceding to get back to Gotham before they all wound up dead with police bullets in their backs. 


Frivolous? Had Norman Rose sid frivolous"? There was nothing frivolous allowed with the LAPD. It 
‘was like so much else in this town: a toxic combination of self-minded focus and triumphant Christian 
arrogance, Maybe that's why Buzzy Browning wouldnt live anywhere else? 


Ever since that fateful chat with his Boss, Buzzy knew which way the scorching 


is were 
blowing. His expensive cop stoolies told him O'Shaughnessey was routinely assigning plain clothes 
‘men to work as Extras on Rose Studio product. He'd oveasionally assign a tail to Krill and his southern, 
dopester houseboy. A search (without a warrant) of the Hills hideaway had revealed nothing but 
"unpickable Russian locks on the doors and bars on the windows of the cabin beside the waterfall... 
(CHAPTER TWENTY-ONE 

‘Tiernan O™Malley was feeling homesick for his mother Maeve. He and his twin Fergus had just ended a 


Jong telephone conversation with her. The brothers sat q 


arinning encomfortably at cach other while Maeve OMalley stn the sunny ktchon at The Elms 
ooking out the window at her three youngest children plying onthe beach 


‘She loved living by the Atlantic sea again. She had just told the boys how she could not look at 
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it without thinking of her father, their grandfather, who was a storyteller, a seanchal, He had reared 
them all on Tain Bé Flidhais, the Mayo Tain, an historical epic tale ofa brutal, lust-filled cattle-raid by 
the armies of the queen and king of Connaught, Meadth--"My namesake!"and Ailil and their Ulster 
ally, Fergus Mac Roigh, in pursuit ofthe remarkable white maol, or hornless cow with a copious 
capacity of milk, In the saga reigned the sea god and shape-changer Mananniin Mac Lir, described as 
the "rider of the maned sea" for compelling his chariot across the swill and swell ofthe white-crested 
‘waves, they being his horses. His kingdom was Tir Taimgiri, He could cloak in mists to confuse his 
‘enemies, Whenever The Elms was hushed in mists, Maeve thought ofthe sca god, of her father, and of 
her twin boys of whom she was most fond and to whom she wished to race via the maned sea, 


"1m goin’ back ta work, T.." Fergus said quietly rising quickly in spite ofthe weight in his 


heart, wrapped as it was now in the tricolor flag of the newly proclaimed Republic of Ireland. Of late 
there was a coolness between him and his twin. He put it down to the change in their circumstances: 
sping from a crowded tenement apartment with no bah anda communal toilet nthe hall on 
clangingly-loud Mulberry Street to a fully-appointed suite of rooms once belonging to Dicky Dugan 
an Ignatius Lydgate in a palatal house on gentecly-mufled Gramery Park, for Tieman a vision of 
the dca society, for Fergus a replica of Ireland's socal injustice spotit around the word by the Easter 
Rising 

Even the separation from Maeve divided them: Tieman felt deprived while Fergus was only 
delighted by her liberation from grinding poverty, a poverty joining the brothers in a passion for Clan 
‘na Gael, raising money to organize Ireland's continued rising. After Yeats sang at Easter, "all changed, 
changed utery:/A terrible beauty is born." Fergus ake of returning to Ireland to fight with the 
Irish Republican Brotherhood, a strategy of no interest to Tieman who worried Fergus was using it to 
escape the word of extreme patriarchal riches and the particular men they was mixing with these days. 


As Vadrie!’s indispensable strect-fighter and private secretary, Tieman was in the control room 
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of the Vail Foundation's transformation from a litle-known enterprise to front-page news maker 
‘hile Fergus was at the controls of the car driving them to their mectings watching the warm intimacy 
evolving between the amanuensis and his boss and certain sta members in direct proportion to the 
distance between the siblings. Tieman knew Fergus found it unpleasant to be around people the priests 
damned and the gang beat-up for fun. twas even harder for Tieman to discuss his burgeoning feelings. 

‘The emotional fissure appearing in the treasured relationship between the twins was painful as 
ll hell. They were so close there were no boundaries, no actions or secrets they once didnot share. 
‘There had never been a disconnect such as they felt happening even though they were stil sharing the 
same room, the same bed. Fergus worried Tieman was feeling jealous ofhis "young wan" Dierdre, 

As ito negate his brother's frown, Fergus smiled lovingly at his older brother, older by eleven 
‘minutes. They were both dressed in spanking new clothes. Tieman's wardrobe had a businesslike trim 
‘making him elegant as an angel. Even his similarly citron-colored hair seemed to lay on his head with 
‘undeniable panache. Fergus always thought him the better looking ofthe identical twins, with his lucky 
eyes and high heart Their grandfathers claiming the O’Malleys were direct descendants ofboth the 
pirate queen Grace and King Conor Mac Nessa with his remarkable Red Branch Knights of Ulster 
celebrated in Connaught, did not seem absurd when Tieman O'Malley was looking his bes. "I wanna 
‘wash dhe car before I meet Deindre at four, T. We've a date fer fillums. Wanna join ws?” 

‘Tiernan shook his head and smiled. "Ve me report ta finish on the l4th-Shtreet Clinic's 
attendance records, so, Dhey affirm our openin’ a children's clinic on 8th Shireet and Terd. Tamorra 


‘we've dhat meetin’ up in Harlem wit dhe NMA at eleven. Tree southem Negro docs are comin’ tanight 


fer dinner, Sinai hospital uptown isa go, too, its. Vadeiel says dhe only way dhe AMA will stop its 
racial and ethnic and religious discrimination in hirin’ is fer usta build hospitals dhey don't control, so." 


"tm washin’ dhe car, T., "cause o' dhe Jigs.” Fergus laughed atthe way his brother twitched and 


‘hushed red in response to the racial slur. "Force o' habit, T. Sorry. See ya later. Don't wait up fer me.” 
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“Tieman genuinely laughed, very conscious of his brother’ having gotten a rise out of im. He 
sat brooding until Fergus appeared out on the sidewalk, waved, and hurried off to the garage on 21st 
Sureet between Fourth Avenue and Broadway. Their mothe’s reference to the Mayo Tin made him 
smile Vadrie! Vail's heroic beauty and the magnitude of his wealth added a folklore quality o im for 
Tieman, something akin o that legendary moat: 
"Goodly the Moal, great 
Her produce exceeded that of every other. 
Fifty boys, with three hundred valorous heroes, 
Would be fed by her milk.” 


‘Tieman O'Malley grew up loaded with legend and narratives rapt in mystery. He im 


from 
his mother and grandfather al the most important principals and personages of Irish saga literature, He 
brimmed with equal measures of life's subterrancan doings and manifestations, intrigues, eabals, danger 
4s adventure, war as sport, murder, betrayal, adultery, greed, jealousy, cozenage, heroism; they made 
him a perfect addition (in Dicky Dugan's opinion) to the hearth-side traditions at Gaywyck, 

Just beyond Gramercy Park's black wrought-iron gate, the bronze bell gleamed in the sunlight, 
‘Tiernan at the window of the Vail/deGuise house could hear his grandfather describing the journey of 


Fergus, King of Munster, with all his advisors and followers, to Rath Chruachan, the principal court of 


‘King Ailill and Queen Meadhbh. It was a sumptuous place with a front of bronze, a place in seven 
sections full of couches: one for Donough and Robert, one for Vadriel and Armand, one for Maurice 
and Alec, one for Dicky and Ignatius, one for Freddie and Carmine, one for Krill and Gordy—the 
‘newest of comrades according to Freddie~and the seventh for whom? 

Dare he follow this fancy to its logical conclusion? It would be as strenuous a journey as 
‘Meadhbhis from Rath Chruachan to Diin Atha Féan and on to Rathmorgan to join the white maol 


(On his first visit to Gaywyck, Tiernan thought of the mythical Royal House of heroes when he 
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saw from his balcony two giant yew trees aglow in moonlight with their topmost branches intertwined, 
the symbols of undying love in the Mayo Tai. At the same moment, he watched a doe cast a long 
shadow as she approached the trees; she was encased inthe silver armor ofthe full moon and he knew 
his grandfather would swear they both were watching Flidhais, the Celtic Moon goddess who had the 
power to transform herself into the form ofa doe. She was the protector of all trees of the forest, the 
protector of all the creatures ofthe forest, and the protector of the wrongdoers of society and the 
‘outcasts who often sought sanctuary and safety beneath the skirts of her dress. 

‘Tieman thought ofthe fancy-<eess Miss Jessie in the portrait by Robert Gaylord. He first saw it 
‘when he was photographed for the Vail Foundation’s annual report and again during his Figure-Four 
session, He could never tell Fergus how he posed without clothes for Robert Gaylord, He could never 
tell how proud he was to be grouped on the studio wall with Donough Gaylord and Armand de Guise 
and Vadriel Vail 


When he sat at Vai 


Foundation planning meetings with these men, he easily compared theit 


strategical wizardry to warlike proclivities. He omamented their characters as he had been taught: he 


ing withthe descendant ofthe handsome Red Branch Kah Naoise ofthe raven-black hair 
and Oil the Fai, whose equanimity and firmness in all he vicissitudes of war made him unbeatable, 
all the while he was being harbored in the welcoming gentian-hued shadow of the mighty, lustrous, 
heather-embroidered Nephin, a mountain of spectral beauty amidst a sentinel ofcatellated comrades 


‘Oht And it got worse and worse for him, more and more histrioni 


the deeper and deeper he 
fell in love, Was it possible the seventh section of Rath Chruachan—reborn in his imagination as 
Gaywyck-was reserved for him and the Vail legal spark and sharp-wited one named Barry Sullivan? 
Whenever Mister Sullivan led those strategy meetings with Tieman's three heroes and their 
barrage of knightly lawyers, Vadriel's amanuensis felt totally bewitched in his scintillating presence. In 


those far off days ofthe Mayo Tain, it was not uncommon for an Irish warrior when killed in combat to 
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have his skull broken open his brains extracted, scrambled into a compound, and formed and sun-dried 
into a ball. Hard and heavy, the ball was displayed as a trophy and a prestige of future victory, Well, as 
ity the magie of Flidhais-the Celtic Moon Goddess andthe Goddess of Wild Beasts and the Goddess 
ofthe Hunt and the Goddess ofthe Wrongdoes of Society that hard and heavy trophy was now (in 
the presence of Mister Sullivan) translated into what felt like the hefty phallus of a Deer God! This 
surreptitious deed was imagined by Tiernan as untying the knots inthe rope of his destiny, thus making 
it possible for him to ascended (head ver heels) this place in Paradise on cart. 

His formerly meek and passive (and well-behaved) phallus pulsed with phenomenal virility, felt 
double-edged and exquisitely honed from top to bottom like himself in action, It was the Caladhj-cholg. 
or Hard-sword of King Fergus brought from Fairyland by Mac-Leda, So great and ong was this 
‘talisman, it spanned the largest room like a rainbow from the scabbard of Tiemnan’s trousers to where its 
pot of gold seemed to reside within Mister Sullivan's slender and graceful body. Each time the 


associate smiled at him, the brown of Tiemnan's irises Mashed his 


love with the force of a rainbow's full 
prism, Each time he boldly and provocatively winked at him, the red in Tieman’s happy glow broadcast 
{he near-boiling temperature ofthe blood pumping hotly through his rapidly pulsing sword 

Oh," he sighed to himself. “I had me seven hands, and seven mouths, and seven tongues in 
cach mouth, and dhe consequence ofan orator seven times told in each tongue, | could not give an 
adequate appreciation of Mister Sullivan! I know dere is no fault in im except dhat he lacks his 
kingdom and his match ofa mate ta date..namely me." 

Every time Mister Sullivan appeared ata meeting, Tieman vowed o speak to him. Had he 
seven paralyzed tongues in seven immovable mouths, he would not have been any muter. No matter 
how many times Vadrel changed the seating plan to place the two young men together, Tieman could 
‘not overcome his shyness and his shame over his lustful thoughts and over his brandishing of Caladj- 


cholg. Finally, in a fit of near-frothing with longing, he scrawled a note, which he passed: "Mister 
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Sullivan, May I call you Bary, please? Tiernan O'Malley." 

"You can call me Ishmact, Grace, ift helps you relax.” Mister Sullivan whispered, "Are you 
familiar with the Mayo Tin, Tieman? Dicky told me your family comes from Connaught, 10°" 
Rainbow-hued with delight, Tieman nodded. "Well, on, just between you and me? Your Caladhj- 
‘hol is unsheathed and it looks lke seventh heaven! My heart informs me we are destined for Tir na 


nO. As you know; hon, thats rsh forthe Land of Youth. I's where there's no agin, no dying and 


happiness lasts forever. I's reached only by invitation from a fairy! You ready fora trip to Paradise?" 


‘Beau Watling kept himself busy whenever his boss went on location as an uncredited volunteer atthe 
Rose Studio ranch filming Max Linder’ epic ball-breaker David starring Paradiso and everybonly else 
in Los Angeles able to stand up infront ofthe cameras. Yes, cameras. Linder was the head honcho 
calling the shots; however, Christy Cabane, Raoul Walsh, Vie Krill, and von Stemberg were shooting 
sequences in order to finish the two-hour "sandal saga” before Paradiso was a has-been. 

Freddie Gage’s book-long photoplay made David the all-American macho boy with the can-do 
ebullience and the aw-shucks trade-marked grin he had told Krill: “He will nof be somber and. 
"unexultant in his triumph, not, say, nor an Old Testament prefigurement of Christ subduing Satan. No 
‘Humility kills Pride for him! It's all about: Just be yourself! Don't wear Saut's cumbersome and 
‘unfamiliar armor. Just use your gifts: muscles and great eyesight. Swonds? Spears? Javelins? Naht 
"Where's my slingshot! I'l show that Philistine not to defy the armies of God" Only Gods opinion 
‘matters to our American High Schoo! hero David. Then he'll kiss and change clothes like inthe Bible 
‘ith his best buddy Jonathan ‘cause boys will be boys inthe Bible!” 

Why the Hollywood god Paradiso changed his opinion about Vic Krill during Two College 
Friends was never explained publicly. It was assumed Krill's directorial success could no longer be 


ignored. He was now handling some action sequences and was an advisor to Tyler on the sets and 
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costumes. (Paradiso's loin cloth generated more discussion around the world than the Bible itself. The 
sleazy tabloids hinted his Thing had to be strapped down like Pickford’ tts.) 

‘Beau Watling was one ofthe few privy to Kril's happiness with Tyler whose "goopy” love 
letters comprised some of his favorite reading; his far copies were indistinguishable from the originals 
‘and would come in handy someday soon. Sitting on the landing outside Krill’ bedroom, he also 


transcribed their pillow talk because they made so much noise screwing he could not sleep. Not 


believing in love, Watling assigned Krrll's roar of satisfaction atthe finale tothe ethics of posses 
With Krill away, Watling slept the night through. Though the laundry load was lighter, he was 


‘busy with errands running the house efficiently and making pick-ups for his new business venture with 


Dusty Dude. Each time a call had come from Mister Dude with the same message for Krill: "'m stayin! 
in the Hills tonight,” Beau Watling raised his right eyebrow. “There's gold in them-thar Hills,” he'd 


‘mutter, Drunk and stoned, confronted with Junior's letter on a visit to deliver Krill's share ofthe loot, 


Dusty eracked easly about the blackmail game and the way he upped the anti. Threatened with an 
"unveiling to The Boss Krill, he agreed to split the collections. When the order came from Krill to end 


them, they set up on their own. Terrified of O'Shaughnessy, Wat 


‘was determined to get his hands 


‘on a reel and make a big final killing to secure his future. One afternoon, he doped Dusty, got his keys 
{o the *studio,” and secretly duped them. As soon as possible, he would mine the gold in them thar 
bills. 

‘Today he would deposi Kril' contract director ($150,000) and actor ($200,000 per film) salary 
checks. Krill often needed reminding to sign them, so cavalier was be about money. Watling paid the 
bills. He wrote the checks and Krill signed them. Even with his sizable new income from Dusty Dude, 
‘Watling stil wrote checks to himself and signed them himself. He pilfered thousands from the safe 
‘here the HE&H fund loitered before being transformed into company checks to fool the IRS. 


He never had so much money except when he was printing it himself, His cowboy boot was 
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full along with two large safe-deposit bores. Sine Krill was not yt making $500.00 a year legally, 
his RS tax bill was 2 at one percent, and his accountant carflly calibrate his annual tax ets 
Lately, the IRS had Hollywood in its eoss-hais. Lately, local IRS agents working withthe LAPD 
were illegally opening safe-deponit boxes and making coercive deals outside the law. They were also 
siting search warrants o lok for domestically stashed cash, Krill bank manager gave Watling & 
“head's up" on his last visit, The IRS was in asking questions about the most ative clients, Watling 
cimptied one safe-depost box and took the name and phone numberof the ingustve IRS agent syst 
another way to bllocks-up Kil 

He faced along night. The Mil girl called at dawn. She was due to “drcam’ on Krill bed at 


3. (*Dreamy” was a euphemism.) On her first secret visit, “the erazed child from hell,” as 


‘Watling christened her, asked for something “intimate” belonging to Vie. How intimate? She confessed 


«a longing for something "personal," a rel 


first-class relic. Would body hair suffice? Krill carelessly 


‘immed 


is thick body hair in the bathroom: Ws 


made her a sachet of clippings scented with 


Krill’s favorite cologne to wear around her nock: 


On her ast vis 


she was manic over the record-breaking success of Cinderella, and paranoid 
‘over Victor abandoning her when the interminable David was completed. She wept in Watling's arms. 
She also told him her sister"Who knew she has a sister?"—was coming to live with her and Mother 


and Eula and 


"She is coming to spy on me! She is coming to keep me locked in the house! Mother 
‘now bolts the garage door.” She laughed in spastic giggles. “Lily bought me a car! We're friends again! 
1 keep it at her house. I can get to it across the back gardens. I told her I would kill myself the way she 
killed herself in Yield to the Night. But IL use a gun. I have a gun stashed in my room. I bought it from 
a studio guard. I make a million dollars a year now. I should have my own car, shouldn't I? Shouldn't I 
hhave my own car?” 


‘Tonight, "the crazed child in hell,” as Wailing recently re-christened her, would be zooming 
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into the house via the unlocked kitchen door, though he gave her a key. It opened into the communal 
alley with its row of garages. With Krill gone, she could stash her car in his garage right across from 
the side door. The shared front court needed to be avoided in case a nosy neighbor was still up and 
peering out the front windows. The alley had one drawback: the neighboring house now occupied by 
Emma Amaud and her visiting Parisian father had a window overlooking it, Ifa light was on in their 


kitchen. 


Unlikely after midnight!"~Mary May was to wait inthe ear until it was extinguished 
‘Theoretically she would be less overwrought tonight. The papers announced Rose Pictures had 

plans for another fairytale film with her and Tyler and Krill based ona classic by the German master 

Clemens Brentano called The Tale ofthe Mprile Girl Mary May was cast a are spirit “pure asthe 


clear moon,” Watling thought her better cast as a haunted spirit from the dark side ofthe same rock. 


‘On her last secret visit, after emerging from Victor's room flushed and giddy~"Help me! I don't 
dare think why?"~she asked him ifhe ever saw Victor without his clothing. She was clutching a 
framed bedside portrait of a younger Krill taunting the viewer by thrusting the distended, pouch of his 
‘wet, cotton bathing slip atthe lens. It was the carefully chosen provocative picture Watling displayed 
for Mary May when he removed Robert Gaylord’ formal portrait of Tyler usually kept by the bed. 

"Allof the time, Miss Mooney. valet him. His body is magnificent as you can see." 

"Oh! How I envy you, Beau! If only I could sce him fully himself. You know...filly..." 

Here Beau Watling took a deep breath and plunged into her madness. He knew how dangerous 
this game was and he could not resis the thrill, similar he thought to his Daddy running the blockade 
during the Civil War dealing in forbidden merchandise. "You wish you could soe his full manliness?” 

Blushing puce with desperate longing, she could only nod. "If my fans knew" 

"how much you love him? They would love you all the more.f that were possible!” 

"When we are marred" 


"You are married in spirit. This wll soon be your happy home." 
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"Yes, we are! We are marred i 


! We truly are! Oh, Iam so unhappy at home now!" 


"Lwill be your Fairy Godfather, Cinderela, and grant your wish when next you come to visit 


‘your Prince Charming's bower,” he crooned. "I's gone midnight. Home you go! Scoot, princess!” 
‘The moment her car was gone, Watling went up to Krill's bedroom. From a top bookshelf, he 


retrieved a photo album of nude portraits Krill made of himself in the New York studio for his 


[Naumky, portraits full of male adolescent braggadocio “Just the ticket!” Watling chuckled admiringly 
"No wonder the fairy squcals so much!" Then, he thought to adda touch of romance via one of Taylor's 
sex toys filly, pink nightgown, (There was also a blue one and a yellow one; pink was Mary May's 
trademark color.) He planned a presentation ceremony with scented candles and the bosses best French 
champagne. Not even Buzzy Broomstick could have sratergized more perfectly for Mary May's future, 

None of these Hollywood “fools” was without value to Beau Watling. When he was in prison, 
his cll mate was a preacher who murdered his wife ina fit of jealousy. The educated man read aloud 
the plays of Shakespeare from a bowderized edition, Working as a stage hand in Chicago it came as a 
‘shock to Watling that Desdemona was actually murdered and not “falsely, falsely" murdered. The play 
did not havea happy ending! 

In truth, Watling didnt much care what happened to her. He was inspired by Iago's turing the 
world upside-down to suit himself. The villain-dyed soldier became one of his heroes, Who could not 
Jove such an honest uy? Wasetlago like Davi? Just be yoursel! Trust yousel! Intending 1 leave a 
similar pandemonium in his wake with everyone to preoccupied with survival to search after him, he 
assured himself: "in fllowing him, 1 follow but myself/ Heaven is my judge, not for love and dy./ 
But seeming so for my peculiar end..." Lifes merely a lust of the blood and a permission of the will 10 


be free. But there is nothin’ ‘peculiar’ about my end-game. 


Fred Gage did not want to hear another word from Buzzy Broomstick, as Dicky Dugan dubbed the 
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publicist, about his living arrangements with Paradiso. Since most ofthe established neighborhoods 
‘were restricted in Los Angeles to the locals, the blow-in picture people were building their own 
neighborhoods, their own subdivisions of small bungalows. The most successful were building castles 
and mansions dwarfing the large houses of the establishment-rich up-in-arms against public transport 
while slowly admitting defeat. Picture people were a fact of nature, rue Angelenos now with the City 
‘of Hollywood annexed to Los Angeles in a water-rights deal. If they weren't building insight ofthe 
‘grandest estates, they were making movies across the road, around the comer, or up the street, 


Well, as far as Freddie was concerned, he and Carmine were also a fact of nature, entwined like 


those two yew trees at Gaywyck East. To make his point, the lovers bought a chunk of bluffs at Malibu 


shipped from Japan by Higekuro and adored with classic Japanese art on permanent loan from his 


personal royal collection. This “art palace” was the way to bury Tea'in a tree. It was a true Star 
‘manse, a total fantasy with peaked gazebos and ponds and bridges and gardens and a bird aviary and 
three outuilding-guest cottages, one reserved for Higekuro and his son, one for Armand and Vadriel, 
and the third for Robert and Donough Gaylord. 

When poople were driven past the showplace on the newly-organized motor tours of such 
houses they were told it was where Paradiso lived. “Ahhh!” was always the group response 
‘They were then told it the Great Star's private home on the West Coast (as opposed to his homes in 
[New York and Pars) and an artists colony where famous photoplay writers, such as Fred Gage, whose 
The Woman in White was a curent smash, lived and worked. "Abhhhbibh!™ 


Mat 


‘and Alec Hall took another route. The two “brothers” were photographed in their new 
hhome. They claimed to share it only when Maurice was in West Coast residence as a vice-president 
with DeGuise Investments, major Rose Studio shareholders. "Maurice Hall needs a place to stay out 


here, and his famous brother Alec has plenty of room!” gushed the Buzzy Broomstick press release. 
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"The older brother returns the favor whenever Alec isin Manhattan! Their parents raised them in 
England to take care of each other. "We are very close’ Alee proudly admits. "He will be the best man 
at my wedding.” (Buzzy hinted Emma Amaud was the lacky girl.) 
Robert Whyte Gaylord thought he would probably never again be thrown into such a spasm of delight 
by the sight of brown-paper lunch bag. Sharing his response, Lily Mars grabbed a similar bag from 
the unit caterer with her right hand while holding her unstuck Philistine beard in her left, "Gosh!" she 
‘happily exclaimed: "Oi hear it's bah-loh-knee on white wit’ mustard! My favrite! Lamky wouldn't give 
us shit on'a shingle! 

"This thing looks like shit on a shingle,” Dicky Dugan complained staring atthe sandwich, His 
black Philistine wig was askew and his gray, cardboard armor was doubling as a picnic blanket 


"1 wouldn't talk if | was you, hon,” Alee Hall teased poking his grimy, sweaty friend a 


pulling 
tis own curl Israelite black wig off his overheated head. 

Carmine laughed looking mythic in his very short, tailored tunic, “What's bah-loh-knee, Lily?" 

"Pressed cat and dog flesh Freddie sid in mock-seriouness much to Carmine's horror, “You 
think Norman would pay for much ese? Look around. Thee are over cight-hundred of us Philistine 
and Israelite soldiers to feed. Buzzy and | raided the animal shelters last night, Why'd ya think I got 
home 4 ate?” he asked sratching under hs black Philistine wig laden with heavy baloney cuts. 

“Lor!” Ignatius Lydgate muttered in disgust staring at the orangey-meat in his sandwich. The 
fue of his Philistine whiskers was causing arash to break otal over his chin, 

"No, i's aot over!* Maurice insisted with appropriate Biblical military dignity. “Ks an 
American cold-cut version of an Italian sausage, Of beef and pork, I believe, Carmine.” 

“On! Carmine laughed and relaced. “Gosh! From Bologna. Spagheti Bolognese, no?" 


"Sit" Tyler assured him lighting a cigarette. From the get-go he thought Robert's idea of playing 
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dress Extras in the David epic a fun idea. (He ha insisted they all play Philistines swearing he'd had 
enough of God's so-called "chosen people" of any nationality or religion or color.) Even now entering, 
his ith hou siting inthe warm sunshine onthe Philistine side ofthe San Femando valley, Tyler had 
no regrets If he needed a nap later, he would go ito one ofthe army tents during a change in camera 
Set-up. He waved with the others to guide David Lofts up to thei merry group playing Saul, he was 
trekking over from the opposite Israelite side ofthe valley where Carmine was usually on his marc 
with Ale, casts Jonathan to attract the many fans of the Civil War boyfriends in Two College 
Friends 

“How's it goin’ ova-dhere, King Saul?" Lily called. “Ya got a Giant prob'lem I hear!” 

“How's it gon’, savior?" David Loftus asked Carmine ashe slumped down beside him, 

‘The sight of Lily Mars as a half-assembled Philistine soldier made Loftus roar with laughter. 
‘She was his favorite screen actress. If he were not so content with Nan, he would most certainly be. 
campaigning for her romantic attentions. Even i her curent condition, he wanted to touch het 
porcelain skin. Thoroughly and delightfully conscious of her sexuality, she employed it as he did his 
tunstinging abilities: it was a professional atribute tobe used stratgically in purwit of her goals 
‘When she waked, she had hundred body pars moving separately in different directions. He didn't 
know what body part to follow! Her heat went deep, It was an out-and-out open seduction! Monument 
sed itn 


‘uly and shallow movies to reduce her to an abstract sex symbol: a barely humanized set 
of body parts, They made this acutely vulnerable human being more a metaphor than a person. Like so 
‘many inthis town, cleaty, nothing in their ives had bitten deep 

‘The nextday was Sunday. Sundays for many meant Gaywyck West where a giant pool anda 
large carousel on a bluff with seven coupled antique wooden horses were excuses for a weckly 


barbecue, (Lil 


's Carmensita was in charge of the cooks.) The guests were diverse picture people, 


professionals who won Carmine's respect, along with "private people"-mostly spouses or lovers of his 
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colleagues and friends from the Japanese consulate. Each took his meaning when he said, in a voice 
pinging with Italianate urgency known as squillo, he was scared by the mechanical lives ofthe sad, 
inarticulate celebrity people who dominated most ofthe Texclusive™ Hollywood parties he assiduously 
avoided~"%n Nature there's no blemish but the mind:/ None can be called deformed but the unkind." 
Lily loved Tyler. He was now in control of her “Took” for the Good Time Girl Serial (as he 
called her Monument Pictures), charging Mertz and Lamb his going rate. They spent so litle on the 
pictures, his expertise was among their biggest expenses. It was cheap at any figure he quoted since it 
‘udded enough class for Monument to cull excellent sls for their press releases and movie posters, 
“How'd a sweetie like you, Gordy, get in so deep wit ole’ Russian-roulette Romeo ova'dhere?” 
‘Tyler laughed then grew very solemn. His passionate love for Victor Krill made it impossible 
for him to disguise his hurt "Oh," he said very sofly. "People can change, Lil 
"Only fa da woist in dhis town, hon. He's a lookah OF givetim dhat much!” She poked Gordy 


in the ribs and rotted her eyes wisely: she had many variants on the gesture now. "Call ‘im ova-here." 


‘Tyler looked frightened by her command. He glanced across the pool at Krill in the midst of the 
"Gr 


ith gang” taking with Griffith himself standing beside his current favorite Carol Dempster, ar 
from a favorite with Robert~"She's not very good andthe camera agrees with me!” Mac just told them 
about the slippery meatball in Union Square and her first mecting with Robert Gaylord. The Master 

18 popular with Americans. 
Tyler continued 19 maically sean the crowd ooking for help rom Robert~deep in conversation with 


‘was laughing. He admitted he was "wrong" about the “alian types" not 


Billy Bitzer—or from Donough—deep in conversation with Father Tom and his wife Lizzie and Fred 
and David Loftus and his wife Nancy. George M. Cohan was teaching Carmine "Yankee Doodle Boy." 
Lily laughed at Tyler's antics. She swore she'd be nice. Vietor answered Tyler's signal. Drunk 


and stoned, she could not have been nicer clean and sober. She told Kili 


hhe was at Gaywyck West, 


the was okay by her~"No snakes in Paradise.” Robert had told her how he loved being Krill’ assistant 
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(on Cinderella. Now he was stated foe The Tale ofthe Myrile-Tree Girl. She wasn't surprised "Lizzie's" 
‘camera smarts and drama-qucen tendencies made pictures move well. Victor said he wanted Robert to 
direct pictues for his production company at Rose Studio. 

Lily suffered such a violent change of hear, she lost her balance. Tottering, she decided she had 
to visit Victor immediately to clue him in on how mutsy Mary May was saying she was married to him, 
More urgently, she had to war him about Beau Watling. The man was trouble~crazy as Mary May! 
"Ya gotta take caren ya'scf fuh my pal here, Vie. Soe? Don't do nothin’ ta hurt im oF OF! shoot ya 
dead even afore Mama does! What's dese ceny-bitty lowers wit dhese milky stalks, Gordy?” 

"Ashes of roses, Lil. Why 

"Dhey smell so strong I can't hear myself dink. Oi wanna get me areal garden, too, while Oi'm 
stil aroun’ ta smell ‘um, Oi never knew dhere was so many pretty flowers on God's eat. Know whut 
itm sayin’, boys? Flowers make me happy. Not mach else docs dhese days. Om carryin’ dhe whole 
shitty serial on my well-dressed tits! I feel so alone wit de camera now." 

"Most stars in this tank town fee lonely withour the camera, Lil.” 

Lily Mars sang her ringing laugh. She punched Tyler on his slender shoulder knocking him off 
balance and, inadvertently, into the pool. Her merriment rippled in the air effecting everyone. It danced 
{nthe form of sunlight onthe tins of Pacific Ocean waves out to the horizon 
Mary May Mills’ sister Margie May was blunt as Lily Mars would have been with her mother. "When 
did The Movie Queen fly to Cloud Cuckoo-Land, Mama?” 

"What do you mean, darlin’ 

"Mana She's crazier than Lear on his moor. And you are too old to play her Fool." Actually, 
she thought Lady Macbeth a better comparison for her frigid Mama striving for her own crown. 


‘The opulence surrounding America's Darling (and her Mama) was equal to what Margic had 
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seen at Newport from the curbside when she played in Way Down East, right around the time of her 
retirement from the stage and her marriage toa rich stock broker and her move into big house in 
Conneticut, quite modest by Hollywood standards. The stock broker went bust and killed himself 
leaving Margie destitute and very happy to answer her Mama's call for assistance. 

"She dd seem a trifle over the top now and again, I know, Margie May.” 

"Now and again? Mama, our meal ticket is plum erazy! She sat and stared at Mister Krill for 
hhours and hours like a cat stalking a mouse. She frightens me, Mama. I don' think she needs a sister- 
companion, I think she needs a professional keeper, a registred nurse who can give her Veronal to 
quiet her down. You know she's cutting classes at Studio Schoo!? The teacher told me she's spoken to 
‘you about it, Mama. Those two erying jagson the set were terrible! I heard someone say they should 
put the murder ofthe Tree Spirit Gil by the twelve jealous girls back into the story and change the 
‘encling 90 she comes back Lily Mars! Everybody hates her, Mama!” 

"TVe told her cuttin’ classes is bad. It could get her suspended under the Child Labor Laws. "ve 
been takin’ her tothe school door onthe studio lot myself." 

"Well, she aint stayin’ in her seat, Mama. She is out of there the moment you leave." 

“rl take care ofthat nonsense. It don't matter what the picture people think about her, Margie, 


‘Her numbers are way up. Cinderella is still doin’ swell business, honey. She is cover girl on three 


‘movie magazines this month. Mister Keil” 
"Link Mister Krill is upto somethin’, Mama. This mori’ when May May was in her bath 

ent nto her room tose if she essed anything. 1 found sachet on her dresser of hair ppings the 

color of Mister Kil’ har smelling ofthe same scent he wears. You know, the realy expensive 

cologne he uses as an affer-shave? Whats he doi givin her somethin’ lke that for, Mama? 
"That son ofa bitch! I kil him. swear wil kl hi.” 
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Margie May Mills was not the only person distressed by the day's happenings on the Myrtle Tree st. 
avid Loftus, cast as Prince Charming, was working on the extravaganza as well as on David, though 
his remaining scenes for the Biblical epic were group shots easily folded into the fairy tale shooting 
schedule, He wished Mary May could be neatly folded up and shot. 

Every moming when he arrived at Rose Studio, he had to contend with protesters. The picture 
‘was based on an old German fairy tale, As inthe rest ofthe country, the Progressives in Hollywood had 
‘gone quiescent for fear of being arrested and imprisoned for Treason even though the United States was 
‘ot at war. (Eugene Foster was facing five years; Miss Blossom had two butch bodyguards working in 
her shop.) To question the legitimacy of supporting a war effort or the status quo was a career breaker. 


‘To be “deviant” in any way 


luding dress, put the kibosh on any carer trajectory toward fin 
‘magazine cover. The country was in political lock-down; even the suffrage movement had gone 
underground, The only voiced complains concerned the intrruption in European distribution profits 

Angry "Patriotic Americans” carrying pickets were shouting Rose Studio was anti-American for 
supporting Germany. Buzzy’ press release explained how, as with Cinderella the Myre Tree had 
‘ots in ancient folklore. It was swiped by the rotten, thieving Germans! By casting America's Darling 
asthe te spit, it was now a classic story of the Tree of Liberty! A portion of the profits (unspecified) 
‘would go into a "war chest” for buying War Bonds when America went to war="Any day now, Goa 
willing well enter the skirmish and save the woeld for democracy!” 

"Most people are bored with their lives,” Buzzy told David Loftus. “Its why they love war, 
especially women. For them ita form of revenge!” 

‘After braving the angry shoutes, growing fewer each day, Loftus then stepped under the hot 
lights, looked into the Veronal-Joped eyes of his Star and attempted to play his seenes with her. He 
suffered a hearquake. He broke out ina cold sweat from the stress of not knowing what to expect 


‘Would she repeat the words being read to her off camera by Krill's assistant Robert Gaylord and be 
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inspired by the violinist supplying mood music to make some appropriate moves? Would she dance 
around him high on “inspiration” and deliver some usable footage or would she flit out of camera range 
‘and waste the entire moming? Would she freeze and stare at him not knowing who he was in his period 
powdered white wig? Would she burst into hysterical laughter at the sight of him? Would she demand 
his wig be shortened s0 as not to compete with her long, curls? Would she weep and shout because he 
‘was prettier than she’? Or would she simply not come out of her dressing room until Krill and Tyler's 
pleading brought her preening forth with Mama in their wake unable to control her anymore? 

Whatever she did, her behavior provoked heavy perspiration and induced havoc with his make- 


‘up and wig and heavy satin costume. His wife Nancy, in charge of the make-up division, was on the set 


to cater to Mary May and to give him first aid. Her professional wizardry always saved the day, 
extra wigs and costumes, a masseur, and a shower stall in his dressing room. 


‘This afternoon, after a crying jag neither Mary May's sister nor mother could end, the cast and 


crew were given an hour's break. Loftus took a stroll alone into the shrubbery onthe English Country 
Garden set Iwas his favorite hiding place. Spotting Krill and his factotum Dusty Dude ona similar 
‘mission, he was about to duck into a lowering path when he saw a short man in blue overalls pop out 
‘of @ matching path up ahead and approach Krill with a drawn gun inthe blazing sunlight, 

‘The cop in Loftus sprang into action, In spite of being unarmed, he shouted loudly: “Halt or I'l 
shoot!” Suddenly crew members enjoying their break popped out of the greenery. They scared the 
‘gunman away. Loftus ran after the man who vanished among all the people working on the studio 
grounds. The studio guards swore they had checked everyone entering and they were surprised one of 
the LAPD plainclothesmen milling around failed to save the day. 

David Loftus was stunned: LAPD was staking-out Rose Studio’ For the first time, he wondered 
if O’Shaughnessey remembered him. 


‘The evening papers across the nation were full of stories playing up the incident. As if primed, 
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they all claimed the gunman was a gangster out to get Krill. Editorials asked: Why was Kil being 
threatened by gangsters? Was the famous man suffering from “ilmphilia,” a mild form of mental 
itlness causing directors to gauge everything by movie standards? Or was it drugs? Was Krill ike so 
‘many others, most notably Lily Mars, the latest drug fatality’? What was to be done about drug abuse in 
Hollywoos? "Why is Hollywood being allowed to corupt our Christan nation?” 
‘On the drive home from Rose Studio the evening ofthe assault, Danny Slocum had trouble keeping his 
yes onthe road, Dusfy's confessing the gunman was afer his hide, was a Hit Man from the Black 
Hand drug cartel Dusty owed $30,000, caused Danny to gasp and the car to swerve, 

"You falling asleep again up there, Danny?” Krill alled from the back ofthe rose Roll 

"No, si! There was a cat in the rod, si 
"A black eat, I presume?” 
"Yes, sit. A very black cat, si” 
Kril laughed. "More like a panther, say, Dusty, out for your blood. You cant stay here." 
"Where can Igo? You've got help me, Vi." 
“Help you, Dusty? How can I help you more than I have already” 
"Ya gota give me the money I owe them! I've got too much on you for you no to bail me out.” 
"Are you threatening me?” 


Dusty Dude laughed. "Well. you put it that way, Vic. Yeah, I guess I am! Those guys mean 


business. And so do." 
In is rear view mirror, Danny Slocum watched the two men in the back seat stare at each other. 
‘They looked like two punk kids on the Lower East Side of Manhattan where he grew up having such a 


{face-off far too often. He knew fom experience how this particular type of glare often led to murder. 


CHILDREN OF PARADISE/638 
"The air is very soft and very fragrant tonight. It reminds me of St. Bonnet du Gard, Robbie." 


"The air out here is always this way, Donnic. It's genuine air. The water inthis pool feels warm- 


spring fed, to. Its not. There's a machine inthe pool house heating it. There's a machine at Rose 
Studio for nearly everything!" he chuckled. "And knowing Norman, probably for everything. | wonder 


if that overblown moon up there i real! I] continue living apart from you in this boondocks on the 


Pacific I will need an editing machine for my constant immoral longings." He sighed loudly. "You 
know, the vast Paciffe out ther, like the mood of our country these days ain't very pacific, No amount 
of thinking makes it so, Pace, Hamlet. Mister Griffith is right. This place is bad for the soul. Too much 


lassitude. Too little real talent. Too many small fry think themselves indispensable to the big successes, 


Someone sai today, the daily rushes are reports from the batle lines! Without the absorbing beauty of 
‘my work, I would be covering my eyes like Masaccio's Adam to avo seeing the snakes overrunning 
this Garden of Eden, this Paradise, * 

"You think there might be solution? Will you shae it with me when you find it 

Robert smiled sadly. He was sitting on the lowest of three steps into the pool at Gaywyck West 
submerged upto his chest. Donough was sitting onthe second step with Robert sited between his 
tong, stong legs and his muscular arms, 

‘The water was sparkling and twinkling and shining with the light of stars, stars, and more stars 
bright asthe love inthe embracing men's eyes. The full mooa's image was floating in the poo! right 


‘beyond their reach. It had risen with a fire color, then later wi 


the two lovers sitting in its thrall, it 
slowly became cold and opal-a mixture of fog and light, the soul oftheir solitude, the shield oftheir 
‘union, Its dominance of its domain tumed the expansive scenery of the Pacific Ocean melancholic, yet 
it poured over the sea (and them) a caressing light. 

No number of telephone calls or letters compensated forthe loss of this physical contact. 


Hearing each other's voices long distance did send emotional charges through their bodies. Yet, nothing 
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transformed the way their bodies felt in the world as when they touched each other. It was a fact. The 
brain seemed to reconfigure itself and the pleasure was as soft and comforting as the clean and clear 


“Malibu air It was why Robert went to New York and retuned to California with Donough on the 


Being in Gotham reminded him he was a lost urbanite living in a company town, 
"Max assures me I'll be able to handle a two-recler on my own soon, Donnie, I'l get five whole 
days to shoot! And two thousand dollars to spend! Ive already put eight one-reeles in the mix, two a 


week! 


/ctor tells me I'm a natural visual storyteller. think in pictures like Mister Griffith, Tyler tells 


‘me he and Victor draw each shot like comic strips in boxes. He says the very size ofthe figures on the 


screen is determined by the subject matter and the spirit ofthe scene. can do this! I know I ean do 


f 


What I lack isthe desire to do nothing els, to be nothing bus a film director, People out here turn 
their will and ther lives over tothe success oftheir pictures. They work to sustain their lifestyle’ They 


are very dangerous people! They have no interest i 


the creative process. They don't understand art is 
for life's sake! Somehow I want to get free of men like them.” 


"What else do you want to be, my darling 


"L want to be your fulltime sweetheart forever, Donough Gaylord, Enough with these ‘Guest 
Appearances: I miss Cael and Taio and Miss Blossom and the Met and Manhattan and mostly I miss 
quenching my daily immoral longings for you and yours during these our tastiest salad days.” 

Donough laughed softly and clasped Robert close to him causing ripples from the force of his, 
love to reach the surface of the moon. "Do you doubt our love will survive Life?” 

"No! And I do agree with Emerson: "This time, lke all times, is a very good one, if we but know 
‘what to do with it’ However, I can send just so much love over a telephone machine's wires, you know. 


[None of it can be warm and wet no matter what slick sounds Vadriel orders invented for us.” 


“Hmnnnn. Now you've got me thinking in pictures, Robbie. 


"Well, Carmine says life is as short 2s a nickelodeon one-reeler and we mustn't waste a single 
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frame of it. Oh! Mister Gaylord! he sighed as pulsating heated thumps shivered up his spine. He 
closed his eyes. “I t00, am thinking in pictures now. Dantes right: Nature isthe at of God!" 

"Vien, vien..* Donough sofilycrooned. "Via dal’anima in pena/ angoscia paurosal™ 

"Ah! dolce note!/ Tuto esttico 'amor/ Ride i ciel!” 

‘Aeflection of the moon similar tothe one at Gaywyck West filed a sidewalk puddle erated inthe 
courtyard of Victor Krill’ bungalow complex by the run-off from his gardeners hose. A luxury car's 
powerful engine first broke the silence pervading the area, Silence briefly returned, It was shattered 

again, as was the moon's reflection, by an expensive pair of women's black high heels 

Living next door to Krill was Emma Amaual' father. Originally on a visit from Pais to his 
‘movie-Star daughter, he found himself trapped inthe United States with the outbreak of war in Europe. 
He was acclimatizing much casi than he ever could have imagined. He saw and heard from his parlor 
‘window the woman dressed entirely in black, complete with veil, walk up the courtyard and ring 
Keil’ bell around ten at night. He was waiting for his daughter to come home from the studio, 

“The door was opened by Krill himself. The woman entered, did not stay very Hong, and let with 
an even firmer step. Going into the kitchen fora cup of tsane, Police Inspector Amaud saw a man 
smoking outside Krill’ kitchen door. It opened onto the shared side alley with is row of garages. 
Amaud intially thought the smoker was Beau Watling but then remembered Watling did not smoke 

“How do you know Watling did not smoke?" District Attomey O'Shaughnessy would ask when 
«similarly ominous scene had been played with deadly consequences. 

"Lhad no cigarettes one day and asked him if | could borrow one when I saw him in the 
courtyard. He sad he did not smoke due to his suffering from asthma. He was going shopping with 
rill’ chauffeur Slocum and would buy me a pack. What brand did I smoke, he asked. He then 


refused to let me pay him forthe pack. He said I could do him a good tur one day.” 
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‘O'Shaughnessy would nod and close his notebook. He was unsetled by the unwavering glance 
and the intense scrutiny ofthe Frenchman. In answer to his question about the man's profession, he 
‘ould nod again and take his leave as quickly as possible 

Inspector Amaud would soon watch O'Shaughnessy from the parlor window enter Krill’ 
crowded house. He would feel a huge antipathy toward the man and would not beable t fathom the 
"unprofessional way the investigation was being handled. He would know from experience there was 
something very unusual going on, and he would be even happier he had extended his visi indefinitely 
to Hollywood where the offscreen business was a interesting asthe on-screen mayhem. 
"Norman Rose found the moon's reflection in his Olympic-sized pool totaly unconvincing, more like & 
keyclight than earth's only suit satellite. It was too bright, and the cloudless sky was far too crowded 
with stars, He thought the same quality of Hollywood "overdoneness" applied tothe flock of orchids 
surrounding the pool, 100. Rose knew from orchids. His home in St.Petersburg was famous fr its 
hothouse orchids. These orchids looked as if Tyler had designed them for the fairytale sets of the 
Myrtle Tree misery. 

‘Thinking of orchids: was there anything more deceptive on earth than those devious flowers? 
Some orchids lured bees tothe pollen with the promise of food by mimicking the appearance of nectar 
producing flowers, while others like the Dracula orchid, attracted gnats by smelling like fungus or 
rotten meat or eat urine or shit. The cleveest orchid, Rose thought, was the Oph from Sardinia. Is 
lower lip, or labellum, bore an uncanny resemblance toa female bee as viewed from behind (It also 
came equipped with fake fur and what appeared to be elbows and folded iridescent wings and a scent 
Similar to the pheromones ofthe female bee!) The deluded male bee alighted onthe labellum and tied 
to seduce the obliging "female" who, shaken by his mating dance, covered him with pollen, which in 


his frustration he carried to other "female bees" in his search for a decent lay. 
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Why did the Ophrys orchid bring Mary May Mills to mind? Wasat “America’s Darling” as 
flawless an illusion to the human male as the Ophrys was to the male bumblebee? Happily, her pollen: 
‘was dollar bills humans were carrying tothe Rose Studio coffe, helping wo make it one of the most 
success in Hollywood. 

Weren't all movie Stars forms of orchids, he wondered? Some oftheir studio's baroque 
pollination strategies were damned clever. The current favorite vamp, shor for “vampire” was Theda 
Bara--an anagram of "Arab Death"-who was actualy Theodosia Goodman, the daughter of a 
Cincinnati tailor! (Rose wished he'd invented the "vamp" species.) Just how long would such a novelty. 
las before it evolved into something ese in order to attract? 

He knew orchids excelled at spinning off new species. The Pickford’ box-office success 
produced the mimicking Mary May Mills, no? The Paradiso had Latin Lovers with pseudo-pedigrees: 
«volving overnight. It intrest him how inspite of the huge numberof species, there were relatively 
few orchid plants inthe world keeping them rare enough to be around a Hollywood poot. 

‘He was sitting in his garden smoking a cigar to quiet his nerves. Krill had just called him ina 
panic, After spending the evening together, Vitor had driven himself home around 9:30 to work; Tyler 
was visiting his parents where he was offically living. Mama Mills had appeared at 10 all dressed in 
black looking for Mary May who was not at home; in a fury she had pulled a gun on him again. If Beau 
‘Watling had't been on hand to confirm Keills evening with Norman Rose, she might have pulled the 
trigger in her fury. ARer quieting Krill down, Norman had muttered over the phone to Kil’ 
amusement, "hate that woman to pieces! When Ide T want wo be cremated and thrown into her face!" 

“Thank god, Mama hadnt found Tyler in bed in one of his filly nightgown! ("People are 
‘mishuganah?) She would have blackmailed Norman Rose for half the stars in the sky! Her contract, 
‘was coming up for renegotiation and she was already threatening through her lawyer decampment 9 


Lasky in spite of Rose having bought the rights to other Anne of Green Gables books and The Wizard 
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‘of Oz. Her popularity showed no signs of abating. However, unless Norman could find a way to gain 
control over her and her mother, Victor would join Inceville as an independent director 

Rose knew this was not an idle threat. If Griffith was hailed as the movie's "first director,” 
‘Thomas Ince was its "first visionary"~"Whatever that means!"~and partnered with Tyler's undeniable 
enius, Victor would be quite at home in Ince’s impressive stable of directors. With all the palaver 


bout An, the movie business was stil a celluloid circus. People were all over the landscape making a 


movie day by the dozens and still racing over the border into Mexico to avoid Edison's lawyers and 
sharpshooters. Ignatius Lydgate and his gift with ear engines was as valuable to the success of Rose 
Studio as was Buzzy Broomstick. Without Iggy and his band of drivers, no one could get tothe 
locations, Norman lost sleep worrying as much about Iggy being poached as he did about Paradiso's 
expiring contract! Pictures were getting bigger and more expensive, not necessarily better. Crap stil 
‘made big bucks. Nickelodeons were thriving. New orchids appeared daily, briefly taking the public's 
attention while Stella Howe was wilting and three Rose Studio recent releases were duds. Happily, 
Robert Gaylord’s comic one-reclers were running wild. It was time for him to expand, 

‘And in the wake of The Birth controversies, the Supreme Court just ruled motion pictures not 


“free speech" because they could be used for “ev 


I" and “the exhibition of motion pictures isa business 
pure and simple." Censorship of films was now constitutional. The moral brigade was baying and 


demanding the heads of "sinners." Yield so she Night with its suicidal heroine was being held up a 


prime reason for an outside-the-industry censorship board. The Archbishop of New York condemned 
the box office champ from the pulpit of St. Patrick's Cathedral and excoriated Paradiso for diving from 
the tall mast of his characters large yacht practically nude~"Exposing his personal allurements in an 
extended display!"~in his successful effort to arrive in time to prevent his wife's firs suicide attempt. 


‘The accumul 


jing worries were exacerbating Rose's bleeding ulcers. He was having nightmares 


conflating Russia's offirana, the LAPD, the IRS, and the newly-created FBI. The articles in the 
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‘newspapers about the Treason Act made him apoplectic and via the twists of his unconscious made him 
homesick for St. Petersburg and his sons and Diaghilev. Exacerbating this disorienting loneliness was 

his sexual eraving for Gatino aided by a collection of over-revealing out-takes from the latest films and 
abetted by the absence of Victor in his bed. He missed his Krillov. With their H&H and blackmail links 


broken~ 


something has to be done about the stash behind the waterfall!"—and Alfred Gage in New 
‘York, he had no one to schmooze with, o kibbutz with, o be his friend 

Life was intolerable these days. Owning Palas and Monosco Studios was a fresh hell full of B- 
‘Stas and schlock directors and crap writers and 1wo lots of technicians to keep under contro. His 
oversight had them making money. (Roberts Senior was off on a world tour with his grieving wife. For 
Rose, their "tragedy" had a happy end 


just what--acconing to Robert Gaylord~Americans wanted 
from their entertainment.) Norman actually burst into teas talking about his fears and exhaustion. 
‘Tenderly, Victor kissed and dred his face and told him not to worry. He said Paradiso was under 
control He refused to elaborate but the familiar dead-calm cast o his narrowed eyes brought comfort 
‘Tonight Kril had brought another comfort as well. He gave Norman a "dizzy-do" in Lily's 
phrase, (Poor Lily was a the top ofthe “wicked woman” hit ist!) Krill's absorbing love for Tyler ended 
his "wasting time" on "distractions" notion he go from Paradiso~and the “present” was for Norman, 
The kd, Benito Santo, an Italian Paradiso-type found through a casting agent, succeeded in sed 
the 


lly tand-ofih Krill s well and eared himself a screen test. Victor went home grining. 
‘The censorship connintions made Mary May lok like the Blessed Virgin incamate. (Robert's 
portraits were heavy on the glow lights.) Forth moment, Krill was slipping afew grains of Verona 
ito her moming tea onthe set. Some people responded tothe new barbiturate by sprouting rashes~not 
a good idea with a camera two-feet away. Some fell asleep for a few days. Most on a minuscule dose 
simply slowed down, got quiet, got calm, got docile: behaved. Fortunately. Mary May became even 


‘more doll-like long enough to get afew feet of film footage into the editing lab. 
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‘And in the long run? Her numbers were too good to lose her. A hired private detective back 
East had tured up nothing in their past. No one cared about fantasy relations. Buzzy had buried any 
‘word of the erazy brat’s speeding escapades by paying off the LAPD. Mama knew there was a problem 
‘or why would she have brought the sister Margie May out to California to help police Mary May? 


"Well," Norman told his orchids, "as Machiavelli said, 


‘a ruler wants to succeed, he must 
{earn to stop being good.’ But I don't have to tell you girls that now, do I? And what's Vie got on 


Gatino?" 


"Was she with him, Mama?" 

"No, Margie. He was alone. He told me he was just back from Mister Rose's place and Beau 
‘Watling confirmed it when he offered me a drink like nothin’ was amiss." 

"Where do you think she is, Mama?" 

"don't know, honey. Our cars locked up tight in the garage. That git! is her own worst enemy." 

"Not while you're alive, Mama," Margie Mills thought with a twinge of hatred in her gut as she 
asked: "What are we gonna do, Mama” 

"Wait up for her. Wait up and pray she's okay." 

In the kitchen, Eula Sutpen beat them to it. She started praying the moment she saw Mary May 
sneaking out ofthe house through the back garden at 9 P.M. The gil was dressed in a simple black 


traveling coat and was earryi 


‘small suitcase. Her famous curls were tucked under a Paradiso cap. In 
the bright moonlight, her creamy-white skin shone illuminating a rictus grin. Her large eyes were 
surreal-bright aided by the Veronal. With the unquestioning acceptance in dreams, Eula knew her baby 
‘was in the throes of satanic possession. Pastor Walker-Jones wamed about such goings-on if lots were 
cast with the money-demons. Gliding across the garden like a succubus, Mary May cast no shadow. 


Eula Sutpen was suffused with dread. In her dread, she had the uncanny experience of seeing, 
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her beloved child vanish into a maze of moonglow after leaping over the tall, red-brick wall as if'she 
had sprouted wings. "Dear Jesus!" she prayed. "There are unclean powers in our home.” 
Lily Mars was having an anxiety atack staring up atthe moon on her way to Vic Krill's house 
‘Something that big hanging up there had to be a drug hallucination. She was still demented, in Bobby's 
‘word, from her day on the et of her nearly-finished picture Cutie Pie. At noon she told the director 
Rex Ford she was doing "deja-poo" all over herself, It drove her erazy how no one else-"Except the 
crities!"~-noticed she was repeating herself "odkd-ballinfinitem.” The cast and crew were in high spit, 
Even the dumbest set-ups in her photoplays seen a dozen times before were magically transformed into 
delightfully funny schtick by Lily’ rhythm, resilience, and unbreakable spirit 

Shooting in an amusement park, a Bit Player was killed during a roller-coaster sequence 
attempting stunt she did. twenty minutes after the body was carted away. Lamb told her, “The clumsy 
fool shouldnt-a said he could leap-frog cars when he couldn't. You can do anything! She was now 
‘making $500 a week. (She figured Mary May was making around $80,000 a week!) Shorty, her 
chauffeur, Carmensitas brother, was living on $23 a week over her garage. How could she bitch? She 
‘was rich enough for anybody. Luckily, Dusty sold her great blow and clean heroin for a decent price, 

‘The only pleasure in her professional life was her burgeoning relationship with Victor Krill. It 
hhad begun at the Gaywyck West poo! party and had rapidly progressed into a genuine friendship, 
Besides Dusty Dude's drugs and a love for Tyler, they had quite a bit in common, most importantly an 
‘admiration For each other's work. He promised to get her on loan for a photoplay of her own devising. 


‘This was unheard of generosity in what was being hashed in the papers as "Tinsel Town." 


‘Terrible things were engendered by the panicky amoralty of Hollywood and its hushed-up conscience, 
With the precision ofa great actress Lily found the exactness of what was needed in her work. She and 


her friends were hopeful her gifts from the Muses would provide a similar balance in her life, 
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‘Not wanting to break Tyler’s heat, Lily had not discussed Kills "marrige" to Mary May in 
front oF him at Gaywyck West. She rang Keil sharing her distrust of Beau Watling ony tobe reassured 
sothing actual” was happening-"Is alin her imagination Li. eau says e's never even met he!™ 
Tonight, Mary May arrived to take her car from Lily’s garage scaring Shon te shade of ashes of 
roses. Dropping down by his side like @ leaf from a tree, she had scaled the garden wall as if she were 
hopping over a curbstone draped in along black coat and wearing a Gattino cap. Shorty suid her eyes 
‘wore the eyes ofan angry tiger he once saw pacing in @z00. 

Rushing into the house, he told Lily he knew it was the end of the oad fr anybody who got in 
the way of "Miss Baloney Curls.” Lily hopped in her sport's car, She rushed into Krill's house without 
Knocking, She found him alone with Beau Watling. The guy's shaggy, iascible eyebrows gave her the 
‘creeps. Lily read eyebrows the way fortune tellers read palms. For her they were the feature telling her 
what people were thinking; they were proof people were alive. She confronted him about Mary May's 
detailed knowledge of the house, complete with the red-velvet coverlet on Vie's bed. He explained with 
‘a cream-like innocence in his voice, pleasant and drawling and anecdotal, that he was just keeping her 
“defused by playing games with her. She found his face bland and closed, his eyes screwy and 
impenetrable. Heart pounding, she blurted out having gifted Mary May a car and about how she was 
‘making noises over the phone that evening about a joint suicide since her fans would never sanction a 
marriage to anyone except maybe Paradiso and so she and Krill would have to end ital together 

To Lily's amazement, Victor began to tremble when he related the latest visit from Mama, She 
vite him, sat with him, held his sweaty hands, Watling brought them a pitcher of orange blossoms. 
‘They quickly empticd it. He refilled it. They snorted coke and hada great time. She menily made Vie 
laugh. At midnight, she took herself home, or almost home. Stopped by the police for speeding, she 
‘was arrested for drunk driving. The next day, she was the front page news story around the world. On 


top of that, Mary May called to say she knew Lily was having an affair with Krill and had to di. 
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Carmine Salina was off to New York after the David premiere. There was stage work with Nazimovs 


now a full ledged movie Str via her pacifist fil War Brides~in the Shubert theater on 39th Steet 
‘named for her. Frohman the great prdicer, the man who controlled thirty of Broadway's forty houses 
offered her a contract, His plays were "pot boilers,” Nazimova scoffed. (She was raring to join him.) 

"They want hee to boil pots on Broadway for serious bucks,” Carmine tld his fiends at a lunch 
party given by Norman Rose. He was newly off the phone: "My mouth is full of news! She has a new 
itl fHiend she wants me to meet. We do Hamlet and Phedre i rep three months. We sel out 75,000 
people! No mashed potatoes, yes” 

"No small potatoes, hon. Ought to be enough for anybody! Robert declared, thrilled Donough 
‘would have company on the journey back East. "Will you have billing like hers:Nazimova (Herself)?" 

"IL must ask. Preview comment cards for David desire more kissy-poo romance attend to my 


contract with respect and duty, no, Army? No small potatoes, yes? Iam moral in public. A virgin 


again! Slingshot fired, preview audience cheers. Kissed by Alec; he call me ‘darlings the world eres 
twice | dive froma ship mast, the world seams. Ide, the world mourns. I am four yeoman’ jobs, 
1? Bernhardt says Iam the frst tru romantic since Lord Byron. Very Buzzy, no? Very Sarah, t00, 
yest" 

“The narrative action tile cards for David came from The First Book of Samuel. The two forthe 
scenes between David and Jonathan were Samuel 18: 

"And it came to pass, when he made an end of speaking with Saul, that the sou of Jonathan was 
Ani with the soul of David and Jonathan loved him as his own soul." 

"Then Jonathan and David made a covenant, because he loved him as his own soul. And 
Jonathan stripped himself ofthe robe that was upon him, and gave it to David, and his garments, even 


10 is sword, and to his bow, and to his girdle.” 
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Buzzy press release roared: "He gives the shirt off his back to his best buddy!" 

"Lwill plot: if you go, Gatino! I nced you herein case. We've gotta keep the audiences in their 
seats! You are glue on ther seats.” 

"Glue on their seats? lam many things in the magazines. In New York I bol pots. Now Lam 
sue, It is time for me to go where I can be unstuck from myself: Iam believing what I don't read.” 

"What about Fred? You abandoning Fred as well?” 

‘Carmine frowned. "J have the quotidian of love upon me." There is alway’ the new pictures 
‘always! There is more o lie than pictures, Naumby-san.” 

"Each man in his time. Our time is this mew artform now." 
‘Carmine nodded in agreement, Yes, his time was now. Swish, swish, swish. Secretly, Fred and 


‘Victor had Mary May's two scripts nearly ready. They would be handed to Norman as a fait accompli. 


Buzzy booked him solid with interviews before the David opening--"‘Oh, Ominous! He comes 


10 kill my heart Carmine did not want strangers soooping around his home. He did not want to talk 
‘with his mouth full hunch, He was staying late atthe studio to answer the silly-illy telephone 
questions from magazine persons all over the country. Dicky helped him vanish them when it was time 
for them to vamoose. He taught Carmine how to be selectively insensitive to the insensitivities of film 
tities and fans. The days were jammed with jabbering. 

‘Carmine would have go late at night, if he could stay awake, to thank Krill properly. He would 
drive himseifin his new purple sporty-car. It was appropriate for him as a valen*huomo to honor the 
kindness of another galant‘huomo, What could hinder his brilliant plan? 

"TL sign no more contracts, Naumky. I work with all studios Caio! Au revoir! Savonara! Bye!" 


Gatino kissed him on both flushed checks and left the house. Norman screamed. He sang out a 


variant on the crazed demand of Strauss’ Salome: "Bring me the head of Pa-ra-deee-zohinhh. 
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Beau Watling's concentration on his flight plan was more erratic than Sherman's campaign. He was 
sky-high on cocaine and kept falling off his metaphorical horse. Dusty’ being hounded by his nemesis 
the Black Hand and the appearance of Mama Mill toting “iron” were zingers. But his luck was 
hholding: Lily Mars and Krill believed his hogwash about Mary May. (Drugs worked wonders.) He was 
slipping "loose change” to Dusty for a Mafia pay-back fund. Mary May had not shown up. After that 
stressful night, he found cigarete butts outside the kitchen door. He hada't heard a car. Dusty Dude 
‘swore he was not skulking about waiting to pounce on Krill, Beau had to focus: his trip to the H&H 
hhideaway had turned up empty film cans beside the hidden movie cameras. His top priority was to get 


Dusty wasted and ferret out the goodies. His scorched-earth campaign would then startin earnest, 


"There is something I want to show you, Robert,” Dicky Dugan told his former boss as they strolled 


among the outdoor stages on the Rose Studio ot. (Robert was eat 


‘marzipan moon.) He was 
cearying a clipboard. At the moment, eight stages were in use and he was making his rounds checking 
every detail as Rose would be doing if he were not at Palas ina story conference. Actors were emoting, 
{tragically and comically, musicians were making appropriately stimulating sounds to encourage them, 
directors were directing them loudly, and cameras were whirring recording them. The sunlight was 
‘being manipulated by gauzy panels, white sheets, and reflecting mirrors. 

‘The Rose Picture combine was distributing two pieces of "product" a week. Most ofthe pictures 
‘being made on the open stages today were two and three reelers. The larger efforts were being made 
‘nearby on location or indoors on the covered stage where the artistic lighting effects were produced. 

Robert was looking for a young couple to play a bride and groom in his first two-recler. These 


shorter pictures needed a strong, single idea as a foundation. Li 


in Hollywood was divided between 


home and work. He was driven back and forth desperately missing his Manhattan walks where every 
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‘few yards there was something interesting to look at and linger over and photograph. According to 


Iggy, who drove him whenever possible, he always behaved like trapped puppy in the back seat 
staring out the window with glowing eyes and wagging cars. And a good thing, too! The previous week 
the witnessed a young bride ina dress straight out of an Italian Renaissance painting rushing up the 
‘steps of church late to her wedding. 

“Oh!” he had exclaimed. Each of his eight one reelers revolved around an idea based in parton 
«personal experienee or on an interesting character behaving unusually: a dropped meatball, the pie~ 
firing Automat’ nickel window that splattered Miss Jessic, an ancient butler foiling a robber--the 
‘Ambrose-type had four suecessful nickelodeon adventures. The running bride triggered a question: 
"What ifthe limo breaks down and she takes off at breakneck speed? What could go wrong?” 

He knew people would laugh at all the classic dilemmas he and his two (expensive) women gag 
writers devised: her being chased by dogs, rolling down a hill, a sudden shower, catching a bus and 
being ejected for not having money, finding skates and hitching a ride on the back ofa truck, being 
splattered with mud, bombarded by a school bus full of brats, a wire fence shredding her dress. There 
hha to be a happy ending for her, to0. How could he get her to the church on time and presentable after 
all her misadventures? He knew a good problem well solved made a good picture. 

"What do you want to show me, Dicky? I need to bea ‘matchmaker’ a shiddach today.” 

""Trover tested a young actor named Benito Santo this morning. Victor sent him, 1 think he's got 
something real. Ben could be your groom. He reminds me of that gorgeous tango instructor of yours 
‘Senior Rudolfo. He's still on the specialty dance circuit according to the trades. Trover can be your 
‘cameraman, He's shot second unit and inserts for Bitzer. His film speeds make Lily's comedies work 
bbut he cant stand being at Monument, He's full of ideas! He can catch the kind of light that will express 


‘your feelings and he'll tach you how to cut with the camera, hon” 


"think he will be my groom. Wowie!” Robert exclaimed, pointing ata dark, young Italian man 
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of stature who was waiting to be an Extra in a crowd scene to be shot on Stage Six. 

"That's him! That's Ben Santo! Isn't he a swectling? And he looks great on film, too!” 

"Who's the lovely looking girl standing beside him? She looks like an actual person as well.” 

"I don't know. I've never seen her before. Lets find out.” Referring tothe clipboard, he located 
the casting sheet for Stage Six. “She's Suki Keller know all the others by name and by sight. She is 
lovely, isn't she? I wonder if she can dance and do prat falls?” 

Robert grunted. The bride's shenanigans would require some training. He knew from experience 


how wor 


18 With untrained motion picture actors was not a problem. Sometimes their faces could be 
‘more eloquent than « theatertrained actor, Eager to be good, they worked hard and were pliable; they 
had none of the defenses or bad habits the Stars usually had from fear of looking bad. 


farce could 
‘be deadly for the complete neophyte. "Let's go look at Ben's test. Will you get Miss Keller's photo and 
bio for me, Dicky? If you think she can do it, please have Trover test her for me today,” 

‘On ther way tothe projection room, the two frends walked along the side ofthe largest indoor 
‘stage where the final touch-up scenes were being shot for David. There was a great deal of shouting 
coming through the thin wooden walls. Inside, a large group of Extras was making strenuous hubbub 
for three cameras under very hot lights and a glass roof. Outside, the whirlwind from the massive 
industrial exhaust fan took the two gabbing pals by surprise blasting them into shricking lunacy. 

‘Catching his breath, Robert exclaimed, thinking with his eyes: “Oh! What a great idea!" So, The 
Breakneck Bride got its famous surprise ending: a huge exhaust fan of a pizza parlor blows the roller- 
skating, panicked (and endearingly brave) bride's shreds and begrimed gown into a full-screen furry 
of whiteness akin to Cael being tumbled in a playful embrace. Her arrival at the church is elected in a 
closeup of the anxious groom's perfect face suddenly aglow with love, followed by a full-shot (from the 
side) of her racing up the steps in clouds ofa sparkling-bright,lacy-layered, gauzy-fluf, fairytale gown 


looking very ike a swan in flight! The sacred erupts in the world of the everyday! The ttle card 
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exclaims: "Pizza, Too!?" asthe delicious smell of fresh pizza causes the soon-to-be major Star of an 
Italian groom to wiggle his nose in close-up delight and the happily-surprised audience to roar with 
‘knowing laughter and to applaud like merry mad things for many years to come. 
(CHAPTER TWENTY-TWO. 
‘Across a sweep of empty tableland, a dozen Indian horsemen rode close together. Under an enormous 
sky, the four comrades (also on horseback) watched in silence. Three glanced around for cameras. They 
saw a line of Indian women and a boy clad in traditional blankets climbing a wor path through the 
pale rock of mountain foothills where a man was teaching a boy how to shoot a bow and arow, 

"This small piece of earth sil belongs to the people bor here,” Donough Gaylord 


‘happy grin. He alone responded directly to the reality of California north of Los Angeles. 


‘Carmine nodded and sighed--"o, che bella veda!" He and Freddie had enjoyed their 


the Rose Studio ranch, once the set for Rebecca of Sunnybrook Farm and soon to be Anne's Green 
Gables. One of the most distressing things about his career was their having so little “quality® time 
together. He had talked to a sympathetic Robert and Donough about how easily relationships could 
flounder on the rocks of ambition. New York was essential to all their survival, 

He glanced at Donnie and Robbie. Their horses were side-by-side and they were holding hands 


serenely sharing the scenery. Ever since Donne's ati 


the two were secluded in Gaywyck West with 
lots of quality time to which their current body language attested. He remembered Rober telling him 
how the salubrious atmosphere of St. Bonnet du Gard, drenched in the love of Freddie and himself, had 
filled the visitor's souls with joy. Now two of his dearest fiends were returning the blessing. 

"1 will sound thought ypon my tongue in favor of love.'1 am happy here today." Carmine said 
feeling a flame of pleasure. “I am most happy when I fee! loving with the people Love." The goombah 


‘meeting was soon to take place with Krill. "The solution is simple for all of us," he decided watching 
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Donnie lift Robbie's hand to his lips: "We will plan our future zogether in our time remaining..." 
Father Tom was delighted to see Robert and Donough together. Robert often visited him and Lizzie, 
alone and with friends, especially Lily Mars. Ignatius would drive them (and Dicky) to the Church of 
the Angels in Echo Park, The beautiful sandstone church was nestled in the midst of movie studios, the 
closest being Mack Sennet's “workshop” as Father Tom called it, Just over the hills in Silverlake was 
the Tom Mix set-up, and movie Stars were building movie-Star estates in the nearby Angelino Hills 
[Nota day went by without a western shoot-out or @ Keystone Kop chase or a Chaplin erew visiting 
from his studio near San Francisco making a racket inthe rapidly-growing neighborhood. 


"How's Lily doi 


1?" Father Tom asked first thing. “She looks great in Bety Be Good.” 
"She's not good, Father," Donough answered the question with a shake of the head, "She is 
definitely not on the side ofthe angels these days, How's business with you?” 
"Never been better sit 


the Lusitania was torpedoed, Like they always say, war is good for 
business! The producer Frohman's death shook up a lot of people inthis town. He gave many Stars 
their big breaks, including your Miss Mills. You know she was nearly hospitalized with depression 
‘when he died. She isa very fragile creature, She's been coming here to services on Sundays with her 
‘mother and sister, They make a prety picture, ! must say, Donnie.” 

"Talk about not being on the se of the angels,” Dicky sighed and rolled his eyes. "She's 
crackers, Father! You need to put her in your prayers with Lily right beside Naum who is 
overexposed.” 

“They were siting in the rectory garden. Lizzie was out on parish work. The men were sipping 
local red wine brought by Robert who was not looking happy. When Father Tom asked him if he was 
feeling okay, he burst into tears. 


"Separation anxiety,” Dicky explained touched, as always, by how emotional his old boss was 
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all ofthe time. In his opinion, Robbie and Carmine were “soul sisters” cut from the same silk fabric. 


"Robert," Father Tom began: “Ive been thinking about the New York Rose Picture Division..." 
David was to have its world premiere at Clune’s in Los Angeles where The Birth of a Nation played for 
seven months I, 100, was to have a forty-picce orchestra and a fall chorus. It would then open in New 
‘York atthe Rose Theater and then in Paris atthe Gaumont Palace. It was too dangerous fo cross the 
‘seas with the German subs shooting at civilian ships but a print (insured) was sent, Paradiso sadly 
settled for two openings. But not all the wiles of Buzzy Broomstick managed to free him from the web 
‘of deceit soon to descend over him forcing him to settle for only the one in Los Angeles. 

‘The second preview audience cheered David. The comment-cards reported unconditional love 
Rose Studio prepared for aa hit. It had taken sixteen weeks to shoot and three months to cut, edit, tint, 
and score with Griffith's Joseph Carl Brel creating music with a "Biblical flavor* similar to what 


ca 


it had requested of him forthe Babylonian story in Intolerance. 
“ven music has tobe ‘speci since Birth,” Rose complained each time he signed the checks. 
“Its now expooted to evoke character and define situation like Wagner!" 

“There were 4,000 Extras on the quarter-mile Griffith set for Belshazzar’ feast in Involerance, 
yet Norman Rose was determined to give his David audience arise equal toi with a fraction of the 
trouble and expense. “Gatino has such verve! We can use his body to generate the same excitement,” he 
swore t Linder and his collection of co-directors who begged him to rent the Cana and Galilee sets to 
enhance Gatin's verve with Griffith's art. (The Babylon sets were too famous to se ever again.) 

"Our new motto in this town is: Do only what has already proved successful and keep on doing 
iy” Norman Rose decreed. Except for Gage and de Guise, the businessmen and distributors nodded in 
agreement. As the retums on movie investments grew into fortunes, they were growing more and more 


powerful. Their biggest triumph to date was forcing the great Mister Griffith to cut his Intolerance 


CHILDREN OF PARADISE/6S6 
from a two-night, eight hour extravaganza to a one-night event. After a brilliant five months when they 
‘made fortunes, it finally proved a failure and eft Griffith with a million-dollar debt for many reasons. 
Alfred Gage had insisted by cable and over the phone that Rose hire Breil, insisted all usable 
Griffith sets and Bitzer’s newly invented lenses be rented along with cameras and cranes from 
Griffiths Triangle Company, insisted the number of Extras be tripled, insisted all actors taking serious 
risks be paid an extra five-dollars per dangerous stunt as Griffith had paid the men willing to jump off 
the parapets of Babylon onto nets. "The original Birth prints had no sercen credits, Norman, only his 
‘name, want our Stars tobe billed before te title. He stil refuses to advertise his players, so they don't 
«draw the erowds for him. Insolerance took twenty months to make because he doesit delegate, and 
costs soared, I want a team of assistant directors under Max's control working every day with cameras 
‘And, you know, I think had Griffith been allowed to release Intolerance as he made it, it would not 
have failed. Cut, the four stories converge too quickly at the end and the audience gets confused, I want 
‘our pictures designed with length in mind, so they wor't have to be hacked to bits in order to be sold.” 
‘When Norman shricked poverty Gage reminded him they owned the New England rights to 


Intolerance. After the road shows completed their tours, they showed i 


nwa theaters and sold 


the regular screening rights to local distributors in ther states. "This deal alone made you a millionaire, 


‘Norman, and everyone else who bought state distribution rights. And the road show engagements were 
{in many of our circuit theaters, too! Be grateful you have so much money to spend on defending in 
‘court Carmine's near-nude verve, Norman. We need lobbyists in D.C., too.” 

"Mama Mills wants the new feature billing for America's Darling to read: Mary May Mills in a 


Victor Krill Production’ When I told Vie her latest demand, he blew his top.” 


"He's lucky she's willing to share the billing, Norman! The time is fast approaching. 


Victor Krill was alone when the clock stuck ten. He was finishing Fred Gage's photoplay for what he 
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hhoped would be his last film with Mary May Mills. (It was; not, however, forthe reason he imagined.) 
‘The last two fairytale pictures were immensely successful, bringing him both a production unit of his 
‘own within Rose Studio and demands for a similar box-office champion. In spite of countless 
interferences from Mama, he was proud of both pictures. 

Fred Gage’s bound photoplay open on his desk was for a remake of the 1910 film adaptation of 
the popular 1900 book The Wonderful Wizard of Oz. It would be called Dorothy in Or. It would be a 
‘airly literal retelling of L. Frank Baum's book. The costumes would be replicas of the Denislow 
«drawings. Mary May was long in the tooth for the role but her projects after the Baum book were the 
delayed Anne of Green Gables about an eleven-year-old, and Little Susie Sunshine about a ten-year-old; 


Frohman or 


ally produced the Broadway show and it had made Mary May a stage sta, 
Krill sereened the 1910 O: that aftemoon for Tyler and both were inspired by the primitive, 
clunky carly version; they had many ideas on how to give the story a classy fantasy shimmer with the 


latest cinematic techniques. The budget was sizable. The sets would be lavish, And Christy Cabane, 


‘one of Mary May's “top five" men, would be the assistant director. He was primed to take over the 
prouction when Krill lil (as planned) with duodenal ulers the day principal photography began 
and had to be sent away on a recovery holiday to New York (with Tyler) He hoped Cabane then would 
take over the Mary May pictures in the Vietor Krill Presents realm of Rose Studio, 

Since the Veronal drops were doubled replacing the crystals, which didnot dissolve ently, 
Mary May was more manageable. At Norman's insistence, Krill joined him at her home for stained, 
cheerles, formal dinners, taking her out o fancy restaurants and to film premiers and musical events 
‘ith Margie and Mama as chaperons as ordered by Buzzy. At her request, he signed a photo of himself 
ther: "Yours now and forever” his usual autograph nonsense. I instigated an extra dose of Veronal 
from her sister innocent of Krill’ dosage and it to put her ito a coma-slep. The excitement from the 


photo brought on another blast of vitriol from Mama in Kril's studio office. Inthe foulest language at 
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the top of her voice she told him he was to cut out using her Star-baby to gamer newspaper and 
‘magazine publicity for himself 
"La publicité?!* Keill joked with Tyler that night in bed. “A picture of you in this pink nightie 
‘with me would get me more publicity than another boring photo-op with America’s Darling, darling.” 
‘Altera repeat ofthe disappearance act, Mary May was accused by her mother of having an 


affair with Kril: "Does he meet with you at Lily's house down the road?” Mama's visit to Krill’ office 


hhad ended all his social contact with Mary May. Her hysterical denial of an affair foreed Mama to 
throw a glass of water inthe shrieking actress's face. Mary May fled to her mother’s bedroom, took the 
‘now-famous 38 Smith and Wesson from the bedside table, raced to the top of the stairs, put the gun to 
her temple, and pulled the trigger? 

‘The gun wasn't loaded. Eula Sutpen walked up the grand staircase, hands extended, took the 


‘gun, and led her baby to bed. The lange dose of Veronal induced asleep lasting cightoen hours. 


Five nights after the gun incident, when the clock struck ten, Krill put the O: photoplay aside, 
He and Tyler were working on a film idea about teenage street boys. It was based on a bestselling book 
The Soul of Youth written by a priest who saved the runaways from lives of prostitution, thef, and 
bbeggary. What drew Krill to the project was a scene in a boy's brothel similar tothe one in Melville's 
Redburn. Tyler wanted to base his sets on drawings he once made in a Moroccan brothel. He had the 
{dea of doing away with ttle cards and having dialogue running on the frames like a tcker-tape sti. 

However, word of their having gone to a boy's bordello in Los Angeles somehow found its way 
into the Chicago American syndicate. Buzzy spent the day sending out press releases selling the 


‘masculine Krill who saved his "beloved Mary May Mills~"His and America's Darling!*--ftom 


drowning when her Myrtle Tree spirit"Pure as the moon!"—fll into the studio poo! doubling as a 
lake! It was also revealed how he saved Sally Burke single-handed when her Tess was kidnapped by 


Indians (or real!) Pictures of him shirtless and very muscular in cowboy jeans flooded press rooms 
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with pictures of him and the bestselling (priest author with whom he was doing research, with some 
tykes thriving as "bors in rich homes where they wore Icring “the benefits of lve." 

His phone rang. Krill assumed it was Buzzy with moe solutions to thei public rations 
disaster." Watling told him Mary May always called before she arrived; there were often hang-ups if he 
answered his own phone in the evening. It was the publicist with news sending Krill into an emotional: 
fp. Buzz’ssoures assured him the Chicago story was leaked to them by Danny Slocum. He had 
driven Krill and Tyler wo the bordello. Having no interest in ex with males, he brought a book. Kill 
trusted Danny as much as he tasted Beau Watling. 


Before he could telephone Slocum who lived in a rooming house in Westwood, he heard the 


kitchen door open and shut with a soft click. Thinking it Watling home from his night out, Krill sat 
‘waiting forthe houseman to come into the parlor. He wanted his take on Slocum's betrayal, He heard 


the rustle of clothing being removed. Slowly emenging from the shadows, 


the kitehen hallway, Mary 
May appeared walking toward him. She was naked. With her arms extended, she demanded he make 
Jove to her in life ashe often did upstairs and in her dreams. 

‘Aghast, Krill rose from his desk and shifted his chair between them. Placing his hand on the 
telephone, he sad in his sternest, paternal tones: "Go back into the kitchen and get dressed, Must I call 
‘your mother to come collect you, my dear?” 

As if snapping from a trance, Mary May shook her head, tured, and disappeared into the 
kitchen-hallway shadows. There was a rustle of clothing being donned. He heard the kitchen door open 
and close witha soft cick. Then, there was silence. 


"As me mentor George Washington Plunkett once said when he wuz boss of dhe Fifteente Assembly 


District One when Tamfany wuz dhe only game in town: dhere is two kinds a graft, Mishter Vail 


hhonesht graft and dishonesht graft," instructed George Washington Murphy, boss ofthe Eleventh 
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‘Assembly District and one of the powers in the new Democratic “organization.” 

Although the power-base ercated by Tammany’s use of patronage to fill the city’s 12,000 
‘municipal jobs was being curtailed by the dead-honest new boss Charles F. Murphy’ tough civil 
service exams, men like G.W. Murphy (no relation) found ways to work the system and acquire the 
“marketable commodities” (i.e, votes), they needed for Tammany to continue to thrive among its 
constituents, people who depended upon is profligacy and generosity, ot its cost-effectiveness- now 
the new world order. "Dhere is only one erime, Mishter Vail, and dhat ish goin’ ta bed hungry." 

"Yes, I know of Mister Plunketts philosophy, Mister Murphy. 1 have read Riordan's book. 


seen my opportunities and I took 'em,’ right?” 


re, sir. Lovey place ya have here, sr. Lovely neighborhood. Lovely, sit 
"Tiernan tells me you ae the boss ofthe District where I wish to build my new children's clini. 
‘What opportunities have come your way of intrest to me, sir?” 
"1 wus tipped off dhat youse was plannin’ occupy dhe empty lot on de comer of Mott and 
Houston, soze I bought i fer ya.” 
"Tipped off were you?" Vadeel laughed. "Bet you got it fora song, that serutfy litle lot.” 
""Youse is blesin’ dhe nedy tiny crathurs wit fee clinics in dis brilliant town's ours, And I 
knows from a power of fellas dat our lovely Tieman here is always fair sound. 1 love him dhe way 


swallows love a blue sky." 


‘Tiernan O'Malley snorted, brown eyes glowing under his trimmed thicket of red hat. His first- 
hand experince as a neighborhood advocate with Fengus hd given him priceless connections, He 
knew how the "marketable commodities” of Lower East Side District Boss Kelly went through the oof 
at his Democratic club when he gave the people what they wanted ree health cae. The same thing had 
happened in Harlem. "Give Kelly our regards, Mishter Murphy. Ann give em ta Greene o District 


Dhirty-two uptown as wel, please, so." 
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"I will surely, Mishter Malley. Is yer mammy well out on Long Island wit dhe wee ones?" 


"Yes, tanks, Grand! Now give us dhe news o' your proposition, so. We are all eas, we are, 

"I wanna sell youse me land fer a single dollar in exchange fer a profile of meself in the Gage 
syndicate include a pitcher a'me by dhe Gaylord fella who does dhe movie Star mug shots.” 

1 was a simple transaction. It took the time of two handshakes. At Tiernan’s prodding, Murphy 
threw in the promise thatthe construction site would be a solid union shop with no funny business 
surrounding the materials lke the rumored faulty bolts in Belfast that helped sink the Titanic or 
imaginary workers’ insurance compensation instead of Vail Insurance policies. The city inspections 
‘would be on the up-and-up included inthe building license fees with no extra “supplemental” payments 


for bribes, Scaffolding would be erected 


18 sel base so there would be no danger ofa collapse 
killing workers and passers-by. 

‘This followed the plan built by Ticman O'Malley and Barry Sullivan atthe start of the Vail 
c 


ie Project. The two attended the various union meetings to lear from the workers what they 
‘needed to be safe. The two biggest hurdles, the AMA and the Pharmaceutical lobby in Albany, were 


defeated by the Assembly District bosses. They rallied the city voters. The Democratic National 


‘Committee controlled by Murphy's Tammany Hall threatened all New York State Senators with defeat 
in the next election if they went against the "voice ofthe people” and supported big business on the 


issue ofthe clinics. In return, Albany gave new tax breaks tothe drug companies to compensate them 


‘or "sacrificing" their profits in order forthe Vail Foundation to distribute free meds to kiddies; and the 


AMA gained greater power allowing the closure of another eight medical schools inthe state on rigged 
inspections to make licensed doctors an even rarer and more expensive commodity. 

"Mammy used to say,” Tieman told Barry later in the day, “archangel Raphael is dhe best 
‘humored o' dhe Heavenly Host. He gave humanity laughter, don'tcha know? He's dhe horn-bearin’ 


angel of dhe Last Judgment and dhe patron o' doctors. Sure, it's only an angel wit a sense o' humor ean 
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tolerate dhe AMA, so.” 

"Ah, to me you are the heavenly hostess channeling Raphael, the healer ofthe seven archangels, 
«length of Paradise far less common than imagined. I lay in the Bible's pool of their sperm" 

‘Tieman guffawed feeling a jigale in his groin. “Sure, ya mean in dheir pool o' dhe infirm--” 

"Aye! There I lay infirm from self-abuse until you replenished the Muids of my body. You and 
Raphael's hom join the divine or infinite with the finite world, hon, Torricelli measured the volume and 
surface area of Gabriel's hor. don't need calculus to rotate in three dimensions the instrument I also 
play under a judgment, a divine sentence imposed by God, who is Love.” Both grinned; two groins 
jiggled in tandem over the silly hom jokes. “The nuns always said Raef will give the blast of truth to 
the world but twice, We blast our judgment twice « day! We've an hour to spare before the next 
‘meeting with Vadriel, our angel of the seventh hour. Let's go succor our bodies and our souls with my 


{favorite ofthe seven Corporal Acts of Mercy to give drink to the thirsty! 


I is no accident corporal 
‘merey means hand on, as opposed to spiritual offering of prayer.” 
"Vad! is dhe angel of dhe ninth hour, dte.” 


"A length of Paradise rarer than a serpents tooth, ungrateful child! I'm bein’ generous as itis, 


Gace, because fatery keeps the heads held hight 
‘When Tieman’s brother Fergus impregnate his grfriend Deirdre, the two married and set up 
hhome happily in a tenement apartment on Second Avenue. Bary Sullivan filed the empty place in 
‘Tieman's bed on the top floor ofthe Vailide Guise home. Armand found the two more amusing than 
Igay and Dicky. Tieman'slove-sruck, poetic nature gave his omate Celtic coloring an iridescenee; 
Bary fondled him the way the nuns fondled ther beads at every opportunity. 
‘Armand arived home after Murphy's visi. The two youngsters were roughhousing in their 


room~"Gone fi 


“above his dressing room. He joined Vadriel in his study. "It was easy to tell the 


twins apart once love wrestled Tieman to the ground, the same way you, my angel Vadriel, wrestled 
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‘me tothe ground in the tradition of Raphael who then took Tobias fishing. Interesting how the fish 
‘being the ancient mnemonic sign for Jesus makes fishing a metaphor for loving, since God is love." 

"Raphacl is the patron angel of lovers, too, my wandering Odysseus, my thick-Meeced ram 
keeping your flock of beauty-parlor Siren-shesp in line Out There and me inline In Here?” 

Armand laughed. "Out There I'm a bellwether ram! It's endearing how Tieman totes Love's 
fishing rod when Bary is lose to him, Ah, yuth! Like Myskin wagging his tila the sight of you!” 

"Hmmmm..yes..he's a Raphac onthe holy medallions, wings extended, standing on a large 
fish, I dutifully report they fold their wings during our business meetings.” 


In the day's waning afternoon light, Armand gave Vadiel’s face a tender caress, "Before we 


dress for dinner, le’ spread our wings and go fishin." 


‘The David premiere was invitation-only. There were no freebies to "nobodics." (The press sereening 


‘was combi 


‘with the orchestra's final rehearsal in the morning; work schedules demanded early 
‘evening screenings at 7 P.M.) Krill was assigned Lily Mars; Tyler's date was a Rose Pictures secretary 
Dicky Dugan owed a favor. (Pretty unknown female fces were acceptable to Buzzy Broomstick and 
easily passed off as starlets.) Carmine was paired with Emma Amaud and her father; Fred was attached 
to Sally Burke, Alec invited Dorothy Gish and Maurice invited Lillian. Donough and Robert requested 
‘Mae Marsh in tandem with David Loftus and his wife Nancy and Bobby Haron and Mister Griffith, 

Late in the afteroon, Dicky Dugan's “favor” got word of her father’s death; she was forced to 
cancel. Shorty called for Lily Mars o say the actress was “indisposed:" decoded this meant she had 
overdosed and been rushed to a private clinic in the nick of time. On impulse, Kril called Tyler. He 
suggested they go together as unit-director and designer with Naum: a professional troika unveiling 
their latest collaboration. He left the studio early to avoid Buzzy’s conniptions. Ignatius drove him 


home. Krill had not yet replaced the fired (by Beau Watling) betrayer Danny Slocum. 
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“The messin the living oom unnerved him. He ad spent the previous night with Tyler in their 
Rose Studio suite to guarantce ther privacy. Now, his calls for Beau Watling went unanswered. The 
entrance hall closet was open, garments flung oa the floor. Papers were strewn across his usually paper- 
fre desk; its top drawer was half-open and obviously rifled through ina hurry. A quick inspection 
revenled his car keys gone bu the loaded gun sll thee. 

Walking upstairs into his bedroom, he found a turd onthe bottom ofthe bed, two dildos crossed 
as swords at its center, pis tans onthe pillows, His made portraits were scattered onthe flor, The 


closets were open; 


vera of his expensive suits missing, along with tes and shoes-he and Watling 
‘wore the same size clothing. The bureau drawers were minus a dozen hand-made shirts. His jewelry 


‘box was not where it was usually stashed, and the dresser 


was decorated with lipstick drawings 
of ejaculating male genitalia and the words: “Death to Queers.” 


More searching disclosed Beau Ws 


12's rooms stripped of his presence, the theft of two large 


leather suitcases, and the hidden wall safe emptied of its cash, government bonds; a platinum-diamond- 


‘encrusted Fabergé wristwatch, his entire collection of genital jewelry in various widths and precious 


‘metals, his white-gold, platinum, titanium scrotum weights from Germany-- all uninsured 

In the bathroom he found his imported lubricants spread over the walls. Tyle's douche hung on 
the overhead light. His penis-enhancing herbal medicines and creams decorated the sink. Multi-colored 
ppenis-pumps dangled from the shower bar looking like open-ended Christmas stockings. 

‘The doorbell rang. Glancing at his watch, Krill saw it was too early for Tyler. Slowly 
descending the stars, he debated whether or not to call the police. If LAPD photos were taken, they 
‘would be in every scurrilous rag in the world. The report of the turd would be front-page news, Who 
should he call for help, he wondered as he opened the front door and stared into the anxious, wide eyes 
‘of Danny Slocum whose facial expression changed from worry to distress. 


"Mister Krill, sir, are you okay” 
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"What are you doing here? I thought Watling told you" 


"L never told nobody about the whore house, sir! You know I would never- 


Stepping aside, Krill motioned him to come inside. He shut the door and walked to the couch 
‘here he collapsed in a heap, "It was Watling wasnt i? I did tell him where we were going.” 
"Sure it was Watling! The guy's a sicko! He's always high on coke. He told me and Dusty ll 


kinds of things he shouldn't have told nobody. He even showed me things- 


'm sorry I never told you, 
Mister Krill. It didn't know how." 


‘Stu in the safe? Stuff inthe bathroom?” Slocum nodded. "What else did he tll you, Danny? 
First, you'd better come upstairs with me. | need some help.” 

Up they went. Without a word, down Slocum went tothe kitchen where he grabbed plastic 
‘garbage bags. Returning to the bathroom, he packed the scandal-sheet fodder and wiped away the 
smeared creams and tossed herbals with a towel it went into a plastic bag along with the turd from the 
bed! and the piss-stained pillows and the dildos. He gathered the photos. Krill stuffed them in a drawer 
‘while Slocum cleaned the mirror. Both worked quickly and efficiently and silently. 

{In Watling’s closet, a too-cursory glance showed only an old pair of filthy cowboy boots. Under 
the bed, they found a letter from Mary May Mooney. Krill sat on the bed. He stared up into Danny 
Slocum's concemed face. "I need to call Norman, Wait a minute while I call Norman, please." 

He placed the call from the phone by the bed. 

"He's gone!" Krill yelled into the phone to Norman Rose. "Watling’s gone with my jewelry 
cease! My best suits! He's also cleaned out the safe! Naumky. All your presents to me are gone! He's 
ransacked the desk drawer and took my car keys! And he has love letters from Mary May to me, letters 
| thought I destroyed. He must have been going through my trash! What do Ido?” 

"Call the police, koko. File @ report with the police now! Do not mention the letters! Or my 


‘more private gifts to you, obviously.” 
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"I don't know how much more I can take, Naumky.” 

After disconnecting, he told Slocum that Norman insisted he call the police. "He's taken some 
very valuable things. I can't tell them about some as you know-~" Slocum nodded and shook his 
handsome head in dismay-~"but the Fabergé watch alone is worth thousands of dollars, There's the 
‘money. There's my ear, too. | must call the police. What will he do with those letters?” 

"If you report him to the police, they'l put outa warrant for his arrest. How can he blackmail 
anyone without giving away his whereabouts to collect his dough? He could send them to the papers 
for revenge. I don't think revenge without a financial payofT is his styl, sir." 

Victor Krill nodded. “I don't think so either. He has a lot of money now, Much of that stuff is 
‘not hockable. Who knows what people will do?” he asked remembering some of his own past actions 


nd blanchi 


"Danny, you say you saw him here with Dusty?" 
Sloctum nodded. "They were in cahoots together sure as shootin!" 
"Oh, god! Danny, there is something I desperately need you to do for me." 


"Anything, Mister Krill, do anything for you. You know I wil, Just ask!" 

Come with me to the garage. Bring those plastic bags with you, please." They went out the 
side door only to find the sports car gone. Krill came very agitated. "I may be too late." 

"Too late for what, sir?” 

Flushed with distress, Krill quickly returned to the house with Slocum in tow. By the time he 
reached the kitchen table, he was shaking so violently he grasped it to keep from collapsing. After 
‘writing a short note to Ignatius reinstating Slocum and giving him permission to take a car for as long 
as necessary, Krill gave it to Slocum with specific instructions, a set of keys, and his gun to fend off 
interference. Slocum refused the gun; he had his own. Going into the parlor, Krill dialed the police 
‘Watching Slocum run down the courtyard's walk, Krill sat and waited for the LAPD to arrive. No 


‘matter what happened, he knew there were some things he dared not tell even to Naum 
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Beau Watling and Dusty Dude made such a racket packing Krill's sports car in the garage with large 
leather suitcases and canvas tote bags, they drew Amaud wo the kitchen widow overlooking the alle to 
witness their cursing, stoned clumsiness and Watling’ high-pitched mechanical laughing of only two 
‘notes, ha-ha and ha-ha and ha-ha over and over again. If the packing performance had not caught 
‘Amauds attention, Watling's screeching difficulties with the ca’ gear shift and the roaring exit they 
‘made, exhaust exploding behind them, would have done the trick. 

"They are loud enough to wake the dead!” Ammaud muttered with annoyance at the same 
‘moment two familiar Italian men dressed like Palermo piccionso, young apprentice killers, all colors 
and sil, appeared and knocked unsuecessfully on Keil font door, They checked the garage for cars 
before strolling down the front path pretending insouciance. 


Lately, whenever Krill was away, Watling and the unsavory-looking fellow ident 


ied for him 
bby Emma as "Dusty Dude” gave raucous, all-night partes with loud music on the Victrola and a bevy 
‘of the most obvious prostitutes lounging and singing and dancing. The previous night after midnight, a 
sudden, ominous silence, broken by the yapping of a tiny dog, had drawn Amaud to his front window. 
‘The dog's cacophony climaxed in a hideous yelp. Amaud watched those two young Black Hand 


piecioto exit, brazenly stuf 


-fulls of loose bills into pleated trouser pockets. 
‘There followed loud, hysterical wailing in Keilf's house. Amaud wondered what Krill and his 
cronies had done to bring these undisciplined terorists down on their necks. Robespierre and his 
Committee of Public Safety were no less deadly with their guillotine. 
‘The next evening, the siren-blaring commotion of O'Shaughnessy's arrival in response to Krill's 
call again drew Inspector Amaud to the front window. The big, Irish, uniformed man's strutting up the 
front walk froze the veteran French policeman's mustachioed face. He had long reckoned Los Angeles 


city run by mobsters, and a teeming womb of privilege for those who knew how to use the LAPD as a 
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private security detail. He liked Krill. The gifted director had negotiated his Emma's career tothe brink 
of stardom. He encouraged her and welcomed her father. Amaud felt indebted tothe man, He was 
sorry his choice of hired help tended to be disastrous. Now he worried for his life. 

‘A beavy black shad blocked the light fom the single, small window in the locked end-room inside the 
three-room bungalow beside the waterfall. A motion picture camera was hoisted ona platform, is ens 
butting the air vent shared with the central room. There was a complex device with clock, some form 
of timer, A sereen and a projector were set up in front of two chars. There was a portable editing 
‘machine. There was  two-drawer, lacked, black filing cabinet beside a small, locked desk witha lamp 
‘om it the desk had its own folding chair tucked in front of it. The only closet in the room was converted 
into a dark toom, The smell of chemicals was all-pervasive. The room was stifling hot, melting close 
Krill had not been specific in his instructions to Danny Slocum beyond destroying the fim in 


the cans along with whatever else he found stored in them. Carrying a towel and a bar of soap out to the 


‘waterfall, Danny tugged off his clothes and stepped deep ino the descending spray. Never forgetting he 
‘might have been tailed as he often was when working for Krill he made a display of washing under the 
heavy flow. Stepping backwards, he submerged himself completely. Reemerging he turned, raised his 

arm and pretended to be leaning forward onthe non-existent wall behind the falls before stepping 


‘under the cascade again and entering the cave. As instructed, he pressed a j 


“sone” in an alcove 
‘The plaster wall opened to reveal a shallow closet with several dozen film cans stored on ses shelves. 
‘They were taped together in groups of three. Taking a packet off the shelf, he was surprised to Find its 
labels writen in code He placed the thee cans on the ground. 

Stepping back ox ofthe cave, he Mild about inthe downpour before retuming tothe cans. 
Undoing the tape, he opened the first can. Out dropped several 8x10 glosy prints At his fet lay 


‘mages of Joseph Roberts Junior and some young boy having sex. A few were taken from the angle of 
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fan over the bed inthe midale room, 
and another behind its headboard in the locked room on the far side ofthe house. 

Slocum recognized Roberts Junior from newspaper photes accompanying the stories of his 
suicide, Dusty Dude's working nefariously with Watling and these photos presented a possible motive 
for suicide, Krill’ distress over this (and the othe) films, his ownership of the bungalow, and his 
employing both Dusty and Beau clearly implicated him. Having grown up on Manhattan's Lower East 
Side, locum had thought himseif unshockable. He'd witnessed all kinds of shake-downs, including 
blackmail ofa local politician for misconduct similar to what got Roberts Junior in wouble. The idea of 
‘man of Krill's standing getting caught up in such an ugly seam was deeply upsetting, 

Atrandom, he pulled other coded groups of motion picture negatives and their handful of til 
‘There were diferent players~some in genre costume, some co-starring Dusty. The stage and te plot 
‘were the same, There was also an unmarked trio of reels with no sills. Rescaling the cans, putting 
everything back ashe had found it, he stepped out onto the ledge. Diving ito the pool deepened by 


‘Tyler for swimming, he splashed around before going back into the cottage to think about the job of 


‘work at hand. At the base of the window overlooking the pool and facing a stone wall, he noticed a 
small wooden set of stops. 
Head bursting with what he'd overheard at Rose Stadio conceming the dangers attached to 


ig With nitrate film, he nonchalantly toweled dry, strolled back to the camera room naked as ifon 
holiday unobserved, and opened the window. He crossed tothe filing cabinet. There were coded files 
filled with selected stills from the films. Inthe desk drawers, there were plain brown 8x10 envelopes. 
Spotting a small locked box among the files, he tugged it free and shook it. There was something loose 
inside: a small green book written in a code that matched the code on the film cans. 

‘To destroy the film in the cans was no small order. Ignatius Lydgate once said he hated 


transporting cans of exposed film because Dicky told him a reel of nitrate film would continue to burn 
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underwater since the stuff contained oxygen. He said they had done a safety demonstration atthe studio 
using a single frame and had a fireman present it was so dangerous. He also knew the film sometimes 
burst into lame from the heat ofthe projector; in a Boston theater 77 people had died recently in a fire. 
‘This explained the storage unit inthe cave behind the ever-flowing cold water. Most studios stored in 
caves, There was constant chatter of someone inventing @ non-flammable film stock soon, 

Underwater? Raising the shade on the window, he looked down into the pool atthe base of the 
‘waterfall, Taking an empty ean, he threw it into the sunlit pool It quickly sank and brightly shone like 
1 full moon reflected on the clear water. 

Bury it? Donning underwear, he went outside to see if there was a shovel inthe carport, The 
‘moment he stepped out ofthe house he knew for certain he was not alone, Rays of sunlight were 
bouncing offa car “hidden” on the road above him. Danny decided to stay put with the film cans until 
the came up with a reasonable plan If he were under surveillance, he could bury nothing in plain sight, 
Back in the house, he pried up «floorboard thinking he might dig inthe privacy of a room; the wood 
covered poured concrete. The simplest solution was to dump them at sea, 

Hadn't Norman Rose just bought a yach? Rather than load the car and drive directly to the Rose 
‘mansion now, Danny decided to load the car in the pitch of night a few cans ata time puncturing air 
hholes into them to keep them calm as the ongoing heat wave would make the trunk of the car hot as a 
projector. Obviously the steps outside the widow was how Dusty got in and out ofthe camera room to 
set the timing device and participate inthe action. They would serve Danny, too. After burning the 
stills and the code book in the working fireplace, he would take the films 10 Rose. 

‘Norman Rose appointed Robert Gaylord the East Coast Rose Studio Chief Executive before someone 
nicked him. He was to expand production as well as oversee what was currently in the works. Rose 


knew there was no great mystery to the mechanics of motion picture making; the mystery was in 
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delivering what audiences wanted to see. Each of Robert's one-reelers was extremely successfl 
Rushes from The Breakaway Bride delighted both Krill and Linder. Each encouraged Rose to take & 
chance on him. His criticisms at first-cut and preview screenings revealed the ability to visualize how 


indi 


scenes could be edited into a stronger narrative, as well as to supply what was missing. 
He knew instinctively how much footage was needed to introduce a character, how to Set up @ 
sight gug, and how to pick gifted technicians who got (and kept) the show on the road, Most uniquely, 
the had an almost mystical ability o bring out the most appealing aspects of a performer's personality. 
His inclusion of his cameraman (Trover) and his art director (Tyler in all the production meetings and 


‘writing sessions with the pricey gag writers had seemed unnecessary to Norman 


til the speed and 
efficiency with which Bride was brought to fruition made him change the creative process at Rose 
Studio, Assured he could direct, Robert accepted the job. He planned to travel with Donough 

"You are leaving right after us, yes?” 

"Yes! Right after Norm and Army and I complete production plans, Carmine.” 

"You will be overseeing our Danie! Deronda, Robbie?” 

"Yes, among other projects. Krill will direct it in New York. My job is multi-faceted.” 

"You will do a brilliant job!” Freddie Gage said. "You'l have to be bi-constal, you know." 

"Buy coastal? What is this to buy coastal?" 

Donough Gaylord laughed and dove deep into the warmth of the enveloping water. He knew 
Cacl would love California. It would be fun for them alto live beside two oceans enjoying all four 
‘seasons part ofthe time and having 360 days of sunshine another part of the time remaining. Not to 


‘mention being able to swim 


1 heated outdoor pool reflecting "rosy-fingered” dawn with the people 
hie loved whenever the Pacific beckoned. He had begun taking flying lessons on Long Island. Though 
sill in its pioneer era, the airplane was being funded by the U.S. Congress for military aviation 


projects. “Vim not joining Lafayette Escadrille but it will certainly cut our travel time.” 
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Robert would become a master of his a, and be Donough's fulltime sweetheart, too, What 
could be more attractive, Donough wondered, reversing his direction underwater, heading for Robert's 
suspended unclothed body. As he broke the surface ofthe pool at Gaywyck West to grasp Robert in his 
ams, Donough heard cascades of laughter elt his body swell wth happiness, and thought: "There is 
nothing faux about the nature ofthis Paras if one keeps one's eyes onthe greatest prize.” 
Dusty Dude awoke in Santa Monica abandoned in the grandest moss of his life. Beau had absconded 
with everything, Dusty had only the clothing onthe floor inthe cheap motel Beau selected as a hideout 
‘with their pictures in all the papers Even the pockets of his pants were emptied, He would hiteh-hike 
back to Los Angeles to get what he needed! from Krill 0 reach Mexico City where he knew Beau 
‘Watling was headed. His boarding house was his first stop in the City of Angels to pick up his best 
fiend, hs gun. The way he and Beau left Krill's house—"Will | ever lear not to mix business with 
pleasure?"-he would need something to force Krill to open the door... 
Mary May Mills arrived a the David premiere book-ended by her mother and her sister. Her easeading 
blond hair resembled a topiary of foot-long roundel in a silver bandeau. She wore a hedge of orchid 
chiffon lowering with silver stars; an ermine wrap hung from her shoulders. She would never be more 
fantastical. Between her fattened breasts was secreted the sachet of Krills scented body hair. Eyes 
bright as to full moons, she merrily waved and inanely gigaled at the howling mob's adoration being 
‘whipped to heights of eestasy by a man with a microphone and a Southern preacher's theatres, 

“Oh, God! Oh, God,” he yodeled: "The angelic beauty ofthis angel of goodness whose 
Cinderela changed our lives is now gracing the crowd and waving! She's waving and throwing kisses! 
(Oh, the lucky few who receive those airborne kisses from ths sainted child! Listen tothe soreams! 


Listen to those sereams of joy! People are actualy fainting with excitement to be in her presence!” 
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Mary May Mills posed demurely for the flashing cameras before skipping with her party into 
the Clune’s motion picture palace where the full symphony orchestra was playing selections from 
‘Tehaikovsky’s Swan Lake. Being on stage separated from a roaring lion by a thin wire mesh was not as 
exhilarating as being the focus of this roaring mob a few feet away restrained only by a red-silk rope 
and a few dozen cops with guns. She loved it more than life and life loved her back! 

In an approaching Rose Studio Rolls driven by Ignatius Lydgate with windows and doors 
locked, Carmine doubted he would have the courage to step out ofthe limousine even though he knew 
the police force was doubled when the Stars began to arrive. The sight ofa four-story-high spotlit cut- 


‘out of himself poised for action with only a loin cloth and a slingshot to protect him from the elements 


lover the vast cinema's marquee made him exclaim, "Zutsa!™ 
‘The overexcited throng literally teemed like swarming locusts on both sides ofthe street and 
illegally n the street as well, forcing the car to roll forward slowly with Ignatius muttering his 
frustration. Emma Amaud squeezed her co-star’ hand shuddering with fight. Her shyness was 
‘exacerbated as her fame grew. She was in love with Christy Cabane; she wanted to retire toa ranch 


‘ouside the city where she could be private and quiet. i 


ing beside her, Police Inspector Amaud 
‘whispered soothing words in French to her and to Carmine pleased he had decided to attend this event 
to protect them (as best he could) from the gang of laughing people surging up against the crawling 
automobile in spite of the dozen mounted police struggling to keep some semblance of order. 
"They are not yet ripe to reason,” Carmine decided. Luckily the Rolls was secure as a tank. 
Amaud's experience told him this cofue comprised mostly ofthe lower middle-class could tur 
demonic atthe slightest provocation: a grin from "their" Paradiso, If it started moving with a unified 


souvenir off him, only machine guns could stop it from ripping im limbs 


purpose, such as grabbi 
{rom limb. Amaud hated these media-orchestrated Buzzy Broomstick Opening Night "brouhahahas." 
He always sensed an angry desperation in the air haloing the manic gathered fans, as if they secretly 
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resented their adoration for the film Stars, as if they felt deprived of similar attentions. 

He was relieved when the armed-guard, cordoned area infront of the entrance to the lobby 
came into view. I still amazed him how no reporting on this event would mention the heavy display of 
armed police. Guns were everywhere in America. How many inthe crowed were carrying guns? 

Paradiso stepped out ofthe limousine into a maelstrom of hysteria led by the shrieking man 
‘With a radio microphone. Thanks fo Higekuro, Carmine wore forest green trousers and a white Chinese 
satin jacket with enormous nightingales of phosphorescent crystal beads hovering over him, their heads 
resting om his chest, their wings expanding down both his arms, a blessing avec panache, Emma 
‘Amaud wore a forest-green gown and a necklace made ofthe same phosphorescent crystal beads. The 
{wo Stars smiled forthe cameras. The world went bone white fom the exploding lashes. The beams 
from the lemon-wedge ofa half-moon in the stil-bright sky calmed the beaded nightingale, The stink 
of sulfur made Carmine gag and quicken his step pulling Emma (laughing) ito the theater followed by 
her coughing father. They al ignored the gesticulating, red-faced radio announcer who had paid a 
bbundle to Buzzy for exclusive airtime withthe two most important players 


"Zutesal” exclaimed Papa Arnaud, excited and dazzled in spite of his Gallic dis 


ipline. The 
lobby was as raucous as the street only better dressed Undeniably, his daughter was one of the most 


‘beautiful people in the packed place. Gatino was a creature set apart by the gods. 


furious Buzzy, the three made their way down the 


Tenor isle joined by Norman Rose. He 
had selected Swan Lake to complement Paradiso's costume. The entrance music was drowned in the 
applause the ator generated from those looking forward toa sizable increase in their bank accounts 
thanks to him and the success of "his" David. His shining royal presence represented all of Hollywood's 
salable magic, Norman took his right hand and raised it high in the air. ("My champion," he whispered 
eyes ful of prideful tears. "Thank you, Naumky. I love you") The nightingales rippled in the spotlights 


turned on them; they embraced the hero ofthe evening. He slipped into the reserved aisle seat beside 
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Freddie. "Awake me after [kill the bad guy, Fredums, please,” he whispered fighting the urge to take 
the extended hand of his beloved and kiss it to calm his thumping heart. 

Reaching their aisle seats as the house lights were dimming forthe overture, a distraught Vietor 
Krill fought the urge to grab George Gordon Tyler’s hand and squeeze it. The two greeted cordially 
‘Mary May and her party seated right behind them. "You look spectacular." Krill said sincerely, 


"Congratulation 


Tyler said, squeezing her hand. "Vic is right. You are magnificent tonight. The dress 
is perfect! Your hair looks like spun gold!” 

"Mama frowned. "I wish I could say the same for you, Mister Krill. she said sofly, knowing. 
from O'Shaughnessy how that aftemoon Krill received a pawn ticket for his Fabergé watch inthe mail 
From Beau Watling It was sent from Santa Barbara where the sports car was found abandoned, There 
‘was a taunting note threatening more “revelations” inthe very near future, 

Sympathetic tothe famous Krills evening plans, the police did their best 0 be thorough and 
quick. Dicky Dugan was dispatched by Rose to help Krill dress for the not-too-demanding premiere, an 
event he was forbidden to miss lest O'Shaughnessy think him unnecessarily upset over the behavior of 
‘criminal houseman who stole some "rinkets” from a very rich man. 

Krill smiled warily at Mama, He took his seat beside Tyler. Leaning over, he said quietly into 
‘Tyler’s ear, "I don't know how am going to get through this thing. I never should have come, What the 
hell else could go wrong tonight? 

Seated beside her hyperventilating daughter, Mrs. Mills was ina triumphant mood. 

Watching David solidified her plans. She found herself gaping at Paradiso on screen. She had 
‘once readin a fan magazine with her daughter on the cover a gushing piece comparing him to the 
"Northern Star: "It has no fellow in its firmament.” Unlike him, her daughter had many equal Stars in 


her constellation. She was not tethered to stardom. He would be around as long as movies lasted 
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because he, like Lily Mars, had no antecedents. The world would always be captivated by their 
inventions while Mary May, like numerous others currently adorning fan magazines, had a limited 
talent to amuse and a limited time in which to do it. She would soon be eclipsed by a similar limited 
talent, Her mantle of stardom was carefully stitched by Krill and Tyler and Benoit and Gaylord and 
‘Norman Rose, Their know-how veiled her deficiencies with visual magic. 

‘There were many masterful directors now working in Hollywood and in New York. Krill was 
roplaccable..sortof,..n0t really in Mary May's eyes if she were honest. The dizzying scale of Tyler's 
{gonius~"He's as unique a talent as Paradiso and Mars and Griffith!”--was also essential, With Rose and 
Gaylord in charge, Mary May could throne until she became unsightly a, say, twenty-five? The 


bonuses Mama planned to wring out of Rose's nose to cover income taxes and business expenses, five 


years were a solid five million bucks, even with what she was paying O'Shaughnessy! 

Krill was a loser. Nothing short of a miracle could rehabilitate him, O'Shaughnessy told her the 
full story of the Watling flit with Dusty Dude; it could bring down the Pope! Front-page scandals, such 
as the boy bordello whopper, were tainting her sainted daughter. On her recent visit to demand retakes 


in Myrtle Tree, she learned from the blabbing Ws 


ng of Krill's affair with Lily Mars. Tonight, this, 
‘was seen as a god-send, another nail in his coffin! Mama would talk with O'Shaughnessy about ridding 
them permanently of the good time gir’ bad influence on their meal ticket. 


“The picture's climax drew cheers and whistles. During the standing ovation for Paradiso, Krill 


Jeaned into Tyler and said loud enough to be heard: “Promise you will stay with me toni 
‘Tyler turned and smiled at him most lovingly and responded in a stage whisper:"Of course Il 
stay with you, my darling. How could you doubt it?" Again Krill smiled at his lover and held his 
lance, Tylet raised his hand and tenderly stroked the cool cheek: "Til never leave you." 
"So this is what is going on!” Mary May exclaimed ina sudden, rage. In the rising house lights, 


her hair resembled flaming, coiled snakes. 
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‘Seated behind Paradiso watching David, Norman Rose wished Sergei could see him now: His triumph 


this evening was comparable to any Ballet Russe opening in Paris. It was the culmination of his 


career..$0 far, His imprint was on every frame. He could not calculate the hours of his life spent 
‘overseeing every aspect ofthe film glowing on the sereen in front of his bedazzled eyes. At night, when 
hhe could not sleep, he would go to the studio lot where there were always people working, and he 
‘would walk the streets ofthe city set, the small town set, these Biblical sets, enchanted by the world he 
‘had created, In Manhattan he had joked with Alfred Gage, "Upon this rock I will build my church!" He 


hhad chosen his disciples well. David was a masterpiece! It was as perfectly formed as Paradiso's body, 


Only artists could produce for each other a world fit oli 


in, to love in, to 
Mama raced her party out asi exit into the Studio limo as planned. Riding home Mary May nearly 
Jeaped from the car. Mama had a new plan to end these life-threatening matters. She would place her 
distraught daughter in the safekeeping of Eula, and go visit Vietor Krill with an ultimatum, He either 
‘married her daughter or she would sic O'Shaughnessy and the press on him and Tyler, She would have 
{otal control over his wife's pictures, including final cut. The public union would change his image, be 
the wedding ofthe century. If she did't kill him first~another acceptable solution. 

Eula Sutpen had never seen her dear child in such a state of despair. On entering the house aftr the 
David premiere, she ran about searching unsuccessfully for her mother's gun to Kill herself when she 
couldnt find her own hidden in the apron of her Mary May Mills Dol. In disappointed fury, she 
rushed out into the garden with golf club and decapitated the rose bushes in imitation of Lillian Gish’s 
fury over the death of her baby in The Morhering Heart. Finally exhausted, she was put to bed with a 


dangerously high dose of Veronal. Eula had found Mary May's gun after she found a box of bullets in 
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the small suitcase hidden in the back of a closet. When her baby was lucid, she would find out what 
happened atthe premiere. But more importantly, she would get the true story of what she found along, 
‘with those bullets in the suitease, the suitcase she had seen her baby sneaking from the house at night 
‘Standing in the shadows outside the theater, Commissioner O'Shaughnesy was scowling, The evening 
hhad gone far too well o suit him. He had removed the sidewalk barriers willing the crowd to become 
‘unruly~"No such luck! Paradiso stunned them." The former New York cop never recovered from his 
failure to contro! the populace won over by Fred Gage's diatribe against him, Every time he saw a 


crowd, he wanted to decimate it. Kill it. Grind it under his heel. The people he was wi 


ing were easy 


‘marks, happy simpletons, st 


broadly, except for the radio screamer screaming at Buzzy. Maybe he 


‘could help the publicist? Buzzy was a big player in this town and always good for something. 


When David finally ended witha standing ovation for its Star, the high-water mark of industry 
Approval, Carmine was grabbed with Emma and yanked into the aisle. "Ig's out front,” Buzzy said with 


to cops by his side, "The king must quiet his restive subjects." He tugged the two Stars up the aisle 


‘with an astonished Norman, Fred, andl Arnaud in tow. Promised a quick exit out the same side door 
used by Mary May, they now were on the trot toward the front staring at each other in confusion, 

‘The betrayed radio announcer was waiting in the lobby to pounce, Buzzy knew he could never 
{get Paradiso to give an interview tothe screamer without help, and the cops now escorting Paradiso 
‘were supplied by his pal O'Shaughnessy to give heft tothe exit ploy. Braying about the standing 
‘ovation for Paradiso, the radio man threw sycophantic questions at him. From the lobby through the 
closed glass doors, Carmine saw rambling clusters of people, whole families in the street brightly lt by 


the stl 


bright California sun. They seemed to be enjoying an evening stroll, apassegsiata. They did 
Jook "rested" and not at all noisy. They looked like the transplants they were from all over rural 


America not knowing what to do with themselves now that the unusual (and unsettling) excitement of 
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‘being part of an intensely-alive crowd was passed. They were drifting slightly hung-over and footloose 
in tropical breezes. 

For them, their pleasant buzz resembled how they felt when they first came to California~a 
continuous run of blue skies, endless cheap oranges, miraculous expanse of free sea. Those pleasures 
uickly faded, along with their expectations of the happy ending sold by the movies. Now they found 
themselves bored as they were in their old lives. Their days came to resemble the repettive-wavy 
‘ocean, Tonight many were feeling frustrated, None ofthe enticements of "Paradise" made them happy 
the way the movies and seeing movie Stars made them happy. Their only real interest (excluding sports 
and movie-Star gossip) was the pictures and the thrilling, often grisly stories inthe penny newspapers. 

"I's a mistake to think them harmless curiosity seekers, Aoko, Remember Madame Defurge?” 
"Norman had warned Krill as he with Tyler moved up the red carpet as quickly as they could move 
‘without actually running into the lobby earlier. "We should adapt that Dickens novel for Paradiso!” 

Curtaiting the interview, Rose anxiously pressed open the lobby doors with Fred and Inspector 
‘Amaud flanking Paradiso and Emma. He intended herding them toward the Rolls atthe curb, Arnaud 
‘noted the squads of helmeted and truncheon-bearing police massed on the bleachers across the street 
like dark birds with sharp beaks oa a child's playground monkey-bars. And the red silk ropes he 
Jokingly called the cordom sanitare were gone, leaving the sidewalk an open walkway choked with 
‘wanderers lusting after glamorous distractions. 


At the appearance of Paradiso and Emma Amaud a 


less drifting turned into a switl of focused 
activity. A swarm of thrilled and (again) madly excited people beyan circling in on the two Stars 
standing as ifat the center ofa whirlpool. All would have been managed by the entourage surrounding 
and maneuvering the Stars toward the Rolls ifthe LAPD~on a signal from O'Shaughnessy—-had not 


charged with the spotlights | 


instigating a terror-filled, screaming pandemonium, 


Ever on the qui vive where Carmine was concemed, Ignatius spied him pulling free of the 
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interviewer in the shadowy lobby and heading for the closed glass doors amidst the others. He shifted 
ito first gear. Rose opened the doors. The two Stars came into public view. He registered both the 
surging crowd and the cops swooping across the street i his direction, 

Pressing onthe horn flashing his powerful headlights and red parking lights, he slowly turned 
the immensely powerful vehicle up onto the sidewalk into the startled crowd of now-panicked men, 
‘women, and children. Accustomed tothe brightest lights and knowing the driving skills of Ignatius, 
Carmine pulled Emma into the blinding glare along the ca’ side toa rear door. Presciently, Amaud 
‘was there before them. He opened the door. Fred pushed the two actors into the back seat, slamming. 
the door behind them, Watching the car slowly craw! backwards, both men turned to free Rose from 
{he police chief arresting him on O'Shaughnessy’s onder. The cops were beating people with their clubs. 

"What are the stupido police doing, Ignatio? They will hurt these nice people, no? Paradiso does 
not exist without these nice people!" 

Hurt the nice people they did! Some were hospitalized from physical harm; some were 
cmotionally and psychologically traumatized from the shouts and threats of violence. Their screams 
‘were awl 10 heat. Carmine eri out in distress watching the LAPD bshaving like cowboys 
disbursing Indians on their own reservation! 

Donough and Robert greeted him at Gaywyck West. Donough never intended to go to the 
Studio party; fleing the mayhem, Robert changed his plans. Buzzy rang checking on "the great one,” 
announcing no one was jailed, declaring the party of the century the success of the century! Carmine 
declared he would do no more premieres, no more interviews, be no king ever again ever because 
ings were not nice people like the nice “mechanicals” or working people who love Paradiso! 

Waiting fr the others, the three friends went fora moonlight swim. Nakai, their houseman, 
appeared witha gift from Hikeguro to commemorate the opening of David. Wrapped ominously in 
black silk, it was a framed ukiyo-e print by Utagawa Kumiyoshi of Hatsuhana praying under the 
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rushing waterfall where her son would soon kill hs arch-enemy. 
‘The accompanying note was @ pocm by Baishitsu: 
Hang the net 
And even the mosquitoes are pretty 
Flying through the moonbeams. 


Using embassy connections, Carmine sent Hikeguro a hand-tinted print of David, After: 


ving 
{he villuin with his slingshot, David is covered with grime. He steps under a waterfall to bathe, The 
scene was shot at Krill's bungalow. Everyone assumed the Japanese print referred to the il. A ist, 
Carmine agreed until the black silk and the poem spoke to him of a deeper meaning. Donough recalled 
hhow the waterfall at Gaywyck became embroiled in deceptions. Carmine knew he needed o talk to 
‘Victor immediately about arch enemies. Thanking Hikeguro forthe warning, he swam over tothe 
lemon-moon's reflection and embraced it 


"Oru che fa?" he muttered into te telephone receiver when Krill i 


sot answer. Rushing to 
st dressed, he rpeate the question to the waterfall image in his hand: "Wht ae you up to?" 
Lily Mars came to with sickening jolt I was crushing hot. Was she in hel? Was this white room a 
cell? The last thing she remembered was secing Robert's rough-cut of Breakaway Bride and getting 
stoned on smack to ease he ache over not beng in that weding-cake ofa wedding gown on roller 
‘skates hitching a ride on the back of a garbage truck! She was bom to play that delectable role! 

"Miss Mars? You awake, mani? How you doin’ now?” 


‘Turning her head with some difficulty, Lily bleaily focused her eyes on the heady-perfection of 


Eula Sutpen’s loving smile. The tiny woman's dark coloration formed a dizzying contrast to the white 
cocoon of a hospital room. Even with Eula miscast asa nurse in this dream, Lily remembered being 


rocketed to this rehab by her conscientious chauffeur Shorty. She wondered how the David sereening, 
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‘went and s if reading her mind, Eula began to ell her all about it quicky. The speed and density ofthe 
narration was entirely contrary to Eulas usual Souther soft-spoken survivor-Neuro style with her 
voice not ceasing but simply vanishing. It gave Lily a jolt into consciousness along with a panie attack. 
"*So this is what is going on; my baby said real loud, Miss Mars, and Mrs. Mills brung her 
hhome to me inflamed with the bees of rage inside her! She looked like a child's toy balloon with a face 
painted on it. She kept talkin’ about Beau Watlin's surprise.’ And about bein ina “hideaous dream,’ And 


bout Justice. There ain't limits tothe capabilites of a demon for doin’ harm, Miss Mars! She ain‘ slept 


‘none, She has et nothin’. 


{ty to succor her in bereavement and sorrow but there ain't nothin’ but a 
blockaded face. No tears. No screams now. Only dusty sounds. Only cold, alert, unrational fury, Now 
‘nd then a flash, a glare. After the demon fills it tell you the dragon's spawn will water his grave with 
‘my baby's tears and only then will she weep her grief wrapped in her own soft, despairing magnolia- 
colored arms." 

"Where's she now?" 

“Home. She be knocked out of what’ left o' her mind from the sister's medications I ain't got 
‘no place else to turn, Miss Mars. She loves you truc! She will forsake unreason and the amazement and. 


the bitter and hopeless outrage with you, Or else the venom of wickedness..." 


"How we get outa dhis dump?” 


"I got your clothes from the nurse. I tole her I was your maid and you wanted to dress. There's 


exit tothe stret at the end o' this corridor. I got Bif out there waitin’ for us. You commin'?* 
"Yes Lam. Fah you, Ido anythin’. But foist we gotta stop by Vie's. I needa tawk ta him.” 

‘Benito Santo was ost. He had studied maps and planned his route to Victor Kris house to thank him 

for The Breakaway Bride. Somehow be had managed to get lost in waning sunlight. True, he was so 


excited about Lily Mars’ excitement at the sereening and over falling in love with his leading lady that 
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the was practically walking into walls. He asked directions from the wolley driver, from two people on 
the street, and from the gas-station attendant two blocks from Kril's house. Then he was lst again. 
Shamefacedly, he asked a woman walking a large dog: she pointed him tothe very house. He rang the 
bell. Mister Krill opened the door himself and invited him in fora drink Lily Mars and Tyler were 
there, too! He accepted a glass of whiskey. a handshake from Krill anda hug from Lily Mars and Tyler 
before exiting. He was so excited he actually ran down the walk and up the street to the trolley fine 
‘where one was waiting for him, which he took to be a gor omen. Inthe weeks to come, based on fist 
hhand reports his innocent visit was morphed by the national press into a murderous escapade and by 
Buzzy Broomstick into a publicity bonanza for his screen debut. The campaign identified him as The 
Breakaway Boy from Tragedy caught the Troll to Stardom! 


‘Though it was after ten o'clock the heat was stil formidable, As Carmine cruised along on his vi 


to 
Krill, he had the top of his ear down, and was grateful for the breeze. His short-sleeve, white linen shirt 


‘was unbuttoned. Stretching one arm at a time over his head, he grinned asthe rushing air cooled the 


sof chestnut-colored dow in the hollow of his armpits nearly grown back from the David body shave. 
It was almost as pleasant as holding his arms over his head when he raced down a mountainside 
without a shirt (Tyler tried to capture these graceful movements in sketches~"Like Tiepolo's angels, he 
has transcendental fluidity in occupying space!) 

Victor Krill was alone in emotional turmoil when Carmine arrived at his dimly-lt house. The 
blinds were drawn to keep ou the night. A fan whired ina dark comer. He explained how Lily Mars 
had just been taken home by Tyler. She was sneaked from a saitarium by Eula to calm Mary May 
ddown but needed some cocaine for courage to face a demon, Then Ben Santo arrived to thank him for 
The Breakaway Bride. The young man's beauty reminded her of Senior Rudolpho giving her a mad 


‘urge to tango. (Vietor promised to free the actor from the bondage of contract prison.) She settled for 
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nother drink. Right after he left, Eula Sutpen came to fetch Lily. The light was falling fast and she and 
Bi had to be home before dark. Since Mary May was securely sedated, Lily decided to stay fora few 
‘more drinks and have Tyler drive her home. She'd visit “the poor kid” in the morning. 

"Oi hate leavin’ ya'Tone here, Vic. Should oj call a ab?" 

"No, not I'm exhausted. I'm going straight to bed. Tyler's going o the studio.” 

"L want to finish my sketches for Oz so we ean leave right before principal photography begins 


next week, Christy and Robert and Dicky are meeting me there." 


"Chuisty is taking over ftom me, Lily,” Krill expned, "We're getting everything in place for 
hhim. Mary May thinks she is living ‘a hideous dream? Se doesnt know from hideous dreams, Lily! I 
cannot think of anything but geting out of here before I run out of time.” 

‘When Carmine arrived, he was surprised to find Vietor alone. Kril listened closely to Carmine's 
fears, He stared speechless at the image ofthe waterfll then joked about Asian inserutablity To 
Carmine's surprise, Victor became very emotional. Taking his hands in his own, he confessed how his 
love for Tyler had made him see what was important in thi life. He also confided how seeing Carmine 
and Fred living ther love had helped him find his true path in this ite, 

"You two will stay with me in Gramercy Park, yes? We will goto Gaywyck East with Robert 
and Donough and with Vadriel and Armand, Is heart's case there. We are in Goat's Paradise there. 
Delectable, no? You will come, yes?” 

"Thad my chance in Paradise with you, my fiend. I tum it into private hel. More fool I 
"Now I've the strangest and most ghastly feeling that something terrible s going to happen to me.” 
"Oimé! What do you mean, Victor?” 

"1 don't know exactly, Carmine. But | know itis going to happen very soon..." 
"Last time we were in Paradise together, | made you serve my turn I owe you an amend, 


Victor. Can you forgive your Carmine? The two men embraced. "Victor, dimme, prego...ell me the 
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arch enemies you fear? Mosquitoes can be agents of Death, you know." 

Vietor nodded. Yes, he was being badly bitten. There was another pawn ticket tonight from 
‘Watling with some love letters from Mary May and a note announcing be was sending some obscene 
‘ones from her as well as ftom Tyler to O'Shaughnessy who will each him how to use them. 

"We need Macduff to enter with his head!” 


Victor smiled. There was more, much more: "Its been a busy day in Birmam Wood, Carmine! 


sflernoon Dusty Dude called demanding ten-thousand dollars for a Mexican get-away, Seems he's 


{old two Black Hand gangsters who called here once already that I will cover his debts. He's co 


‘back. Mama just called to say she is coming to talk turkey. I'm glad Tyler's not here.” 
In years to come, whenever Carmine spoke of this moment, he found it very difficult to 


describe Victor's physiognomy. Always impeceably dressed in a Saville Row suit, white shirt and tie 


‘even when working at home, this evening he was his usual image of physical perfection ready for the 
‘cameras seemingly oblivious of the cloying heat. It remained in Carmine's memory how the man was 


‘numb with Fear, yet he remembered a rapture in his eyes, a sort of insane rapture distorting his features, 


‘After a long pause, Victor resumed speaking 


a caressing, melodious voice. An extmondinary 
tendemess shone in his eyes. 

"L see it as a reckoning,” he said kissing Carmine's hands. “The devil is a liar and the father of 
lies. Now Im being punished by my Bes. my possessor..he demons of pride and power. They drove 
me to unforgivable sins in Russia...and by that waterfall where I turned Tyler's gift into a demon's lair. I 
thought was fice from my pas sins by my love for him, but no. The conspiracies, my Bes have 
engendered, are murderously dangcrous..." 

‘Then Victor segued into the story of the waterfall. He told about the blackmail game and how 
Dusty planned to send O'Shaughnessy list ofthe suckers for is owa use. "He and Watling kept it 


‘going without my knowledge. One of the victims came calling this afternoon, too! He begged me to let 
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him off the hook or he'd ave to kill himself; he said. 1 have to give Dusty something. Ihave no cash 
here anymore, Hoisted by my own pitard, no?" he asked grabbing his own crotch without smiling. 

‘Carmine pulled the hand fre and placed it over his own heart. Oh, Victoe!'One woe doth read 
upon anothers heel/ So fast they fllow:"* 

Krill sobbed. "And they all wind up dead in Denmark, no?” He briefly summed up the 
assignment he gave Danny Slocum confessing his filming of Carmine and Freddie, too, "The demon, 
Just cats al sense! But | did eave the cans with your film unmarkod.” 

"And the demon, rage, too. must be eruet ony to be Kind frame by frame by frame.” 

"Yes! Indeed, yes!!" They both smiled. “Ironically frame by frame you were miraculously kind, 
Carmine, Watching the film was a revelation! Sharing in your lovemaking awoke in me ~" He wept 
‘With shame over his invasion of thei privacy and over his part in exacerbating Mary May's insanity. 

"Come home with me, Victor. Youll be safe with us at Gaywyck” 

"No, I must tay ere. Fe, as you say, amends to make.” 

In parting, he begged Carmine to take care of Tyler “in case..." 

‘Carmine Salina was last but one to see Victor Keil alive 
CHAPTER TWENTY THREE 
Danny Slocum woke in a hot, shaded room with the temperature ising. It was dawn, the classic rosy- 
fingered version admonishing him to take action. He stretched, yawned, and rolled out of bed 
«vestioning the wisdom of his plan and feeling deep inthe grip of some desolate thought. 

Naked, he strolled outside and stepped under the cooling waterfall clutching a har of rose- 
‘scented soap. He smiled remembering a scorching Manhattan summer afternoon on a Lower East Side 
tenement rooftop "tar beach” when a rain storm provoked an au natural shower wit his fiends It had 


the giddy urgency of this current splash under Tyler's cascade. He did not miss New York summers but 
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he often longed for hs friends and thei life-complicating interactions on those bustling mean streets 


where the sun was as bright asthe newly vanished empty film can once glowing atthe bottom of the 


‘waterfall’s pool 


‘Gone into LAPD land while I was asleep. Did't hear a thing.” 
"What would Tiernan O'Malley do?” he wondered wishing his friend were with him now. The 
‘win had a gif for seeing all the options available in any situation as well as the foresight to choose 
consistently the best one for a happy ending. It seemed he could foretell the future like one of the 
characters in his beloved Irish myths and legends. 
‘The fluvial cold revved the robust Danny entirely. It made him feel less addled, wondrously fit, 
He reckoned Tieman would approve of his decision to drive the film cans to Lydgate’ garage, trade the 


car fora 


model, and drive to Vietor Krill's house. He would tell Krill of his having been tailed 

to the hideaway and of his plan to get the cans to Norman Rose for disposal off his yacht. If Krill 

approved, Danny would call Ignatius and ask him to drive the loaded car to the studio owner’s home 

‘nd stash it there until the coast was clea fora cruise or for whatever Rose wanted to do with the film. 
"He may have other ideas for the films. Il leave it up to him." 

“Leave ‘em wit me, mate!” Ignatius Lydgate said in response to Danny Slocum detailed explanation 

4s to why he wanted to exchange his car for a similar model. He flicked his axle-greased hand in 


farewell as Danny sped out of the garage on his way to Victor Krill’ house. A few minutes later an 


‘unmarked police car familiar to lgnatius continued to tail Danny Slocum. Ignatius went tothe phone 
and called Dickie Dugan at his Rose Studio office. Since the phones were tapped, he sad simply: 
“Boss-man wants ‘is boat fer layteaffemoon, mayte. Tea toime. And we're boff wanted on board.” 
"Will he meet us there?” 
"Yis, mate.” he lied. "At the pier.'Ow ya doin’?” 


"TL just woke Tyler. I found her asleep in the Wizan's balloon. She's on her way to Vietor. I 
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know we're on a rush schedule for O: but this is sick-making. Pd love to go cruising right now. This 
‘heat is crappiny’me out, hon. Ill go find something fetching in wardrobe. Norm never mentioned~" 
"He tole me.I fergot ta pass fon, mate. See ya." 
He hung up before he needed to embroider more lies. There was no way he was giving Norman 
Rose a blue film staring his mate Carmine, Ignatius was grateful Carmine gave him a "nose up" on 


Vieto 


hobby" in the ear while driving to the studio that morning. Ignatius did not have to be a 
‘wizard with a erystal ball to sce something wicked their way coming if that film wasn't destroyed! 

‘And speaking of wicked? He was now going to drive a car full of explosive nitrate film in 
desperate heat on a wild ride through the Hollywood Hills in order to lose his tail in order to unload the 
stuffand dump it off the yacht Fyodor after clever Dix convinced the erew to take them out fora spin? 
(On second thought, he thought, no one knew what he was carrying in those terifying cans. He would 
drive slower than slow with all the windows open to keep the cans relatively cool, He was inthe picture 
business, wasn't he? If cops stopped him, why woulda't Norman Rose want to have a selection of | 
‘movies to sercen on the boat while he and his guests sailed out to Catalina Island for a swim? It was 


simple. Clean and simple, The problem was solved. Or so he thought. 


‘The first thing Danny Slocum did when he found the body of Vietor Krill was wonder why the man 
hhad gone to sleep on the floor fully dressed. In the dim morning light outlining the closed blinds, there 
he lay, his hands folded across his chest, his legs straight, his eyes closed, a look of repose on his, 
hhandsome face with a fan whirring in a dark corner to keep him cool 

"Mister Krill," Danny said softly intending to wake his boss as gently as possible. 


‘There was no response 


"Mister..." he began. The body's stillness was familiar to him. "You're dead,” he said out loud, 


“Christ on a bike! You are fucking dead! 
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“Turning away from the body, he looked directly into the blazing eyes of George Gordon Tyler 
who began to scream and scream and scream loud cnough to wake the dead, which was his intent, 
Detective Amaud was awakened into another hot day by loud screaming. It was coming from nearby. 
By the time he put on a robe and reached his window, several of the neighbors in the bungalow: 
complex were conferring ouside Victor Krills house, Several had thee dogs on leashes: people got up 
carly in California to walk ther pets before the heat kept them houscbound. As the sercaming 
continued 1o escalate, he hastened to dres himself before going to reassure his daughter they were in 
to danger He thought a pad might be necessary fr taking noes, 
‘Norman Rose answered the phone on the first ring. He had awakened early from a terrible dream about 
carnivorous orchids cating him from the tocs up, He hated when his dreams struck him as pathetically 
obvious but, nonetheless, he could not shake his anxiety about Mary May Mills. Her mother had visited 
‘him in his office the previous day not to ask for more moncy--though some cockamamie notion about a 


‘bonus schedule did enter parenthetically--but to ask for help wit 


her daughter. "The kid's 
‘mishuganah,”be thought reaching forthe phone and cursing the heat. Surprised to hear the stressed 
voice of Danny Slocum with someone screaming in the background, he strained to hear. 

*Call Buzzy, Norman,” Alfred Gage said emphatically. "Hel know what to do. Tel him Pl run 
‘whatever he thinks best..up toa point wont say Mary Pickford id it! Damn! I call Gaywyck West 
‘You call Armand. Thank god he's out there. We ncod a lawyer. Poor Victor! Have Danny call the 


police. Somebody already has if I know that town. O'Shaughnessy will get rich on this one.” 


Armand told Norman to call David Loftus and ask him to get over to Victor's place immediately. "Tell 
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him to say he had a photoplay-conference with Victor this morning. | want his take on all of it while 
the scene of the crime is fresh, | remember he used to work with O'Shaughnessy. We're going to need 
all the help we ean get, Norm. Oh! Il call Detective Amaud now. He lives right next door!” 

‘Emma Amaud told Armand de Guise her father was already in Victor Kril' house with a small army 
of curiosity seekers and a good many cops and even some reporters she recognized from interviews. 
Wes fl 


‘three-ring circus over there. Father was very upset by all the commotion. He said all those 
people will destroy critical evidence. He said it's the very worst thing that can happen ata crime scene.” 
"Or the very best," Armand thought thinking of Michael “Mickey” O'Shaughnessy's unorthodox 
‘methods, “It will be miracle if anything related to the truth survives, Emma." 
"Oh, Armand! David Loftus is running up the path now. He's just gone into the house.” 
‘There were so many people in the very hot, small front room with the corpse that David Loftus had 10 
push his way through them to where Danny Slocum stood talking to O'Shaughnessy, He noticed Buzzy 


circulating in the room and a man kneeling beside the body moving the arms and opening the s 


Jacket to poke at the chest. Before David could ask any question, the man stood, brushed ofT his 
slacks, and announced: "He died of a heart attack at around eleven oelock lastnight! 

People buzzed excitedly. Journalists made notes and headed for the phone on the desk. 

“Thank you, Doctor." someone said asthe man bowed and exited amidst smattering of 
applause allowing David Loftus to cover the phone with his hatin ease there were Fingerprints on it, He 
noticed a 38 Smith and Wesson inthe open desk door, which he closed to preven thef. 

"Hey!" one disgruntled journalist snapped at the hat. He grinned and added: “Say, aint you 
avid Loftus, the film actor? What are you doing here?” 


"Tm here for a photoplay meeting with Mister Krill” 
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"Not anymore you ain, buddy!" another reporter joked and everybody laughed 

David frowned. "Hey!" he yelled ata woman removing signed photo of Lily Mars from the 
‘wall. Victor Krill had collected signed photos of his actor-colleagues. They were framed and hung or 
resting on the piano, "What the bell are you doing, lady?” 

‘The woman shrugged and laughed. "Nothin’,” she swore and rolled her eyes. 

“Can I have your autograph, Mister Loftn?” a man asked holding out a picture he had removed 
from Vietor Kills ransacked desk. "saw Paradiso avin here at cleventhirty last night and | wished 
1 got hin wo sign somethin’ for me bu 

"What did you say?" O'Shaughnessy interrupted. 

"said 1 


1 had him sign somethin’ but be left in real burry before I could" 

"Paradiso was unin’ out here las ight a the time Keil croaked! ?" a reporter asked barely 
abl to frame the question in his rabid excitement, 

"Yeah? Buzzy bellowed. "t sea him here wo talk about soave interviews we had scheduled for 
today. As has already been said, ‘not any more!" I spoke with Victor on the phone afier Paradiso left. 
He didnt say anything about having died of a heat attack when we spoke.” 

‘There was a rustle of disappointment but the pencils di not stop scribbling. 

"Well / saw Lily Mars come in and out last night,” another neighbor volunteered and got the 
pencils gong again. "tt was around eight something.” 

"And I saw some dame dressed alin black wearing veil, to, after eleven, I think, much later 
than that kid I saw runing ou ofthe house around nine, think. Or maybe it was later." 

"No, it was earlier. That good looking boy asked me for directions here while I was out walking 
Tiny here. I thought he was up to no good. He was too handsome not to be trouble...” 

‘Tyler appeared from the kitchen and started collecting the diy glasses from the desk and 


closing its drawers. He was wearing an apron and was clearly in a state of Fugue. 
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"Who's she?" one ofthe vistors asked. 
Oh, that Goorge Gordon Tyler the set designer," a ncighbor replied. "He's here alot." 
"Hes Kills boyfiend, I think. That's why he's here so much." 
‘The reporters licked ther pencils and made notes furiously recalling the boy-brohel story. 
Buzzy bellowed: "George Gordon Tyler designs Victor Kril' pictures for Rose Studio. It is 
‘hy he practically lives here. Krill often works inthe peace and quiet of his home and" 


"Not any more!” the crowd exclaimed and laughed aloud. 


ight! Thank you, folks" Turing to O'Shaughnessy, Buzzy spoke while holding up a pink 
nightgown: "Look what I found, sir. I also found these sweet love notes from Mary May Mills. [think 
they may be related to one another.” 

“The din was deafening. No one but Detective Amaud noticed the appearance of the coroner. 
‘When Norman Rose's rose-red Rolls roared into the Rose Studio garage and literally screeched to 8 
halt afew feet fom Ignatius Lydgate’ stunned face, Rose yelled from the drivers sca: "Give me a 
fukin’ ear that isn the size oF a Fuckin’ hearse, Iggy!” Before Ignatius could ask any questions, a red- 
faced, panting Norman Rose leapod fom the Rolls into the feighted car Danny Slocum ha just 
brought down from the Hollywood Hills. In seconds, Rose roared back out of the garage back into the 
street back up into the Hollywood Hills tothe H&H Stadio set snugly beside a waterfall. 
In the library at Gaywyck West, Carmine was erying in Donough's embrace while he take on the 
phone to Vadriet Vail in New York City. Robert held is fce hand, Fred had been sent by his father to 
sort out the facts and to support David Loftus and Buzzy atthe scene ofthe crime. One ofthe Gage 
Syndicate reporters interrupted the call o inform the publisher, there was no crime scene only the scene 


‘ofa heart attack. Another interrupted withthe news it was the scene ofa secret rendezvous, a "love 
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nest” for Krill and Mary May Mills. This proved Keill was no evil fairy whose films should be banned 
‘Buzzy had revealed a tragedy to the word by waving ikea magic wand, a nightgown and some 
“adorable love letters full of bad, gitish poetry: "The marriage ofthe century is now kaput!” 
Doctor Cardenio, the coroner, was openly aghast at the party-like atmosphere in Victor Krills duplex 
bungalow where the famous actor/dtector lay dead on the floor. He was no longer resting as Danny 
Slocum had found him. After the self proclaimed doctor hada go, Buzzy empticd Krill’ pockets, 
removed the watch with Tyler's inscription from the wrist, and roughly rubbed clean the jacket’ lapels 
‘The coroner glared at O'Shaughnessy who got the message and cleared the overheated room of 
all but Slocum, Loftus, Buzzy, Fred, and Tyler. Sidenly he noticed the imposing man tucked ina far 
‘comer with an open notebook as the renowned. French detective whose movie-Star daughter lived next 
door. After interviewing him forthe Roberts Junior case, O'Shaughnessy had done some research. One 
lance at Amaud’s stony face told him his ignoring every practical and necessary procedure so blatantly 
at acrime scene was a tactical blunder. However, he had his m.o. and would not be deterred. 


He asked Arnaud to go home and wait for his visit, Amaud nodded at the man who reminded 


him of an addr with his head constantly alert. He pointedly closed his notebook and slowly crossed the 
oom, stopping and stooping to re-examine the dead body, reopen his notebook to enter important 


discrepancies from what he had first seen before the “doctor” and Buzzy interfered 


it. He exited 
the house silently and with a very stiff back. On impulse, he walked around tothe rear door inthe alley. 
He found fresh cigarette buts on the small porch there 


"Who is that man?” the coroner asked familiar wi 


1 genuine detective's deliberate manner. 
"Nobody important,” O'Shaughnessy insisted with a dark scowl. Turning to his former 
colleague David Loftus, and hiding his surprise atthe sight of him, he winked merrily, thinking: "You 


hhave always despised me. I must keep you close.” 


CHILDREN OF PARADISE/694 
“The coroner observed, misread the wink, and tuned his attention to the business at hand. 
‘Turing the body on its right side, he saw a blood stain on the carpet and on the left shoulder 

‘rea where there was a small, neat hole in the bloody jacket. Restoring the body to the prone position, 

he lifted the right arm and found a powder bum below the armpit surrounding another small hole where 

the bullet had entered, erossed the torso chamber, pierced the heart and exited out the back. 


Rising, the coroner glanced around the room as Amaud had done before 


m, He spotted the 
crack in the wall where the bullet had lodged. Crossing the room as Amaud had done before him, he 
found himself standing in the comer where Amaud had been watching them before being dismissed by 
O'Shaughnessy. The bullet was gone, 

‘Nine LAPD cops led by O'Shaughnessy shadowed by six reporters and three photographers forced their 


‘way past Carmensita 


Wo the bedroom of a nearly-comatose Lily Mars. The pictures of er ravaged 
fhce along with the carefully planed packet of heroin found oa her bedside able wer allover the late 
editions of every local, national, and international newspaper under the Krill murder headlines, 
{ll alone in an unmarked police car, Michael O'Shaughnessy visited Mrs. Mill t her home toting two 
‘brown paper bags. He offered his condolences. “How is she taking the news of the tragedy?” 

"1 heard on the radio it was a hear attack ?™ 

Mickey shook his head. "The coroner says he was shot at very close range.” 

"Do you have any idea who did it, Mickey? The house was dark as tomb when I go thee.” 

He raised his eyebrow and said nothing as Mary May entered the room looking nearly as 
comatose as that hop-head Lily Mars. There was nothing childlike about her unbound body. 

Mama?” 


"Yes, Mary May, honey-lamb?" 


CHILDREN OF PARADISE/69S 

"just heard on the radio that Vietor hasbeen shot dead! Is it rue, Mama?” 

"Yes, I'm afraid so, dearest heat.” 

"TL must go see im, Mama, May I please go soe him, Mama” 

Mrs. Mills glanced at Mickey O'Shaughnessy. He nodded. "We will oto the morgue, Mary 
May,” he std, "Go get dressed now and leave your mother and me to talk, Have Eula dress you in 
something appropriate for mourning, okay?” 

"No, honey. Send Eula here to us, please. Remember Mac Marsh at the end of The Mother and 
the Law seginent in Intolerance?” Mary May nodded, “Something real simple, honey. No ruffles. No 
pink gauze, okay? Simple, basic black, okay” 


"Okay, Mama. ll wear what I wear to school. only in black.” 


‘O'Shaughnessy watched her seemingly float from the room. Turning to her mother, he handed 
‘over one of the brown paper bags and waited patiently as she unpacked their contents: fragrantly sexual 


love letters from Mary May to Krill compli 


sof Watling. “And speaking of pink ruffles,” he said, 
pulling the pink nightgown out ofthe second brown paper bag. “Where was Mary May last night?” 

"She never left the house, I swear, Mickey.” 

Is there anyone who can contradict this story, Mrs. Mills?” 

As if on cue, Eula Sutpen entered the room where the two conspirators stood very close 
together. "You wanted to see me, Mrs. Mills, mam?” 

"Yes, Eula, I did. You and me and Chief Detective O'Shaughnessy are going fora ride." 
“Iggy! Have you heard about Vie?" 

""Whut? I been callin’. We got problems—" 


"You tll 


{ me!? Vie's dead! Shot dead! Get Tyler at Vie's, hon! Take him to Gaywyck West!” 


"Caw blimey!” 
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‘Vadriel Vail hung up the phone aftr his second call from Gaywyck West informing him Victor was 
‘murdered not stricken by heart failure. "Poor Tyler,” he sobbed aloud. 

"What's happened ta Tyler, Mishter Vail?” Tieman O™Malley asked from his desk chair. 

"Victor Krill's been murdered!” (His words were amplified by a newsboy yelling inthe street: 


“Lily Mars stars in new Crime of the Century!") | feel sick! 


"Jay-sus! Bary’s bringin’ dhe peace-makin’ delegation from dhe AMA. He says Al Smith's 
comin’ wit Mishter Murphy, 00." 

“Lknow. Mister Smith rang this morning. 1 old him 1 appreciate all he did as Speaker ofthe 
state assembly to get the workman's compensation bill passed into law! He told me how he and Mother 
Jones appreciate the Vail Foundation's support forthe IW.” He paused in thought listening tothe 
newsboy bellowing, running around the park, before continuing: "He also asked me to remember him 
to Placid. He said he heard her speak about the Triangle Shinwaist fire. I became his cause, too, 
changed the way he viewed the very role of government in American life. He also told me to tell her 
he's doing all he can to free Eugene Foster. Whatever happened tothe First Amendment, I asked? ‘It 
‘went the way of a national health insurance’, he answered." 

"Man was on dhe streets watchin’ dhe jumpers" Macve loved Tammany. She was pleased it 
‘was moving rapidly from a local political machine reflecting that “defensive crouch~as she'd say--of 
the Irish Famine immigrants for whom there was only one crime, which was going hungry, to the 
“aggressive national force fer progressive change,’ as Gage described the new Tammenty in his paper. 

Vadtiel smiled. "How's your photoplay full of wonders coming for Robert?” 

"You don't ink it only abit o craic?” 

"I do not! He loves the story of Miss Jessie and the van Eyck. Remember Leonard Digges who 


saw Shakespeare's innovative Julius Caesar atthe Globe: okt how the Audience/ were ravish'd, with 
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what new wonder they went thence." 

"You breakin’ dhe wondrous news about med school, Mishter Vail?" 

"Yes, and I do hope they take it asa threat." Tiernan laughed. "You don't think me tempting 
heaven?” Tieman shook his head. "At fist I thought me reaching forthe moon, My guardian Ebenezer 
"Norwood taught me about the small moon-sail. It sometimes flew above the main sky-sail, the fith and 
highest sail from the deck. 'm hanging on the sky-sail yard-arm now. "A sky-sail seems high enough in 
all conscience,’ says Melville's Wellingborough Redbum, ‘and the idea of anything higher than that 
seems preposterous. Besides it looks almost like tempting Heaven, to brush the very firmament 30, and 
almost put the eyes of the stars out." 

"And why ever not, says Armand. I's what the sailors called "Boy's business; a Boy being a 
Jandlubber of any age working forthe frst time on a sailing ship. There are three classes of seamen, T: 
Boys, Ordinary Seamen, and Able-Seamen. | aim to become an Able-Seaman on hospital decks. | don't 


think is tempting Heaven. I think its Heaven tempting me! I've found my calling, as Father Tom 


‘would say. Must ring him when the sawbones have departed.” 
‘The first group of grieving visitors tothe morgue where the naked remains of Vietor Krill lay under a 


sheet awaiting the autopsy team were met by a scrum of reporters and press photographers. They were 


tipped-off to Mary May's "private moment with her beloved” by Buzzy Browning after he assured 
‘Norman Rose~"Krrill may be in his heaven, but a's not right with our world..et! I'm workin’ on it 
with Armand, boss!” 

‘America’s Darling stepped ashen-faced (wearing Max Factors ivory-white with pale blush), out 
‘of a black Rolls flanked by her mother and sister-"All visions in fashionable mourning," the press 
proclaimed. Dazed, the diminutive Star looked around, murmured: “a phantasma or a hideaous 


dream," and promptly, decorously “fainted” into her mother's waiting and primed arms. There were 
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screams and shouts of dismay and the clicking and whiring of cameras. 

"What about that pink nightgown and the love letters?" was shouted bya planted sob-sister 
‘when Mary May was upright again yet barely able to hobble on tippy-to to the mortuary door. 

"The nightgown belonged to Lily Mars,” Mrs, Mills proclaimed (as directed by Buzzy ifshe 
‘wanted her daughter to work again anywhere). "They were having an affair inspite of my daughter's 
being affanced to Mister Keil.” 

"Mary May was engaged to Vitor Keil?” 

"Yes, Mary May is..was engaged. She is stil too young to marry as you all know." 

‘There were-happly for Buzzy!--oud murmurs of sympathy. The mourners made it into the 
‘morpue amidst cameras fantcally clicking and whiring as if preserving the sinking ofthe Titanic. 

Mrs. Mills lowered her buming eyes. She wished she had wom the vel she wore the previous 
night whe she visited Krill planning for him to marry Mary May or else. This or else’ sure beat hers! 

She was angry. So angry she nearly fainted for real! It was one thing to sacrifice Lily Mars to 


the moral brigade, and to silence Eula Sutpen, yet quite another to be coerced into signing with Rose 


Pictures extending Mary May's current contract for tem years plus freezing her salary in perpetuity plus 
allowing it to be cut in half on future pictures once the profits of Cinderella were not equaled plus 
‘making her available for loan-out without compensation pls giving up the longed-for cut of the gross 
‘plus abandoning all notions of a bonus schedule plus being denied the veto of photoplays and all 
producing powers plus being banned from the sets of all future Mary May pictures! 

‘Adding these restraints tothe sizable expenses incurred with O'Shaughnessy this morning in 
perpetuity (and in secret), Mrs. Mills was indeed in a bind. Yet, she would manage as she always had 
since her husband abandoned her with the two young girls. Even with this new order, she was rich by 
the standards of most people in show business. She would not starve. Her children were safe. She 


‘would survive in the style to which she had become accustomed. And she had only herself thank, 
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‘She was facing a scene she hoped her daughter would cary off without the guidance of her 
famous director, though he would be present as a silent witness It wasn't as if she hadn't played 
hhysteries before! She would play the scene well. She knew what was at stake, Hada she accepted 
screwing Lily Mars and Eula being stowed in an insane asylum for having reported to her employer her 
baby’s hed being empty last night at midnight when Mama came home from her own errand with Krill. 

Maty May's well-produced screams echoed throughout the mortuary ising and falling, 
careening and swooping like angry crows flying from room to high-<cilinged room. 

Buzzy Browning pulled Mary May and the clutched white sheet off the moon-pale lifeless body 
of Victor Krill fully exposing his nude remains in all their rigor-mortis induced splendor, In spite of 


herself, Mrs. Mills found herself transfixed by the Russian’ final priapic 


isplay. 
(Unlike Armand de Guise who would shortly view the body, Mrs. Mills did not compare the 
departed Vietor Krill toa sleeping Bacchus defying Death in tis cold, bare sterile room. Nor did her 


eyes fill with tears as Armand’ did imagining Victor~not as Carmine once described him standing in a 


‘wintry Paradise beneath the cold, bare ruined choirs ofa birch tree where once a nightingale san 


rather cavortng in its thermal-heated pool 


th Tyler andthe rest of his now-grieving brothers.) 
Polling her eyes from the shocking spectacle, Mrs. Mills registered, as if directed by Krill, his 
clothing neatly pied on a nearby ste! table. Buzzy told her they were burned. Or had he said they were 


‘going to be burned? Or had he arranged for them to be placed in her line of vision to keep ber in lit 


‘until Mary May's performance was over and the Mills family safely home, safely beatified on the front 
pages of the local, and national and international newspapers under more Krill murder headlines? 
"Norman Rose could not imagine what all the rattling was. In a gagging heat, eyes tearing, he was 
driving carefully since he was sure he was being tailed by the Los Angeles version ofthe czarist secret 


police. Every time he swerved to avoid hitting a jay-walking pedestrian or to pass some laggard, the car 
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sounded as it were filled with a collection of angry rattlesnakes or mad Spaniards playing castanets, 
‘What did he pay Ignatius Lydgate for if not to keep these new cars in silent condition? Once he tured 


‘up into the Hills where the roads were shaped like curlicues, he could not hear himself cursing. But, at 


least it kept his mind off dear Victor. He was grateful for that small favor even as the Santa Anna winds 


arrived full of blinding sand forcing him o shut the windows of the already steamy, smelly car. 
‘The second and all-male group entered the morgue through a side door unannounced and unseen, 


Hearing Mary May's steams the five men crossed toa window i ti 


eo soe her literally being 
heaved into the Rolls by Buzzy and held down by her mother and sister to prevent her from running. 
‘back into the room where Victor Krill lay dead on a steel table. The journalists abhbhed and oggled and 
scribbled rapidly and avidly as children doodling with crayons. 

"Quite a show!” Robert Gaylord exclaimed begrudgingly admiring Buzzy Broomstick’s work, 

"I wish she could give such a convincing performance on a film se," David Loftus grumbled, 

‘When a photographer threw her a rose as if tossing meat to a roaring lioness, she ceased her 
shrieking, caught up the flower to be photographed kissing it while Inspector Arnaud observed aloud to 
himself: "She is left handed! Does anyone know if she smokes?" 

"Yeah," David Loftus confirmed, “lke a chimney when Mama isn't in sight.” 

‘Let's go in now," Armand de Guise advised in his best lawyerly manner, He had reviewed the 
new Mary May Mills contract with Norman Rose over the phone adding several ofthe more draconian 
clauses, such as linking future salaries to box-office retums, and-thinking of Lily Mars--the loan-out 
without compensation, 

Doctor Cardenio put down his scalpel when the five newcomers entered his domain, 


‘Remembering the wink atthe defiled crime scene, the sight of David Loftus mistakenly assured him of 


‘an O'Shaughnessy cover-up connection. The "nobody" detective he also remembered. The other three 
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‘were unknowns. They were so extremely good looking e assumed them picture people. Nota movie 
goer, and after the recent self-indulgent performance by Miss Mills not likcly to become onc, the 
coroner nodded. He put out his hand, palm-up in font of Inspector Amaud who fished in his pocket, 
ad produced the 38 caliber bullet he'd secretly prised from the wel in Krill’ font room, 

"IM give it to the guys in ballistics. They have Krill's gun. I'm sure it's a match.” 

"Where ae his clothes, doctor?" Amaud queried looking around the room. 

"You just missed ‘em. They tok ‘em upstairs. Probably going to bum ‘m, dont you think?” 

"Yes, Ido. What about the bullet? Woa' it ge Tos?* 

“Eventually give itt someone I trst. Not everyone here~" Glancing at David Loftus, be 
stopped mid-sentence. “Did you get what you wanted off the jacket?" 

"Yes, I did, doctor” 

"May I see?" 

Without hesitating, Amaud tugged an envelope from hs inside breast pocket and tok frm ia 
Jong, blond hair. It was obvious to the others that he trusted Doctor Cardenio implicitly. Respecting his 


decades of experience, the others relaxed and David Loftus introduced himself and explained his 


former connection to O'Shaunnessy. The doctor laughed and explained his misreading the wink, 
"I don't know what that was about, sr. My guess is he was trying to throw me off the scent but 


in that room was unmistakable.” 


"My guess is there's serious money in it for him. This city stank before he got here. Things 
cannot get any worse now with him and that Ryan fellow in charge. I's clear from the body what 
happened to Mister Krill. Let me show you." 


‘Tuming their attentions to the corpse, everyone noticed the tent-like rise on the restored sheet 


over the groin area. Armand’s eyes welled with tears and he said softly, "Well, just because we'e dead 


doesn't mean we change does it?" There was a soft laugh from the men gathered around the ste! table. 
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‘While Doctor Cardenio tumed the body to show the entrance and exit wounds of the bullet now safely 
stowed in his pocket, Armand recalled sitting in a sereening room watching Lily Mars in her first 
staring role witha stiff actor and Victor making very funny erection jokes. Well, this time the joke 
was literally on him. 

"What is the time of death, doctor?” 

“From the way te ims could be moved when I arrived even inthis eat, say no later than 
‘midnight, Maybe eleven. There was no sign of rigor mort.” 

Glancing at the peaked section of the sheet, he asked the mento help lif the body on toa 
dissecting table attached toa large ste! sink. Once the body was settled, he pulled on rubber gloves, 
yanked of the sheet, and lifted a shiny scalpel from a table fll of medical implements. 


"Mister Krill was sent to his grave with a chaste kiss. Don't you agree, Inspector Amauet 


"Yes, Doctor Cardio, Ido." 


"Yet he goes to his grave as ifto a lascivious bed. Let us restore some dignity to hit 


With a quick slash, he sliced down the underside ofthe unnaturally stiff and swollen penis, 
squeezed it wth his fingers forcing out globs of congealed blood. "This doesn't happen all ofthe time,” 


das ihe were serving eurentjlly at apni from an unzipped leather pouch 
The five observers gasped, suffered fiercely clenched grins, and wet frigid with horror, 
"May he rest in peace." Armand muttered angrily as Robert Gaylord fainted dead away. 

Each ofthe five Los Angeles dailies produced a Special Edition. All agreed Victor Krill was murdered, 


All agreed 


Mars, drug addict and sanitarium escapee, was implicated even though she denied the 
pink nightie belonged to her: "Oi sleep in nuttin’ but face creams,” she said. (Monument Pictures said 
her future with them was uncertain even though her new picture Cutie Pie was one of the big hits of the 


season. Undeniably, she was in violation ofthe morals clause in her contract again.) 
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All agreed the police had many solid leads. All agreed they were brilliantly employing every 
‘method to find the cold-blooded killer inspite of the paralyzing heat wave. 

All agreed America’s Darling was a Virgin-Innocent, the Other Vietim of the Tragedy. Her 
poems were collected by a New York publisher, rushed into print and tothe top of the bestseller lists all 
‘over the country. Her gossamer-lit portraits by Robert Gaylord were on every front page every day, 

‘One paper pinned The Mysterious Veiled Woman in Black because Krill's neighbor swore she 
hneard « gun shot right before The Mysterious Veiled Woman in Black clickety-clacked down the path 
‘in her black high heels. (It was soon disproved by another neighbor who saw The Mysterious Veiled 


‘Woman in Black leaving the scene of the crime not having entered the dark house and having her ear 


back 


‘This story did not sink the 


story fr three weeks.) 

Another favored The Tall Nervous Stranger in a White Linen Suit who was spotted by another 
neighbor visting Krill in the migkaflemoon. Did he retum at cleven afer Paradiso lft? (Along with 
Lily Mars, the acto’ picture graced the font page, above the fold, of every edition of every newspaper 
inthe world. Rose Pictures insisted he was an innocent by-stander who had never violated the morals 
clause in his contract, And by the way, his newest major-motion-picture David was an epic masterpiece 
thsed on the Bible story and was suitable for people ofall ages and al faiths and would soon be ata 
nearby theater SO watch the ads in this newspaper for more information.) 

Another favored the Beautiful Italian Youth several people saw and talked to when he asked 
directions to Krll's house. Was he the Black Hand gunman who once tried to kill Krill onthe Rose 
Studio lo? Or was he one ofthe two sent o collect a drug debt who terrorized a party given by Beau 
‘Watling, «party described toa reporter by one the terified guests? Or was he a Hustler making & 
business call? And so the story of the Boy Brothel again rolled over the newspaper presses. (Rose 
Pictures proudly announced the Beautiful Italian Youth was actually the Str oftheir newest hit The 


Breakaway Bride--now at a nearby motion picture theater SO check this newspaper’ listings.) 
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‘One placed all its bets on Beau Watling. He was soon spotted in San Diego working ona pier 
before he disappeared forever. The story’ “legs” were the most muscled ofall inthe United States. 
(Roxe Studio denied he was an ex-employee. They revealed his father was a Civil War blockade runner 
and his mother a former brothel owner and his father’s fist wive had five husbands and once shot a 
‘Yankee soldier on the steps of he southern plantation mansion where she kept dazens of slaves!) 

‘One placed alts bests on Dusty Dude. He was arestd in Sausalito, After being intensely 
{nterrogaed by the intrepid O'Shaughnessy himself, he somchow managed to escape into parts 
unknown. (Rose Studio revealed via his stunt-work stills that Mister Dude was a gifted actor withthe 
skills of Houdini who could escape from Fort Knox so the LAPD was not tobe held responsible!) 


All agreed it was another Crime of the Century. All (happi 


) agreed it was a monster story! 
And something had to be done about Hollywood, now officially rechristened Sin City all over the 
world. 
AA group of newly-gathered, very warm, unclothed and cheerless men sat around the pool at Gaywyck 
‘West surrounded by a sereen of lapping lavender silk curtains arranged to deflect the persistent, sandy 
hheat-swarm from the dessert to the sea. Tyler was asleep, sedated in one of the cottages. A phonograph 
played koto musie softly. 

"Dusty Dude escaped from LAPD custody?” Alec Scudder read in disbelief, Floating naked on 


his stomach on a rubber purple kimono in the pool, he was trying unsuccessfully to enjoy the "warm 


weather” and 0 ignore the inting, sandy Santa Anna winds stinging his backside ike mosquitoes 
"Do they have a Poter’ Field in this town?” Dickie Dugan asked no one in particular. He was 

fanning himself wit a fanzine sporting Mary May Mills on is cover looking childlike, while he 

watched a bronzed Alec Scudder aloft in glitering. watery universe looking decidedly adult 


"What do you think Dusty gave O'Shaughnessy, David?" Maurice asked, newly arrived from 
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"New York and, along with some others, needing information to make sense of the whole affair. 
"He gave the cop-vampire the lookout. hideout of his seeret dity-deed pictures,” Carmine 
interjected before David could admit he hadst a clue. "Victor and this Dity Dude" 
"Dusty, hon, not Dirty," Dickie corrected, hating to stop the flow of the mellifluous voice and 
‘not taking his eyes off Alec's twitehing butt, 
“Oh, thank you, Richard. Dusty, yes..." He thoughtfully recited: 
"Tomorrow, and tomorrow, and tomorrow, 
‘Creeps inthis pety pace from day to day, 
To the last syllable of recorded time; 
And all our yesterdays have lighted fools 
The way to dusty death." 


“Dusty and Victor," Carmine continued (in response to Maurice's muttered: "dirty-deed pictures’ 
“ran a dirty business of black mail, They secretly filmed in their bordello by the waterfall. He told 
Dusty to stop after he finally won me and Fred frame, by frame, by frame at full-sword parley.” 

"He filmed you and Fred in the be by the waterfall" Ale sputtered aghast 

Armand shouted. "Weve got" 

"Yes!" Dicky shouted to quict the rising, shouting others, “We've got them, fellas! We're on 
it.son of but almost! Dont throw your coglione at me..yet. Te film cans are safe inthe car Danny 
‘brought from the waterfall on Victor's instruction and left with Ig.” He paused and took a deep breath 
while the men sat down, "Unfortunately, it's the same car Norman snatched from Ig's garage to go back 
up int the Hills tog the film cans from the waterfall whore he thinks they sill are Somehow he's 
‘serewed up Danny's message. Ig's gone after Norman hoping to catch him before the film cans explode! 
‘Norman’ relly reckless driver, you know.” 


"Mate, it is not necessary to clue me about Naumky’s driving.” Carmine sighed. "Our only 
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constant companion is Death. Que sera sera.but where is our Lily? Buzzy is diy, no” 

“Lily doesnt matter to Buzzy, Carmine, because he doesn't work for her," Armand said 
distracted forthe moment from exploding film cans. "He thinks his nightgown ploy the greatest public 
relations gift to the word since fre elections! Mary May pays his salary. As you do. That's why he led 
about Victor having spoken to him on the phone after you left his house last night, There's nothing we 
can do abou Lily. She's stashed somewhere asa material witness’ And as for Miss Mills" 

"L have been thinking and thinking and wrecking my brains to remember where I know of her 
‘hideous dream’ confession. Just before you arrive, Army, I remember. It is from Julius Caesar, Brutus 
‘says it before he kills Caesar. | will play Brutus one day so I can be poetical about hideous dreams and 
murdering people: ‘Berween the acting ofa dreadful thimg/ And the frst motion, al the interim i/ Like 
a phantasma or a hideous dream....’ Wis good, no? She must have been a crowd in the play once." 

"Lam certain not as good as you and Fred's acting of the splendid thing!" Alec sniped worried 
sick. "I make no sense ofthis que sera sera sera” 

"We are all not que sera sera sera sera, Mister High-Maintenance Hall,” Dickie corrected. 
"Some of us are madly praying lggy wil each our Boss with the scary-shit film cans intact before..if 
the hasn't already gone to join Victor rearranging the clouds for the perfect sky shot!" 

“L don't want him with Victor,” Fred muttered. "Someone has to plan the funeral." 

"Mister Lotus, sf?" Nakada interrupted. "Doctor Cardenio is onthe telephone for you. He 
‘says it is very urgent.” 

Sopping wet, Norman Rose found the H&M waterfall hideaway empty of its treasures. Feeling the urge 
to throw himself into the pool --"What is the point with only a cop for my audience?"--he sat in a chair 
beside it and brooded in what seemed the only shade on earth. He ad rolled up the reeking ca's 


‘windows to keep out the sandy wind and got a headache. The car sat baking in a puddle of melting ight 
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in front of the empty cottage while he sat soaked and wind-battered in a puddle of useless shade. 

He had not negotiated the ear under the narrow carport atthe base of the sloping driveway 
because it was to0 long a schlep to the pool"At least fifty yards!"—and because he could not wait to 
get free of it! His throat was buming from the weird acidic fumes it was giving off. He knew he had to 
enter its inferno to open its windows to ar it out and. move it into the shade once he quieted his very 
"unguiet soul or he would not be able to sit in it and drive back down to his empty coo! house. 

He sighed, At least he had Mary May where he wanted her forever, usually in is business one 
year; but: he had her branded for fen by which time she would be an old hag! He also nearly had 
Gatino literally by the balls because he knew his Victor~"I know my Victor!"~had achieved his goal 
frame by frame by frame! The look in his eyes when he confirmed Gatino was under control could not 
have meant anything else, and Rose later remembered Benoit watching rushes of Two College Friends 
relieved to see Paradiso looking rested after a break with Vic and Fred in the hills. Now he would really 
hhave to kill himself. Those cans of film confirmed by Slocum were obviously in the hands of 
(O'Shaughnessy. It was very scary shit. He thought he should go into the cabin and telephone Vietor for 
advice. He remembered Victor was dead. He also remembered there was no telephone inthe cabin. 

Suddenly Norman Rose began to weep. Since he was alone, he did not try to contain himself. 
He allowed himself the sudden wild license of grief: He cried until he stopped spent. A silent version of 
the car he had driven up into the Hills appeared with Ignatius Lydgate at the wheel. At least Norman 
Rose would not have to drive that foul ratle-trap home! Soaked from the falls, he rose and scurried to 
the car signaling Ignatius to stay put. Once again he felt grateful for small favors as Iggy obeyed, 

‘The aftemoon papers rehashing in enlarged headlines all the razzed-up misinformation placed a deep 
pall over the anguished men at Gaywyck West waiting for a call from Ignatius Lydgate. Another kicker 


‘was Armand's telephone cal to his Harvard classmate Kurt Cilke, the Los Angeles District Attomey. If 
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the journalists continued to muddy the waters assisted by Buzzy, O'Shaughnessy, and Ryan, the D.A. 
‘was perfectly clear and up front about the outcome of the case, 

"No Grand Jury would ever find America's Darling guilty of cold-blooded murder, Armand, 
"unless we presented ten impeccable witnesses, and not six conflicting neighbors, wi 
‘saw her pull the triggert Even then it would be an uphill struggle with her playing Rebbecca of 


to swear they 


Sunnybrook Farm in the witness char. With ten witnesses and ber fingerprints on the gun and Kril's 
host swearing she killed him in cold blood maybe we might pall in a manslaughter charge. She would 
then walt out of the court with a suspended sentence on the am of one of Ryan's judges.” 

He sighed in resignation. "You've nothing but circumstantial evidence. What? A bullet now 
‘vanished fom a common handgun... hair on his lapel from a woman he worked with ll of the time. 
bullet wound froma feftshander firing ftom approximately her height in a tight embrace. This would be 
«bread and circus event, nightmare for our side. They will drag your Paradiso through the mud, too. 
He's already in rouble with the holy rollers. Are you fee for drinks tomorrow night, Army’? I like 10 
talk to you about investing in Rose Pictures. Al this publicity will be great for business, won't i?” 
"Fred?" 

"Yes, Pop? 

"How are you all holding up out there?” 

“Not too wel, Pop. We've got another criss wating to explode. I dont want to talk about it 


now, okay?" 


"Whatever you think best, son.’ 
"We've also just Ieamed about the boycott organized against Cutie Pie by the Christian 
Homemakers Rejecting Indecent Sin-City Trash or 'C.H.R.LS.T- I thought it was a sin to take the 


Lord's name in vain? Monuments canceled Lily's contract. C.H.R.LS.T. is also threatening to boycott 
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any theaters showing any of thee pictures. Ate we showing Cute Pie?” 

"Weare son, And we will contnuc to sereen it Sofa business i great. doit know what wil 
happen once those Christan Homemakers start picketing the theaters with their os in tow. One of my 
reporter just told us LAPD thinks Victor was killed by a burglar waiting outside his kitchen door 
smoking cigaretes, Amadis sure Mary May was waiting ouside for Carmine leave, Her mother 
and sister swear she never lf the house. We won' get satsfcton here. Theres just too much money 
involved for too many people. Our O'Shaughnessy is Sherlock's Moray. How's Carin?” 

"He wants o be in New Vork forthe David opening but O'Shaughnessy has forbidden any of ws 


{o leave town! Depending on how long this madness continues, we may have to shoot Deronda out 


here, Pop. Lily's locked away by O'Shaughnessy in some unknown mental institution, He says she's 
‘under arrest for drug dealing. She's fat broke! Her father’s gone again with whatever he could carry 

from the house. Her friend Carmencita is here taking care of us. She's a great cook, as good as Mary 
May's Eula, Carmine says. He wants to keep her oa after we somehow free Lily. The D.A. knows the 


heroin was a set-up but things need to cool down before we make a move, We'll pull offa Tess and 


spring er into a private sanitarium. The doctors say shel nce to be away for as fon as sx months.” 
"The longer the bot, son, When she gets out noone wil remember her. What will se do?" 
“Robert's offered her a job.” 
*Doing what, son?" 
“Helping him make pictures, Pop! Maybe direct for us. We'll always love Lily Mars." 
‘The transcript ofthe telephone conversation placed from the home of Norman Rose tothe home of 
Paradiso (and others) was less than one page. It was an exchange between the cockney Rose Studio 
garage owner and Rose Studio chauffeur Ignatius Lydgate and Richard Dugan, arrested (but released) 


[New York fairy, formerly a Vail Foundation employee, and currently a Rose Studio employee. 
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Itwentas follows: 
"Danny's stocked cars at the waterfall, mate. Its safe there. When the heat breaks we can 
collect it and take it fora cleaning a the dockside by the Fyador. The cheap leather seats stink!" 
"Sounds like a good plan, Ig. There's no hurry. We all agree it's safe there. Is it locked up tight?" 
"Caw blimey. Norman wanted back here so fast he let me do nothing up there. The key'sin the 
ignition! But no one will bother with it. Victor's house is sealed by the cops. Norman's working on the 
funcra arrangements and he needs you with him. Il be right thee to collect you, mate." 
‘There was more chatter about the grandiose funeral but Police Commissioner Michael "Mickey" 
(O'Shaughnessy had the mystery of Dusty Dude's empty waterfall cave solved. Before leaving his office 


for the last time, he put our an all-points bulletin to pick up Danny Slocum "for further questioning 


then placed a call to his press leak withthe Slocum exclusive reminding him it was Slocum who gave 
the boy-brothe story to the Chicago papers and had been fired fori by Krill, 

"sa clear case of revenge,” he sad, “and keep it that simple for now." He wanted Slocum out 
ofthe picture until he could collect the car used to transport the treasured film cans from the waterfall 
righ in front of his LAPD taifs eyes. The incompetent cop had delivered nothing but an empty 
(decoy?) can from the waterfall pool. He would be fired. A reputation for being merciless needed to be 
bburmished or the Fear factor lost its power. 

“The story of the boy-brothel firing came from Dusty Dude. Then a call from a prize informant 
in Chicago gave O'Shaughnessy word of “the weirdo Watling” having committed suicide in the time- 
hhonored Mafia tradition of blowing his brains out in the trunk of his ear before it rolled itself over a 
cliff somewhere off the coast of California. The caller also described how those two “dumb-ass* 
apprentice killers Forever on the tral of the debtor Dusty Dude were clevated to Mafioso "made men” 
by dispatching Dusty, now wearing “cement boots” somewhere in the Pacific, via poisoned heroin. 

All in allt was an exceptional day! With some encouragement, Dusty had been quite 
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forthcoming about Krill’s specialized films. Added to Dusty’s list of "suckers" (literally) were untapped 
resources, including Tyler who would be willing to pay dearly for his love letters, 

For O'Shaughnessy, the money meant he could cal it quits. He was too old for this racket. As a 
rookie cop in New York he played by the book until he realized he was the only one with unmarked 
pages, He hated his violent, drunken brute ofa father, an exception he thought tothe always kind cops 
‘on the beat. Once on the force, he quickly leamed the extent of his father's corruption and violence and 
the degree of his power. (This was why the cops on the beat were so solicitous to him.) Soon the son 
surpassed the retired father as a man without mercy. 

‘The Miss Jessie screw-up was a close cal. It had aged him and forced him and Ryan to call in 


al oF their chits, dig deep into their pockets. Now, an early retiement with real money meant a life of 
social respectability. He woulda’ be a dumb flat-foot living on a small pension~a nobody. The 
‘blackmail haul, added to the hefty twenty-grand per month (tax free) in perpetuity from Mrs, Mills, 
‘would give him social clout and a Wall Stret portfolio heavy on Rose Studio stock. 

Hee would eam every cent of the Mills dough by keeping the Krill story spinning until everyone 
{got bored with it and the LAPD could throw up its hands without showing the dirt on them plus by 
burying Eula Sutpen’s incarceration to assure Mary May's alibi remained watertight plus by destroying 
her confidant Lily Mars, Roberts Senior would get him on the boards of his banks and the Sports Club, 
“Money would be given to charities and tothe Los Angeles Opera; and unlike the socially prominent 
‘Armand de Guise, who rehabilitated his robber-baron ancestors with money judiciously spread around, 
hhe would be getting married and having kids to send to ivy-league schools whose libraries would be 
enlarged with wings bearing his name. 

"They must think me dim-witted, fuckin’ asshole,” he muttered studying the transcript ofthe 


conversation still in front of him on his desk. “They didn’t even have the brains to lock the fuckin’ car! 


‘Those queers are fuckin’ useless fools.” 
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Rising from his desk, he put the loose papers on his desk into the dented bottom drawer ofthe 
green filing cabinet across the room. Unfortunately, Dusty Dude having an clectrical cattle prod stuck: 
up his greased ass—it was much more effective and got much quicker results than the old-fashioned 
truncheonkicked like a mule. He smashed the locks onthe important cabinet drawers. The request for 
new cabinets could take days. There was no hurry. The only key to his office door was in his pocket, 

In those drawers were the lists of quoers being blackmailed, some of them pillar ofthe local 
churches, politico, famous actors arrested in pubic places for indecent acts. There wer also two 
ledgers. One named the LAPD cops in his pay who made the rounds for hi collecting from the queers 
and bagging his cut from Don Alberto’s protection racket and drug rings. The other ledger named the 
[NYPD cops and pols and vice-society “saints who helped him wield his famous truncheon without 
recriminations and cover up the murder of that Black whore. They also helped him and Ryan relocate. 


He kept det 


led accounts of every cent he invested as pay-offs and "contributions" in both 
cities. The lists were made to keep him safe when he switched sides. No one would dare spill the beans 
to the likes of Alfred Gage while he held the upper hand. The New York ledger was especially valuable 
‘now that Tammany Hall was legit and AI Smith, a devoted Roman Catholic, was bound to be Governor 
and possibly a future United States president. If t ever fll into the wrong hands, it would be the most 
explosive story ofthe century! 
‘Alec and Maurice were entwined in one of the guest houses at Gaywyck West. They were still 
breathing heavily afer some very private exchanges when Maurice whispered in Alec's sweaty ear: 
You do in the figure ofa lamb the feats ofa lion, Mister Hall!” 

‘Then as Alec grunted from the weight of his happiness and from the shifting weight of his 
beloved, Maurice decided the still-sighing Alec was distracted enough to be asked outright: "What did 


David want with you after his telephone call from Doctor Cardenio?” 
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"Had enough of Love's Splendid Things, sir?” 

Maurice chuckled. "From Iggy’s description of the car and the intensity of the stench coming 
{from the holes in the cans made by Danny, we should successfully eliminate our villain with true 
cinematic brio. And, I assume, with no: To Be Continued. Am I correct in my assumption?” 

Softly mimicking a lion's roar, Alec whispered in Maurice's sweaty ear; "Well, actually, sit.” 
‘The cockney driver was right! The stench of the leather seats in the car caused O'Shaughnessy to gag. 
He stepped back and yanked the drivers-seat door fully open to roll down the window. The chrome 
‘burned his hand. Repeating his actions on the other side ofthe nearly-steaming vehicle, he muttered: 
"They musta seen the faggots coming!" There was no other way to explain why such an expensive car 
hhad such cheap, tear-inducing foul upholstery. True, it had been sitting in this god-awful heat for days 
and cars like this one were supposed to be coddled by the rich who could afford them. Infact, he 
intended to buy one in the very near future. This over-heated lemon smelled worse than Cardenio's lab! 

Light 


18 cigarette to cover the stinkin the air, he stripped off his jacket and tossed it on the 
hot seat asa blanket. He was tempted 10 take a cool shower under the waterfall to check out the hidden 
storage unit in the cave. "Pretty clever.” he muttered. He had to give them credit. Who would ever think 
‘of hiding cans of fim in a cave? "You'd think they'd get moldy or somethin’! He nixed the shower, His 
first priority was to get his treasures safely into his garage. 


Light 


«second cigarette on the but of the firs, he circled the car. Stopping atthe trunk, he 
decided to check all was in order. With a cigarette dangling fom his mouth, he used his handkerchief 
asa glove on the unlocked, chrome lever. The rush of hot, fresh ar sent the pent-up fumes inthe trunk 
straight up his nose! The buming cigarette dropped from his mouth. O'Shaughnessy worked hard to 
‘win his marksmanship medal in the Police Academy, yet any careless person could have dropped a 


‘mall, flaming torch into one of the large ar-holes Danny Slocum had cut into the unmarked can 
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cozing with decomposed, nitrate film. Before O'Shaughnessy could ute a four-letter word, he was 
«engulfed in a massive explosion sending picees of him fora cooling shower under the waterfall 
Carmine did theie make-up while Dickie Dugan went to the wardrobe department at Rose Studio to get 
{heir costumes. Each was given a mustache wor by the men in O'Shaughnessy’ honors division. 

Doctor Cardenio was delighted when David Loftus revealed his past history as a New York City 
Good Cop. He eallod Gaywyck West because he was newly informed by an LAPD Good Cop that there 
‘was interesting material in green filing cabinets usually locked tight bt recently.~"He was sure very 
briefly!*-open to public scrutiny in the Bad Cop O'Shaughnessy’ curently empty private office, 

"There is only one key o the Police Commissioner's office onthe seventh floor,” the coroner 
explained ina whisper fearful of being overheard. "Fortunately, his office is two doors and four 
‘windows down from mine. Al he offices share a prety-good-sized, wide window ledge, In this 
‘miserable heat, all the windows in this building are wide open!” 

Doctor Cardio rarely went to the films. However, his young son loved The Trials of Tess and 
the had taken him to see one remarkable episode where the her, afer rescuing Tess on a horse, dropped 
‘with them through three floors and went outa plate glass window’! "Who does thse stuns, David?" 
Doctor Cardenio asked with his son's excitement in his voice. “I was thinking: If we dress you and that 
brave guy as LAPD cops, I can easily bring you two up with me through security straight into my 
office! Once we make certain that bastard O'Shaughnessy isnot in the building..." 

(CHAPTER TWENTY FOUR 

Robert's porrat of Jessie in profile was on the font page of every national newspaper along with 
photos of four indicted NYPD cops and six LAPD cops being fingerprinted ina jail. Te reforms inthe 
‘works a a result of Shaughnessy’ ledgers in both cities pushed the ongoing investigation of Vietor 
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Kris murder to page sx beneath the news ofthe sucesfil losing down of Cutie Pe by the women 
of CHRIST. and the formation ofa National Christan Review Board andthe eration of an 
Industry Censor of "Purity Czar," the famous Mister Mayes, a devout Catholic who sucessfll sort 
oo purged the U.S. mails of smut by skirting the First Amendment opening suspected indecencis, and 
sending the “pagan pervert jl for using the U.S. Postal Service to undermine a Christan nation. 


*L will take the sin out of Sin City the same way I took it out of your mail box!" Mister Mayes 


‘promised in his first press conference flanked by his disciples Kurt Cilke and Norman Rose, "And 


CHR, 


7. will be at my side at all times! Merry Christmas everyone!” 
‘The obits for O'Shaughnessy, who lost control of his car on a dangerous tum inthe Hollywood. 

Hills and went over the edge causing his ear to explode on the rocks, and for Ryan, who shot himself 

accidentally in his garage, were terse yet full of scom while the editorials devoted to their erimes were 


Jong and full of praise forthe birth of a new honesty in two great American cities. The press was madly 


supportive of both Kurt Citke, the Los Angeles D.A. in charge of cleansing the LAPD, and for Norman 
Rose, leader of the studio chiefs promising to deliver: "Family Fare for Picture Perfect America," in 
Buzzy Browning's swifly adopted lingo, 

‘The next monster story pushing the investigation of Victor Kril's murder to the back pages just before 
the comics was the discovery of a French photo of Paradiso nude~posed chastely as Apollo with a lyre! 
Anonymously released to the press by the new Rose Pictures vice-president Buzzy Browning, it made 
[Norman Rose a culture hero, He received blessings from C.H.R.LS.T. when he tearfully admitted 
Paradiso had violated the morals code in his contract by posing without his clothing in decadent Paris 
‘here such behavior meant (disgracefully) nothing to the shameless French. "He was young and 
naive," Rose explained as he distributed more nude photos tothe press: “The French took advantage of 


his innocence by clothing him in High Art, the same way Vietor Krill betrayed Mary May Mills by 
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having an lc affair with Lily Mars clothed in a French negligee! Paraiso is confined 1 quarter 
Victor Krill is confine ois grave for his sin!” 

A debate ensued across America. Yes, it was tue: Paradis is beautiful and God made him in 
is image. However, Crist was Beauty in Heaven bythe power ofthe Holy Ghost, The saved could 


ook forward with eager desire to seeing His matchless beauty modestly wrapped in heavenly light, No 


‘unwrapped substitutes were necessary. (Christ was moderately tall, well-built and tender in frame, his 


features st 


and perfect, his hair inclining to auburn, parted in the middle, curling and clustering 


about the ears and neck asthe Leaves of filbert clustered.) C.HLRLL. 


insisted the unclothed human 
‘body was obscene even in the marriage bed. Dida't Saint Paul say so in the Bible? Paradiso was 
confined to quarters (fully clothed) as an example to American youth, the purest on earth, 

Rose Studio suffered the first major “edit” in the United States by Mister Mayes. David was 
allowed his waterfall-shower above his nipples only. Two Paradiso/Emma Amaud love scenes were cut 


because CH. 


= 


Dida’t Saint Jerome condemn immoderate 


sted nobenly kisses in the Bi 
love of wife? Physical contact with Jonathan was edited to a hand-shake and heart-felt smiles. Four 
scenes of Paradiso running were cut because his short tunic revealed his tighty-swaddled buttocks. His 
slaying Goliath wearing a swaddling wrap was tobe slashed to his arm fring the stone, something the 


‘cooperative Norman Rose refused to accept "for narrative reasons.” A compromise allowed long shots 


“Children Must Be Accompanied By An Adult, a sanction Norman knew everyone would ignore 


‘unless C.H.R.LS.T. began patrolling cinema aisles, a risk he was willing to take 
"Please tell me what's wrong, Carmine.” 
"It is not to do with you, Freddie." 


"Tve never Seen you so withdrawn.” Carmine shrugged, eyes tearing. "Can I help?" 


CHILDREN OF PARADISE/717 


"No, tesoro... My anger has my heart pale asthe moon. Naumky has translated me into an ass.” 


“Pop” 
"Yes, Fred? Is something wrong?” 


"Ws Carmi 


I've never seen him so depressed. I don't know what to do.” 

"When your mother became depressed, all I could do was be a loving witness, son, 'm 
convinced Norman is at the bottom of Carmine's heartache. Aligning himself with the Moral Brigade 
‘was a shrewd move, son. All the brouhahaha about moral transgressions in David is great for the box 
office, He's cut it very cleverly. He knows his stuf? resisted pulling Cutie Pie from our theater 
sereens but the C.H.RLS.T. dames forced Monument to recall the prints. Also, the bomb threats didn’t 
help. When Carmine is ready to open up t you, he will. Try being a loving witness, son.” 

“He says I must try to be a loving witness, Army.” 

"Sounds very wise to me, Freddie.” 

"Lcan’t help thinking ve done something. Or he's bored with me, you know." A deep silence 
from Armand confirmed he understood. "Last night I asked hitm again if there is something wrong 
between us." 

"What did he say” 

"He said he will not gash his thigh like Portia, the wife of Brutus, to prove his steadfastness, his 
constancy. He then reminded me how Seneca said a man’s vices are not there all the time but return at 
intervals. He then said there isa soiled diaper around Norman's heart in need of changing.” 

"Are you two stil" 


"Oh, yest Very much so! In bed and at the dinner table are the only two places he smiles 
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Carmine sent this eter to me,” Donough Gaylord sid after Christmas dinner at Gaywyck. "I's 
auldressed tothe four of us. Listen” He read the letter aloud. There was a silence heavy asthe snow 
outside." all him tonight. Something more has happened than his simply being grounded.” 

"Yes" Vadriel sad, thinking aloud. "He says 'Naumsky’ ‘translated him into an ass Oberon is 
boeing vengeful inthe play, Norman's making him into his Bottom is" 

“His boston? Rober blurted out, amused to hear Vadriel conquering gay-speak 

"Oh!" Donough exclaimed. "I'l call Carmine now.” 

He came to the phone immediately. On hearing Donough’s voice expressing confusion over the 
letter, he sobbed, "You are the only one I can tll.not over the telephone. | must be holding your band 


close to you, Don 
"TI think I know what you mean when you write of Norman's abusing you, my dear friend." 


Carmine was silent. "Yes, you know. It is why I addressed the etter only to you on the 


envelope." Then he quoted 10 principio era buio, ¢ buio fua. Inthe beginning was the 
dark, and the dark will always be.” He repeated how he was muzzled like Tamino! Or else there 
‘Would be lies and ealumnies, pasguinadas. He muttered *..becco fortuto?™ 

Donough said sofly, “coragio” and promised Carmine he would be with them all soon. 
[Norman Rose was on a roll-"With lox and cream cheese, babe” he joked with Alfred Gage over the 
phone, The weekly figures for David and The Breakaway Bride seemed to have more zeros than 
possible! He was stil sore at Lydgate for allowing him to take the car loaded with nitrate bombs. He 
‘would have fired him and Dicky if Lasky hadn't tried to poach them. 

Fred was now the highest paid writer in the business fielding offers from every studio, "Not that 
he needs the money living with Mister Moolah" Glancing out the window atthe Pepper Tree covered 


in erimson berries dark as rubies, Norman brooded. The squashed dropped berries gave the impression 
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his walks were bloodied. "Avoid cheap metaphor,” he muttered to himself not remembering where held 
heard that wise instruction. Yet, ifhe thought about it. 

‘Yes, he flt guilty about Gatno, gully ashe had ever felt about anything in his life, inluding 
abandoning his children in St, Petersburg, and sacrificing Lily Mars~"Sil locked away somewhere!" 
e never felt lonesome nor been so unhappy. In tru, he would never destroy the careers of David 
and Aee; the two were far too valuable..and he loved them..they were his children. Alone with an 
obstinate Gatno in his office swearing thei relationship was forever finito, Norman had become rage's 
captive. There was something eruifVng about Gatno's will.On seven this made him captivating and 
dangerous, In life it made Norman want his pound of flesh for Gatino's contempt over his “folding” on 


‘Victor's murder, over his current life as an arbiter of morals over his a 


ih the Widow Roberts 
“Green backs make blue blood!"--and over butchering David! Hadn't Sergei altered his Fawn’? 

Being guilty ofa similar rime of physical violence, Armand called regarding the letter from 
Carmine. "He won't tell us deetly what youve done, Norm, but we know you've done something 
terrible from his heartache. He must come to us at Gaywyck, Norm!” 

"There's been a cock-up,” Norman said, blushing over the Freudian sip, owing himselfa 
-gonif"A misunderstanding, Army. He's free to go wherever be want to go. This business with Victor 
‘has made me mishuganah. I have behaved badly. I'll talk to him. | owe him what he calls an ‘amend, 

"1am not without fault myself, Norm. I've made my share of amends, oo. How's Mary May?" 

"Thiving! Christ says her work is very good. She'l keep gong until Time takes is revenge. 
Father Tom has her in hand, His Lizic is expecting a baby and Mary May is devoted to her It's like 
nothing ever happened. Fm stating to beieve it was just a Rose Studio Production and Victor is away 
con locaton somewhere. I'm planing a trip to Paris soon. Baller Russe has just celebrated its! 100th 
performance! Sergei is having great success with his Leonide Massine. I'm hoping to get my moxie 


‘back forthe picture biz. I's the anxiety of effort that keeps most people second-rate. You know 
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‘Whistler's golden rule? ‘Nothing matters as long as you are bold! He sighed, thinking himself a tragic, 
‘misunderstood character like Shylock. 

"Tt woulda't hurt to be nice, Norman.” 

"That depends on your pain threshold.” 

He hung up the phone with Armand laughing, knowing Shylock was not a tragie character 
though every inch a king in his world. "Such a concession is at odds with our play. He's more a farcical 


‘one, a circumvented fiend among Belmonts and Gaywyck' fairy-tale sport and amorous dalliances 


‘even though his wickedness has a deeper human motivation that Richard IIL. I's all mishugze." 
Suddenly alone with a Gatino adamant as Achilles, he had the power attack" Krill once 


des 


as invincibility in the act of murdering people. As the Italian actor later described it, Norman 
Rose went ‘e uno cervello stravantissimo, funny in the head. 

Grabbing the younger man by the shoulders, he slammed him against a wall! Catching him on 
the rebound, he back-slapped him brutally across the face and twisted him down onto the floor using 
proven attack techniques taught by Victor. The younger man was paralyzed with shock and nearly 
blac 


out pain, The older, larger man, siting on his legs, tore open his shirt and trousers. Buttons flew 
in all drcetions. Norman met ineffectual resistance from the nearly comatose Carmine. Rolling his 
captive over, he quickly took with spit and force and litle pleasure what he believed he owned. 

Rage on Carmine's tear-wet face mingled with grief and affronto~ insult and loss of humanity 


His jaw was clenched to inhi 


it emotions. The amber eyes were feine-furious, watchful, defiant. Into 
them Norman whispered his threats if Gatino blabbed~"This was your fault!"concluding with 
dubious Italian~"mio dolce chiavatura.” my sweet screw. After agrecing to everything, Carmine 
remained on the floor until Norman let the room. Only then did he allow his tears to flow unimpeded. 
‘A Rose Studio press release declared his having been castigated by C.H.R.LS-T. devastated the 


actor. Shamed by his immoral behavior~"By the nude portraits and the wicked films T made in my 
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‘youth!"--he was doing penance for his sins by denying himself the pleasure of being among his fans. 

‘Carmine Salina was frightened and obeying orders. He was at Gaywyck West under Norman's 
surveillance until principle photography began in New York on Daniel Deronda in three months. There 
‘would be no more Broadway plays mucking with his shooting schedules. He would marry "someone" 
in the near future the way Norman would marry the Widow Roberts. His salary would never exceed 
Pickford's with whom he would sell war bonds. He would never mention Victor Krill again and obey 
orders of David Loftus and Alce Hall, with their five year exclusive Rose Studio contracts, would 
never work again, victims of Buzzy’s smears. 

Now glancing out atthe crimson stains on his walks, Norman accepted he had blood on his 
soul. "I feel as evil as King Leopold of Belgium, and as bad as overthrown Nicky.” Yet, he knew from 
Dostoevsky that redemption was possible, and from Seneca that sorrow was in life notin death. 

Picking up the phone, he asked to be connected to his Star Player, the rock upon whom he had 
‘built his Studio, When the phone on the other end began to ring, he wondered how long it would take 
for this guy Rose Pictures had signed atthe suggestion of Lily and Robert, this radiant Italian they were 
renaming Valentino, how long, he wondered, before he eclipsed Gatino the way Massine had taken 
care of the equally willful and ungrateful Nijinsky. And there was also Ben Santo to promote, 

He hung up the phone muttering: "Amends, schmamends, schmageggi! Nietzsche's right: We 
hhave art in order that we not perish from truth. Go make some art, Norman, and get the walk washed." 


‘Wearing a white robe, Robert Whyte Gaylord stood barefoot on the wide balcony outside his bedroom 


arms. It was a warm Indian Summer da 


at Gaywyck with a tense Cael in 


late Spring, yet the tall 
‘grass flowed like an easy tide on a perfect June day. The crafty cath’ daffodils quivered. Dozens of 
diminutive red Linyphid spiders, good-luck portents, were ballooning on silken strands off the banister. 


‘The two pals were watching a group of colorful call ducks on the lawn below directing by their quacks 
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‘blind old-timer lost and shouting for directions. Robert was. moved witnessing such co-operation. 

He felt fresh as rain-washed grass. "To be ft,” he explained to Cael, intently attending to the 
ducks and going nowhere, “means best able to do the job, So your methods of adaptation are passed on 
to the next generation, which acquires your newfangled claws. Is all about co-operation, hon. Like 
{ems defecating on marauding kestrels to stick their feathers together causing them to plummet to cath, 


Like fairies banding together to rid the world ofa pit-viper man! Boom!” he boomed, kissing the 


startled cat on the nose again and again after each exclamation. "Boom! Boom! Boom! Splat! Splat! 


Splat! He's dead? He's gone! Bye-bye Wicked Warlock of the West! Caio, Bad Guy! "Vengeance shall 
fall on thy disdain’ That makest but game on earnest pair.’ Wyatt was lucky to survive Henry Eight.” 


‘Cael squirmed free and scurried bac 


the room where Donough Gaylord sprawled laughing 
‘on the bed. Wrapped in morning sunlight as if wearing one of Higekuro's transparent robes, he looked 
captured and bound by the hot press of love recently shared and stil in thrall ofits tendr-taken 
breaths. 

“Donnie!” Robert whispered eyes wide. Standing inthe doorway he quoted Keats: "As when 
with ravished, aching, vassal eves,/ Lost ina soft amaze/1 gaze, 1 gaze." Freudians say God is 8 
projection of our unconscious minds. Gazing now I know they are right. My God!" 

"Well, as I've just been told with Cael, "Yo be fit means being able to do the job." 

"Exactly!" Robert agreed dropping his robe and approaching the bed led by his extended 
shadow. "And nature is not completely ruthless . Many animals" 

"and plans," Donough added moving to make room on the bed for the advancing predator 
bent warm on amorous theft and eager to feed on the heat of his body. 

"cooperate with others of ther own kind. And you are definitely my kind of guy.” 

“Haven't | most ardently cooperated and been able this moming to do my job, my daring?” 


"Aye! But the sea air sharpens appetite! The drama of nature's wonders out there and in here 
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keeps my heart in humor with my enduring dream of Paradise...namely you.” 
"But true love is a durable fire, 
In the mind ever burning, 
‘Never sick, never old, never dead, 
From itselfnever turning." 
Robert quickly turned his shadow into his laughing self, 
"It a glorious moming! Barry Sullivan exclaimed looking down at a colorful Gramercy Park, 
"A holy terror!" Tiernan Malley agreed standing by his side. 


Barry smiled and tugged Tiernan closer to him. The sound of the 


Mayo infleetions and 


the use of the classi Irish phrase happily caried him fur beyond the flat fields of common sense. 


‘The two young men were tight as buttons. For Barry, Ticrnan's flights in his trish dream-scape 
‘were a thing to treasure, like Gaywyck's fledgling swallows dancing and chatting overhead ful of joy 
and youth, "Tieman,” he whispered, "You help me to meet my soul. I's an Eden time. Eve's not been 
violated. Men are not subject to death. We are not yet each a walled city.” 

‘Ticman sighed sofily and kissed his dearest friend on the check. "Musha, dhese C.H.R.LS.T. 
bbanshees are stirrn’ on dhe papers about our love. It's a danger ta be safe in church Dhe true teachings 
6! Jay-sus are too spiritual fer dhe likes o' dhem. They changed Him into a look-alyke scold who comes 
trough Gatino's lookin’ glass in Paris at Satan's command.” Barry nodded. "We good men must jgnite 
«dhe night skies wit fllum once again, In mem'ry o' Jessie, Jay-sus is eager ta dance!” 

"But Robert ‘nauseates’ organized religion, dote, of any stripe!” 

"Dhis aint about religion, hon. It's all dhat heaven allows!" Tieman started telling a story about 
spiritual warrior, descendant of kings in an ancient tribe, akin to Dian Cech, the Irish god of healing, 


nd of his losing battle with tribal chiefs and high kings akin to Niet, the Irish god of war with legions 
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of soldiers riding in chariots. Barry gave his full atention. 

‘The Jesus photoplay, In Memory of Me, began with two-year old Yeshua descendant of the 
‘great King David, siting in his father’s carpentry shop in Nazareth, a small hill town in the region of 


Galil 


in the Roman province of Judea, Surrounded by his laughing halfsiblings, he is feedi 


‘goldfinch ants while watching Joseph make a crucifix for a group of waiting Roman soldiers 
“The ttle card defines crucifixion as a common form of punishment by the Roman invaders. All 

the troublemakers came out of Galilee..the revolutionaries, the freedom fighters. In this period, two 

thousand Jews were crucified. Like all bardic tales, it had a supematural vein, Jesus or Yeshua, is a 


+hasid, a Jewish holy man, a wonder-worker Druid curing the sick, raising the dead, walking on water, 


the wind and rain, playing magical practical jokes on His friends. He preaches kindness, 
love of neighbor~"Staples o! Jewish Law!~-and "Good News" of the coming Kingdom of God where 


‘everyone in His community will be children of Paradise. His good news is bad news for the Romans! 


t Francis 


invented religious pictures to inspire penance,” Barry said. "t's time for one 10 


inspite love and tolerance, hon! But, it must be a good show, too. Everyone knows the ending.” Tiernan 


‘was not showing the ending. The early life of Jesus unfolds from the Bible stories foreshadowed by the 
presence of crucifixes. Van Eyck’s jeweled robe is a nimbus of light: white linen. The last scene is 
Cana, After His first miracle, like in the Trastavere church mosaic, Jesus pus his arm around his 
‘mother’s shoulders and smiles as she nudges him into dancing the horah, the circle dance--"She knows 
she cannot keep the lid on her strange kid.” As in His death iconography, His arms extend wide, but He 
looks up into the camera and laughs with joy at being alive! The frame freezes and turns soul white, "It 
begins an’ ends wit Himsetf laughia’ happily ever after!” 

"The C.H.RLLS.T. brigade will call it Hollywood blasphemy. The nuns said Jesus never 
smiled.” 


"Jesus teaches freedom, equality, in body and spirit, to love and follow our consciences. The 


CHILDREN OF PARADISE/725 
last tite ear is Leviticus 19:18-~'You shall not take vengeance or bear a grudge against your 
countrymen, Love you fellow as yourself am the Lord.” We gays will read between the lines.” 

"Were we wrong, Ig?" Dicky asked floating in Norman's pool crying over Tieman's photoplay’” 

"Was David wrong ta stop Goliath, uv? ‘ed a used an ‘and granade if ‘ad one, 0°" 

"How now, spirit, wither wander you?™ was asked ofthe seemingly dew-dipped butterfly rising 
bbchind Ignatius up the steps ofthe poo! belonging to their boss, Norman Rose. 

nati, tailed by his firy-favored butterfly kept walking toward their apartment reminding 
Dicky Dugan how their boss was expected at dinner with Mary May Mills in one hour, They were 
stopping to pick up Norman's date, the Widow Roberts. Carmine and Freddie were going because 
Father Tom asked them to keep an eye on America's Darling for him. She was visiting the priest on the 
sly to study English poctry in memory of Victor Kill. 


Father Tom told Dicky it was the ballast keeping her from slipping away into total madness: 


“Her memory is prodigious and her understanding quite profound. Like so many theatrical children she 
‘was fitfllyedueated. Her gift forthe sublets of language convinces me her soul has founda efage 
Like Ophelia’ in favour and pretines." Elizabeth is particularly fond of her. Shes convinced the night 
of Vietors death is another scene she played before a camera.” 

“Tyler was also being counseled by Father Tom. One afternoon siting in the priest's garden he 
‘as startled by the arrival of Mary May carrying a bouquet of lowers for Elizabeth, When she saw 
him, she quickened her pace and hurried toward him extending the flowers. "These are for 
remembrance," se said most tenderly: "Pray, let us remember im!” Rising from his seat, he took the 
flowers. Asif welded to the spo, he allowed her to sip into his embrace. 

‘Together they stood weeping in remembrance ofthe man they loved. 


‘Tyler decided to go back to work on the remake of The Wizard of Oz. His only stipulations were 
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thatthe ile cad read: Victor Krill Production, and that the rights wo the Denislow drawings be 
bought by the legal department just as they bought the rights tothe text. "They are my touchstone. | 
could never better them and Victor would have wanted everything tobe above board, you know." 

Victor lft everything to Tyler in his wil. Leming he intended to move into his house, Emma 
Amaud and her father took it upon themselves o help him remove Vicior’s clothing. He eied al of the 
time until Carmine asked him to live in one ofthe cottages inthe Gaywyck West complex. 

Vietor’s house was given to Inspector Amand, Having decided not to retum to France at war's 


ced, it was 


hhome tothe end of his days, even after Emma married Christy Cabane and moved into a 
‘mansion suitable for a Star Player with five kids 
‘Tyler chose the cottage in the far comer of the grounds overlooking the Pacific, It was the one 


beside Carmine’ 


“drooping light-headed” willow tree and the small pond where the two mallard ducks 
lived, symbols of marital contentment, gifts from Japan, “This is where I would stay until Lam able to 
socept my life without Fred. 1 would obey the Bards orders: 
Make me a willow cabin at (his) gate 
And call upon my soul within the hows, 
Write loyal cantons of contemnéd love. 
And sing them loud even in the dead of night." 

“Tyler old this story to Dickie; the rwo of them wep sofly together. Now bobbing ia Norman's 
pool savoring the butterlys vanishing act among the orchids, Dickie, could not imagine a life without 
Iggy watching over him in the tent they pitched together. 

With a jolt, he realized he would have to put on some speed and follow Iggy’ lead into the 
house if he was to be a good boy and keep his promise to iron a clean shirt for him to wear under his 
uniform jacket. Suddenly feeling like litle amb latin a wood he knew he would always be good and 


true to his word with someone like Ig watching over him, just as Miss Jessie would have been had she 
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been lucky enough to find an Igay to watch over her. Eschewing metaphysics, Dickie heaved himself 
‘out of the poo! to go iron a shirt forthe man he loved, man who never would Ieam how to iron his, 
‘own shirt during the half-century they lived together. 

Carmine Salina was bitterly disappointed by the food on his plate. He knew he was on a mission for 
Father Tom and Elizabeth. It was ll very well forthe salvation of his eternal soul, but his temporal 
‘body was fit tobe tied. For the past few days he was anticipating Eula Sutpen's divine cooking 
‘knowing it would grace both his body and his soul. The overcooked lamb swimming in a tasteless 
thick, brown American gravy was an abomination: A sin against the poor little lamb who had sacrificed 
its litle life rounded 


1 sleep. "What's cookin’ here?" he wondered, "Where is my Eula?” 

"Where is your Eula?” he asked Mrs. Mills when they were being served coffee by an unknown, 
‘uniformed Black maid in the immense faux-Tudor parlor of the Mills palace, Sunnybrook. 

So started by the question was Mrs. Mills that she tilted her coffee cup splashing her orate 
‘midhnight-blue satin gown. Shaken, she said: "She left us in the lurch quite suddenly." 

"Oh," he said wondering ifa "turch” was like the “launch” to Norman's boat or was it like the 
“hutl™ he once heard someone refer to as an exit vehicle, Whatever it was he did't like it. He didn't 
like the way she glowered at him as if he had made some unpleasant smell, He did't like the way she 
‘neatly fell over the long tain on her silly costume in her flight far across the room to join Norman and 
the Widow Roberts playing love-birds on the velvet love seat. There was something rotten afoot again, 

"What isa ‘lurch, Freddie?” Carmine asked staring out at the immense moon from the ear 


‘window while being driven home, Mars and Venus aglow were counterweights in the 


it sky. 
"A what?” 
"A lurch, Eula left them in their lurch.” 


‘There was a moment of confused silence until the sentence was parsed and a plausible 
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defi 


mn given to “lurch” and to “huff.” Nobody laughed. They knew Eula Sutpen was not the type of | 


person to leave anyone she loved the way she loved Mary May in any way but 


‘a mortuary wagon, 

Later that night Carmine was afloat in the poo! on the purple-kimono rubber raft. The weather 
‘was blissfully balmy, the air redolent with flowers, the sea a comforting murmur, and he was homesick 
for Sicily and for Donough Gaylord’s calming embrace. He was also unnerved by the reflection ofthe 
{ull moon in the water. It looked like a giant, gol, fried egg, so huge was its surrounding nimbus 

Freddie was sitting by the side of the pool staring at the moon's disconcerting presence. Tyler 
‘appeared unable to sleep: "The moon is keeping me awake. Is light is shining right though the heavy 
«drapes in the bedroom! Look at it! Doesnt it look like the sombrero Lily wears in Cutie Pie? 


‘The three men gaped at what decidedly looked like a sombrero projected on a mo 
Nakadbai interrupted their reverie by escorting Inspector Amaud into their midst. 
"At this hour?" Freddie wondered aloud rising to don a robe. 
"Please do not bother to dress, Fred,” Amaud insisted unbuttoning is shirt. "May 1 join you, 
Carmine, please? It is warm like Provence tonight and equally fragrant.” In seconds he was out of his 


clothing and into the pool. When he surfaced he said to them all 


‘could not sleep! This moon has me 
‘brooding on Victor's death. It was lemony the night he was murdered. | went fora drive and now find 
‘myself here with you. I swear I was led by the moonbeams! It is most remarkable is it not?” 

"Yes," Carmine agreed adding as an aside to himself: "Unlike for Cleopatra when Antony dies, 
there is something sill remarkable for us beneath the visiting moon, no?" 

Nakadai again interrupted his reverie by escorting Father Tom into their midst. 

“Hi! May I join you guys?” he asked, voice warm with friendship. Looking longingly at the 
pool, he quickly shed his clothes. "Have you even seen such a crazy moon?" he demanded before 
diving into the center ofits reflection. There was silence until the priest resurfaced. "I couldn sleep!" 


the boomed shaking the water from his thick head of blond hair. “I was pacing the house so Lizzie told 
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‘me to go for a ride and somehow I wound up here! Great night for a swim! What's up with you guys?” 

"You let Lizzie in the lurch!" Carmine exclaimed. "Eula lurched from Mary May?" 

"Eula Sutpen?" Inspector Amaud queried the group with surprise i his voice. “Ist she with 
Mary May? Loftus found a file on her in O'Shaughnessy’ cabinet. We need to go look~" 

[Nakadai interrupted the sentence introducing David Loftus: "Evening fellas! he said as a 
preface to his confirming Amauets thought: “Her whereabouts are probably inthe file the way Lilly's 


‘were, She's part of Mary May's ‘watertight’ alibi. And speaking of wa 


He was out of his clothes 
‘nd into the pool with a huge splash shattering the moon's reflection the way a horse would scatter 
shards of eandy window glass. Everyone waited for him to resurface and admit the expected: “Wow!” 


the admitted: "The moon was banging on my window telling me to go outside and adi 


Nan's 
sound asleep. I just knew you guys would be up! You sure Eula's not with Mary May?" 
‘Carmine drifted among the moon-gazing, floating men-now joined by Freddie and Tyler-- 


fanning fresh hi 


its with wonder by admiring differences. Every erect flower and leaf inthe garden 
‘was individually moonlit, especially the fingetre's feathery, fufly, dangling white, pyramidal panicles 
beside the pool. IPhe needed an allegorical alibi forthe scene to include the glistening, companionable 


display of the moon-marked emphatic phallus, it was because the earth was an agent of fertility. It was 


«seminal confluence lurching toward good times ahead. He could fel it in his atoms, 

"Now my minions ofthe mooe,” Inspector Amaud called out imposing undivided attention. The 
ripples stilled; the moon reassembled itself disguised asa sombrero, "We must discover what has 
hhappened to Eula Sutpen!™ 

"We need to talk to Lily Mars. Somehow, I know she will lead us to Eula," Carmine insisted, 

"We can't get to her.” Fredaie said. "She isnot allowed visitors under state aw" 

"Yup, its true! Father Tom concurred. "As her spiritual advisor I thought I could" 


"Nakadai interrupted the conversation for what was the inal time that evening. Maurice and 
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‘Alee did not say a word. They quickly stripped and jumped into the pool. When they came up for air in 
the center ofthe sombrero Alce asked why everyone was so solemn on such a brilliant night and why 


hhe and Maurice hado't been invited tothe party. “Ob,” he said when David explained it was a 


spontaneous gathering and everyone was concemed about Lily Mars and Eula Sutpen. 


"Oh!" Maurice echoed. "We couldn't sleep. We drove tothe ocean to see the moon before we 
realized the view is best from here. If you go through official channels to see Lily the press will be on 
‘our tails. think Alee and David need to play cops and robbers again. They can say the D.A. sent them 
to question her about her drug supply. Father Tom can say he wants to give her support.” 

"The uniforms are still here Dicky never returned them to wardrobe." 


David and I cannot go tomorow," Alee said. "We are on location with Mary May and Ben 
traveling through the Rose Studio forest to Oz. It will have to wait until Sunday." 
"Sunday is always a good day!" Father Tom said enthusiastically "I'm busy inthe morning." 
Looking around tthe men basking inthe moon-glow he thought the neatly delineated moon beams 
bouncing off their wet bodies resembled the ones emanating from saints in Halian paintings. 
Laughing happily a the sight of his friends heads bright as brass buttons in his poo, Carmine 
rolled off the rubber kimono and splashed into the water. The presence ofthe flowers was carried 10 


hhim on mingled currents of fragrance. Missing the absent Gramercy Four, he called out to them in 


‘memory. He dove deep into Hikeguro's beaming embrace: "Much missed by moonlight!” 


Robert's mother died in her sleep. 

"she was feeling perfectly fine at dinner,” Sister Rose told Robert and Donough in the convent 
chapel where they sat with the coffin set inside the altar rails surrounded by lit candles. "When I went 
to wake her in the morning for vespers she was gone. t could not have been a more peaceful passing.” 


Peaceful or not, she had passed. She was dead, gone deep into his irretrievable past. Robert 
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‘wondered what she was wearing inside the wooden box. The nuns had offered to lift the lid for him but 
hhe had refused. He had no desire to witness mighty and dreadful Death’s success. 

He had a clear image in his head of his mother smiling at him and telling him how happy she 
‘was seeing him so very happy with Donough Gaylord. "My dear, I see how good you are to each other 
‘That is the heart of the matter..the chief purpose ofthe heart’ life, I think, to live like guardian angels.” 

‘Years ago when his father lay dead in a similar wooden coffin, Robert had shared a chaste bed 
‘with Donough and cried out his grief in his warm embrace. Back in the country inn where they were 
staying for two nights, he again cried in a chaste, tight embrace and fell asleep. 


He dreamed he was swimming in the spring-fed warmth of the pool in Paradise, And it was now 


«8 vast, dark pool, a pool without borders, a poo! full of blinding reflected stars hot as Donough’s body. 
He swam in the night in search of the morning. Into and through the Big Dipper he swam; then into 
Cassiopeia where he felt trapped as iin a wooden box. Out into the depths of night he sped feeling lost 
‘among the stars. Where was the dancing one under which his mother died? Was it that he sought and 
‘not mourning? And then he knew he was not swimming in a pool but in all eternity: ahead was the 
Milky Way transformed into a barrier of light beyond which he could not go. Yet, He knew he could 
not enter yet, It was a star-dust realm he could only enter dust-to-dust. It was time for him to wake up. 
Back at Gramercy Park, he sat in a cold bath reading the photoplay for Daniel Deronda. The 


day was much to hot. Donough was at work. Cal was upside-down in the coo, porcelain 


asleep. 
‘When he awoke, Robert would fill his pool with cold water allowing the Persian to float in tiger 
fashion, his chin resting on the sink’s rim. His body was actually quite small, a ftte larger than a fat 
squirrel. The thick, fufly, predominately white coat tripled his size visually. He hated the heat with a 
passion matching Robert's—almost tothe point of distemper. On hot days with his fur on end, he 
resembled his nemesis, the sun: a sphere with no solid core. 


His dangling tail began to twitch. "He's dreaming,” Robert observed, moved (as always) by the 
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sight. "Ia cat dreams, must there be memories? How cane have memories and not soul like me? 
Those people who call sef-graifcaion: sel-care, ‘self abuse’ put it out that only we pathetic humans 
have souls. Only humans go to their Heaven. Who wants to be ina place with no cats upside-down on 
clouds fly as they? Dust to standust, I say, for us all! As soft and still a closing as Mailer’ Ninth, 
even when the bel tolling isthe bang ofa gun, I think * 

‘Cael awoke with a “chirp.” He scrambled toa sitting postion staring at Robert attentively, 
‘waiting, Obediently, his youngest caretaker rose, stepped dripping to the snk, and plugged it under 
CCaet's curled tail, Turning onthe faucet toa gentle flow, he grinned as his feline companion pured and 
squatted, positioning his chin using his front paws, soon vanished beneath his submerged chest 


‘Watching this familiar performance, Rober’ heart ached remembering his mother’s I 


ighter 
‘hen she fist witnessed Caet’s aquaties at Gaywyek. He felt at low ebb today. The easualty figures in 
the morning's paper from the newly-ended World War were incomprehensible, “All those people to 


bury! Finally, Isaiah's ‘swords into plowshares' 


ill come to pass...until the next war." There was also 


nad for Sunday's edtion~-Enoy a Bigger and Better Sunday!--announcing its cover story: "The 
Decline of Lil 


ly!" with one of his portraits enticing readers to buy and savor her “tragedy.” 
He longed to run away from this tacky, thoughtless world, Not to di, not to vanish, just to hide. 


“It doesn't work for Metisande, hon. ‘Ne me fouchex pas, ain't my style.” Gaywyck. He needed to run to 


Gaywyck. Not to die, not to vanish, just to be sane and serene. The dancing swallows beckoned, 


Lily Mars was sedated into a deep sleep. The cleaning woman entered her room with the mental 
institution's Matron. The petite Black woman with the mop worked silently. She had been placed in the 
care of the state in perpetuity by the Los Angeles police as a danger to public safety. However, she 
proved docile and silent. Always short of staff; Matron decided to put her to work. Asa danger to 


public safety, Missy, as she was called, was not allowed near sharp implements. Mops used with 
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supervision were deemed no cause for worry. She was a hard worker, careful and thorough and exact. 
‘She took great pleasure in her work ifthe expression on her face as she washed the floor around the bed 
‘was to be trusted. Matron prided herself on her knowledge of human nature. The only thing that would 
make a Black person a danger to public safety was not having a strong hand to guide them. For surely, 
everyone knew they were all unruly chiklren were they not? 

Matron was called away. Two LAPD policemen and a priest were asking to see her. 
Before his mother’s death, Robert was immersed in pre-production for both Madame Buaterfly (with 
Emma Amaud and Valentino), and Danie! Deronda. He had acquired the rights to Willa Cathers O 
Pioneers! With The Woman in White still raking inthe profits, he bought the rights to No Name for 
Emma and David, and the rights to | Promessi Sposi and The Charter House of Parma for Carmine at 
his suggestion, along withthe bestselling The U.P. Trail by Zane Grey for Ben Santo, He supervised 
six two-reelers and made one three-reeler of his own based on a story by Horatio Alger set inthe streets 
‘of Manhattan, Tyler had recently called from Hollywood suggesting they make Deronda on location in 


Europe now thatthe war was over. “Why not follow Mister Griffith's lead again? He' 


n war-wasted 
France making Hearts of the World with Gish and Harron? Victor often spoke of Rose Studio making a 
quality picture on location to match Linder’s Count of Monte Christo. Why can\it be our Deronda?" 
‘Vaairiel agreed to break from his medical studies to help Tiernan sell his Jesus dancing idea to Robert, 
‘currently in seclusion at Gaywyck in deep mourning for his mother. Vadriel and Armand went for a 
quiet weekend with him and Donough on Long Island before Armand went to Hollywood to play the 
lion and roar at Norman and the other wagzish boys known as studio chiefs in his Wall Street thrall. 

“A movie about Jesus Christ?!" Robert Whyte Gaylord shouted into the bright blue sky. 


"Excuse me while I go drown myself, Vay. [rather make a picture about Henry the Eighth, for 
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Christ's sake! No pun intended, hon. Isn't Tiernan working on something for Carmine to do with Irish 
‘myths and legends? Why has he turned his attentions to Christian ones? I had no idea he was 
religious! Without waiting for an answer, be rose naked from the dune, white as a seagul's botiom, 
‘and raced into the Autumnal sea screaming for mercy followed by Mysha singing his hound songs, 


"You want him to make a picture about Jesus, Vadrie!?” Donough asked aghast. 


's about the young, beautiful Jesus dancing, Donny.” Armand explained, amused by how 
correct he had been when he told Vadriel Jesus would be a hard sell to any right-thinking person, 
"Jesus dancing? Who ever heard of such a thing? All he ever did was suffer for our sins, no?" 


"No!" both Armand and Vadrie! shouted in unison. 


"Lam not hawking religion here, hon,” Vadriel started selling furiously hard, "I'm hawking the 


tolerance and faith, hope, and charity of Father Tom. tm hawking love of humanity. And Jet he who is 
‘without sin cast the first stone. It’s a picture about the ultimate mensch. Always on the side of the social 


‘outcast! Always resistant to social and religious authority! It's the Jesus of Miss Jessie, Donnie, the 


‘symbol of love and joy. I's about a very human kid who snaps at his mum at Cana, who leaves home in 
‘huff! Remember Emerson's Self-Reliance: "Pythagoras was misunderstood, and Socrates, and Jesus, 
‘nd Luther, and Copernicus, and Galileo, and Newton, and every pure and wise spirit that ever took 
flesh, To be great is to be misunderstood.” Fade out in light as bright as Jesse's smile." 

“In short, Donnie,” Armand concluded, "Our kind of guy! And he never said a word against our 
ind of guy! Please remember, we are not responsible for what people make of us after we are dead.” 

“Interesting,” Donough said softly, rising from the dune with the grace and long legs of a 
plover. He raced into the surf to capture Robert and wrestle him to shore to listen with an open mind to 
picture about a dancing Jesus who would not be shown as a Aryan blond with long ringlets and a 
finger raised to heaven as if calling his hairdresser over to discuss hair colo. 


"He is proof God made man in his image and likeness!" Vadriel said pointing at Donough's 
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splendor, naked as Adam in his Paradise. "Though that idea is dreadfully self-centered of us humans.” 

"Dreadfully," Armand agreed admiring Vadrie's equal splendor reclining on a dune naked as 
Adam reclining on Michaelangelo's Sistine-Chapel cloud pointing his finger at God." do think angels 
‘were made in your image and likeness to be presentable to us humans, Mary would have fled in horror 
ata swirling cloud of luminosity and never been impregnated by Raphae!'s upraised digit.” 

“Difference of sex we never knew./ No more than guardian angels do,’ Vadriel joked, quoting 
Donne. Rose has a new subject for a motion picture with a cast of erucfied thousands, Let Tyler set 
Jesus dancing into our new brave world with the lion and the tin woodman and the scarecrow.” 

‘Both men shouted at the sight of Robert being hauled from the sea tossed over Donough's 
shoulder, He was throwing them the "eratered moon” described by Carmine in Corregio's Assumption, 
Beating a tattoo on Donough's firm rump with his hands, Robert sang atthe top of his voice: "Jesus 
loves me-this Iknow/ For the Bible tells me so!” 

‘When asked by Armand over the telephone why, after Norman's amend, he wasn't coming to New 
‘York to attend Robert’ pre-production meetings with Tyler and Tourneur for Daniel Deronda, there 


‘was silence, Thon a curt: "Amend?" 


"Tbe with you in afew days.” 
"Those 


ious types could put the fear of God in God!” Norman crowed to Armand in person, 
ending the vist withthe highest praise Buzzy Broomstick could muster: "He says I put the ‘sin in 
sincere! They've gota lotto teach me! But ma fst camer. I want Robert o start shooting his Jesus 
Jmmediately! Give ‘em what they want, I say. Someone once told me the movies were about pretty 
people suffering! Tell our Pretty Boy star he can do whatever he wants. Allis forgiven!” 


"All is forgiven?!” Carmine gasped when told by Armand. "You spotted snakes with double 


tomgue..." This he who has been translated into an ass, Army. will chide no breather in the world but 
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‘myself.' When do we exit this dream dump throwing hasty kisses all around?" 

‘Wearing a cafian of Indian cotton thin as a sheet of rice paper, Robert stood studying his van Eyck 
painting. He was sorry Jessie's “party girl” was not going to be in silks and satins with ruby slippers. 
However, having him draped in white light would work just as well. Tyler's costume sketches were as 
celegant as anything devised by van Eyck. He knew Jessie would be very pleased with the graceful 
‘young man he and Sholem-Mayer cast as Jesus from the Yiddish Theater group at Chris House where 
Robert was now on the Board of Directors. 

‘It was hard to imagine anyone wearing stylish robes in the suffocating heat wave necessitating 
the drapes being drawn and the chandelier lit (on low) at noon. It was also hard to concentrate with 
Cael shufMling around the room complaining, pausing only to fling himself down on his side with a 
loud grunt and to roll himself over on his back sticking his legs up in the air to acrate his thick fur. 

"I get it! I get it! Hang in there, bub. We'll eave for Gaywyck as soon as Donough gets home 


from his errands. You will be out there for two whole months, hon.” Still on his back, Cael dropped his 


legs to the floor with a loud sigh and noisily hyperventilated. “Oh, god! I've taught you well.” 

‘The front door opened with a latch key. Cacl jumped to his feet and bounded from the room, tail 
high with expectation, In seconds he was back complaining with Taio in tow carrying packages. The 
‘man was wearing a light, white cotton ensemble; he looked utterly unrufMled by the 104° heat. 


"Did you get everything you wanted, at Vaccaro's, Taio?” 


"Yes, I did. After all these years, I have a standing order. Seeded cookies forthe children and 
[Nanny Welles. Cannoli for Brian and Margaret. Biscotti for Ambrose. Now I must wrap every thing 
and place the cannoli on the ice. If Mister Donough wishes to leave soon, Iwill wrap the gifts on the 

in Gl 


‘at Cael who was again on his back sobbing and looking like a four-legged carpet, Taio 


‘umed away so as not to laugh and asked the obvious, "Not home yet?” 
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Robert shook his head. "Not yet. He said he'd be here by noon. The carriage is being hitched for 
‘two o'lock run, Brian is expecting us a five. Vadriel and Armand left this morning by car with 
Placidia and Eugene and Georgi. Dicky and Iggy and Barry and Tiernan are driving out tomorrow with 
Fergus and his Deirdre: The Gages are taking Fred and Carmine and Rudy tonight with Miss Blossom 


and her Greg, Lily and Benoit and Eula will come out by train tomorrow with Gobby and his famil 


David, Nancy, Ben, Tyler, Thérése, Bella Maria and Stefano and Pier Agnelli Inspector Amaud, 
Emma, and Christy and the twins are driving out tomorrow, too. I think thats everybody. The 
Europeans are staying at The Elms. Maurice and Alec are coming out with us and staying with Vadriel 
and Armand. Iggy will drive our lotto the train this afternoon in the Rolls.” 

"And the fireworks?” 

"Safely stowed at Gaywyck. As usual, they arrived right on time yesterday from Ohio.” 


‘Suddenly, Cael leaped half-way across the room and bounded into the foyer. "There's Donnie now. 


He's probably coming around the commer. i better go get dressed and finish packing. I cannot find The 
Way ofthe World.  Whoughe it was here but it must beat Gaywyck." 

"What sit, Mister Robert?" 

"t's a play Thérése wants to do with Carmine in Paris. We're going to read it aloud this 
‘weekend. Freie want to translate it for them.” The front door opened. Instead of Donough entering 
the room, red ball preceded him followed by a joyful, playful Cal. The two men stared at each other. 

"Sorry 'm late. I went shopping forthe Kitten Bll Isa relatively new game they cll ‘indoor 
baseball’ Firemen ply it for exercise. The ball’ bigger than a regular baseball and its sof." He lifted a 
large bag. "I bought afew bats. The diamond is smaller and you pitch undeshand. think Lily will love 
it.I had to go to four bookstores to Find ten copies of the Congreve play. Are we almost ready?" 

“cannot find our copy ofthe play anywhere. [know its here brought i in from Long Island 


last year so could read it before we went to see it, Did you bring it back out?" 
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"No. It is here." Donough said removing his Panama hat and taking off his white cotton jacket. 


"Whereis it, please?" Robert asked, quite annoyed to be the only human anguished by the heat. 


"In my traveling bag. I put iin there whea Carmine told me lastnight at dinner he wanted 10 
read it loud this weekend. I think Thérése will make a magnificent Lady Wishfort.~' look like an old, 
pected wall! Carmine's Mirabell will be outstanding. We will go to Pars frit. matter the season.” 
He winked at Taio, "Puta move on, boys. We do not want tobe late fr the train, Iggy willbe here any 
minute, Where are Maurice and Alco?" 

"They just called. They are on their way.” 

‘The train ride out to the east end of Long Island was without incident. Happily, the air turned 
cooler asthe train sped away from the paralyzing (for some) heatwave, Cael slept in Donough's lap, 

‘Two perfect days later, on mid-summer's day, a noisy softball game was in full swing on the 
back lawn, Tired from all the laughing, swimming, talking, and working at being a good host, Robert 
excused himself and went into the house with Cael to check on lunch. (Myshkin was bounding around 
‘behaving like a dog on holiday.) The kitchen was empty. Everyone was out playing ball or visiting with 
cach other, Masses of summer food sat wrapped in bowls ready to be carried outside 1 be put on tables 
‘ron the grill. There was enough to feed an army because there was an army on the back lawn. 

Robert fixed himself a gin and tonic. Looking down at Cac! leaning against his leg, he noticed a 
large grass stain on his white trousers. “Oy!” he muttered. "Should I change these? Does anybody 
care? Silence, "Well, car. Let's go upstairs, toot.” 

Sipping the gin and tone, he pushed open the doors tothe dining room. The huge waterilies of 
“Monet sprang off the wall and startled him forthe thousandth time. He pausod on his quest and gazed. 
After several quieting minutes, he wandered out into the main entrance foyer. Suddenly, he 
remembered having hidden behind the marble satyr in the embrace of the staircase the first night 


Donough brought Goodbody and Mortimer to Gaywyek. It scemed a thousand years ago! "Wasn't it 
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Donough’ frst visit to Gaywyk after I was hired as librarian? I will never stop missing those two. It 
‘was Donnie’ birthday. He was thirty-one. I was being bom. It was snowing,” he reminded Cael 

He stood looking up atthe great oval window humming the love theme from Fanciulla. The 
cheering softball players were his chorus. Originally, he intended going down the long corridor on his 
right where the end-staircase took him directly o his dressing room on the second floor. He would pass 
the small study where Danvers interviewed him his frst night at Gaywyck, the night he saw his 
‘mother’s face--he thought~in the mirror over the mantle, They told him it was the reflected Della 
Francesca. His mother's face? There would be no more sightings of his mother’s face except in his 
dreams. And in his own mirror, for he resembled his mother physically 


Many nights under that mirror, Danvers had lectured to him and read to him from the classics, 


especially from his revered Giordano Bruno. He was obsessed with the expulsion of the triumphant 
‘beast of ignorance, superstition, and prejudice, and by replacing them with the religion of reason and 
the theology of natural science. Robert was grateful for those exercises when Vadril came to similar 
‘conclusions and the two friends met on common ground prepared for them by Danvers. He also assured 
Robert he was not cut out to be a mystic even if, ike Rolle, his heart was on fire with the sweetness of 
Jove and a heat indescribable. His ‘durable fire’ was for Donough Gaylord, not for Eternal Life, 

‘Cael began walking up the main staircase. Robert obediently followed. 

He paused on the landing submerged in light bright as a lightening flash. The warm. 
tilded by sunbeams. He felt weighed down by memories galloping around in his head. The first time he 


kissed Donough Gaylord was on this landing aglow in moonbeams. "I was drunk after the birthday 
party," he reminded Cael. "It was the first time I was ever drunk. He was carrying me up to bed. There 
‘was a moon full and enormous. It emerged from behind clouds and I told him [loved him more than 


the moon and more than you. Then I kissed him on his warm cheek.” Robert 


L. "Love allows no 


compromise,” he added not knowing why, but seemingly in response to the people shouting on the 
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lawn ouside. Somehow, sentiment had overtaken reason. 

“The raucous shouting moved him upwards. On the ssond floor landing he got a dreadful shock. 
[A the frend opposite his destination, he imagined he saw Jones racing along with his robe ying 
behind him resembling the wings ofa bat. was of course, only shadows but he thought he heard the 


‘mocking voice of Jones calling out, "Bob Whyte! Bob Whyte!” amidst the shouting, only to realize 


someone was yelling: “Outta sight! Outta sight!” He surmised it was this sound that triggered the 
hallucinatory shadow play of the scurrilous Jones emerging from Danvers’ room soon before he was 
‘murdered by Cormac Gaylord, 

‘Cael stood staring into the same shifting shadows. The fur on his body was standing on end, 


Instead of going directly o his room, Robert continued up the stairs to the third landing. He headed 


‘down the hall to the music room with Cael close behind. The cat's body was low to the ground and his 


cea’s were tilted forward, funnel shaped, as if he were reliving the past with Robert, "Why are you in 


‘wateh-cat mode, sweetheart? 


{eady to be my hero again? Is Keyes waiting for us inthe music room to 
‘even up the score. I talk erazy! We spent a lt of time in the music room, he, you, and I.” 

When Robert first arrived, Gaywyck was full ofa silence composed of unspoken words. Keyes 
used music to make the silence render up al the sadness it contained. He made the silence sing. "Music 
is never indisereet,” he said, "and when it laments, it never needs explain why.” 

Robert had no idea why he was going to the music room or why he felt so sad. Sentiment had, 
indeed, replaced reason. He strolled slowly down the hall pausing at each painting and piece of 
sculpture on the antique tables, each seen anew after the house tours he had been giving of “Chateau 
Gaywyck" or "Palazzo Gaywyck. Once this art had stirred his passions to speak such a beautiful 
language when his lack of experience denied him words for what he wanted to say. His instincts, 


because they were natural to him, were able to develop fora long time without his being aware of 


them. He could hardly fear the words once he had consented tothe deeds. 
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"ose tack of things. | forget so much. How could I ever forget these Vullards we bought in 
Paris five years ago with Goodbody and Mortimer? | thought Thérése was going to faint when she saw 
them. He's her favorite punter. And these Manets we bought aftr our stay in Paradis join Donnie's 
portrait in his study? I cannot lok at them without seeing us in that pool and hearing Baltasar braying 


with happiness. You would love him, dear heart. A donkey is nothing like a dog, trust me,” 


Everything reminded him of something else. It was as if the Greek and Roman "method of lo. 


had converted Gaywyck into a memory palace where he had "found himself amidst the fluctuating 


‘matter ofthe universe” in the words of Danvers, who told him this was his chef assignment in life, to 
find himself and then to find his beloved. He had done both inthis house. 


"We were both ready fora love affair, but not for love,” he thought, passing the room where 
Miss Blossom and her Gregg were staying, and remembering once peering inside the partly open door 
and seeing Goodbody and Mortimer naked in front of the fire talking about him and Donough. 

Even with all these visual prompts, be wondered how much of his life was edited out and. 
closeted in this memory palace. Just as the house had secret passages, so had his soul, It was sad how 


Aoeting everything was, including memory. “Swish, swish, swish, indeed. 


‘Once inside the music room, he knew why he there. Firstly, Carmine was right the Christ child 
in Tiepolo's Madonna of the Goldfinch did have the same aubum hair color of Armand de Guise. How 


could he have forgotten 


i? Secondly, the room offered the best wide-angled view of the rear lawn. 
He crossed to the large window and scooped Cacl up into his embrace. The two stood staring at 
all the activity on the usually vacant, gently loping lawn separating the house from the beach. Robert 
Jaughed remembering Alec reading Witwoud's line from the last act of The Way of the World the 
previous night. "Hey, day! Have you all gotten together lke players at the end of he last act?” 
‘And there the players were, indeed, playing their heats out, each in his and her own fashion! 


‘The team captains were Donough and Armand, whose team was up at bat. Both were shouting out 
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instractions and encouragement. Vadrel was Umpire; he was encouraging Mysbkin inthe Outfield to 
catch the lavender ball and win the game for Army's side while swaying to the singing of "Some of 
‘These Days" by Dixie Dugan up at bat. On the Pitcher’s Mound, Carmine was juggling red and 
lavender balls, singing along with Dixie, then dancing a tango with his baseball mit 

Having score First Base Lily Mars was tickling and kising Fist Baseman Benoit the man 10 
‘whom she was engaged: he would be shooting Danie! Deronda with he as assistant director in Europe. 
(On Second Base, Freddie stood waving Norman's telegram in Tieman, the Second Baseman’ face: 
“FULL STEAM AHEAD DANCING JEWISH BOY BIOPIC STOP MUST SHOW ZEALOTS 
MAMA'S VISION OF DEAD SON OR WE HAVE PIE A LA MODE WITH NO MODE STOP 
LOVE TO ALL STOP TRY TO HAVE FUN WITHOUT ME STOP KING DADDY STOP." On 
‘Third fase, Placidia was shouting at Dixie to hit a homer so she could slide into Home Base, 
something she was bor yearning todo, while her hosband, Third iassman Eugene Foss, threatened 
prison terms to Left Outilder Iggy, who was doing handstand, and Right Oufeldr Barry, who was 
worried about Tienan’s ashen face on Second Base and not paying attention to Myshkin eating his. 
Aropped mit. Ambrose shuffled among them proffering glasses of lemonade unafraid ofthe sf ball 

Wading inthe surf, Thértse was leaming "Yankee Doodle Dandy” from Eula, Macve O'Malley, 
Margaret, and Florence Gage. They were singing so loudly Robert could hear them over Dixie's Last of 
the Red Hot Mamas. Alfed Gage and Inspector Amaud were walking onthe Strand deep in 
conversation while Taio and Nanny Wells, Emma Cabane and her husband Christ, Fergus and 
Deine, wer onthe boulder supervising the chile swimming, making a racket n loud counterpoint 
to the singers. Bon Santo and Valentino and Alec were swimming way out beyond the breakers looking 
as if they had fins, so graceful were their movements. Maurice sat on the shore worrying about sharks 
with Brian beside him eating peach. Between the patriotic singers and the bold swimmers, Bella 


“Maria, Stefano Gruppo, and Pier Angell frolicked in the breakers laughing and chattering loudly in 


(CHILDREN OF PARADISE/743 

Ttalian watching David and Nancy Loftus flying a red, white, and blue kite with Georgi Foster, Deirdre 

‘O'Malley, and Gabriel Norcia’ three boys. Their parents were stretched out on a blanket sunbathing. 
‘The stoic Botticelli Madonna was no longer alone in the room reflecting in the mirrors like the 


‘moming star. In his peripheral vision, Robert could see her companion, Tiepelo's sorrowful Madonna 


of the Goldfinch, Mer grief inthe suffering she could foresee was not something he wanted 10 
contemplate at this blessed, present moment in his blessed life. Mingling with the shouts and cheers 
and laughter, he could hear Keyes a the piano playing the Mahler lied he had composed for Danvers 
withthe text from a favorite classical play by Seneca, Oedipus: 

"Fate guides us, and we surrender unto it 

And our worrisome thoughts cannot change 

The fixed threads ofthe warped spindle. 

All things which we do and bear, 

On Fate's lofty decree depend; 

And the harsh sister does not rewind the twisted thread. 

The Fates proceed ina definite order, 

While each of us goes with uncertainty 

Toward his own destiny." 

Leaning forward, he was startled to see way down below Donough Gaylord smiling up at him. 

Asi focused by a zoom lens, his eyes registered nothing else. There was nothing else of importance 
but that loving smite. Happily, he smiled back and began to croon a popular ditty he loved: 

“Every little moment I'm with you I'm happy. 

Every little moment without you I'm blue. 

Every litle moment I only want you. 


Here and now, here we vow: 


(CHILDREN OF PARADISE/744 
1 attend, defend, befriend, and love you. 
When you're near, I know dear, you're my beau, my Romeo.” 

Miss Blossom and her boyftiend Gregg assisted by Tyler were arranging flowers on the picnic 


the 


tables. Dixie told Robert, Miss Blossom and Tyler nearly required sedatives when they first vi 
cutting garden, Now, in fit of happiness, the florist picked up an armload of various flowers and 
tossed them high into the air atthe very moment Robert raised his arm to wave to Donough and 
Donough raised his hand to his lips to throw Robert a kiss, 

With Beautiful Dreamer, a calliope announced the commencement of carousel rides on the 
‘newest toy at Gaywyck. Built by ther friend Bamey Ilion, it was very like the one he operated in 


Coney Island, the one the Gramercy Four loved riding with its orate, wildly inventive, hand-carved 


hhorses now waiting for seven couples on a first come, frst serve basis ina former bam, With Victor 
‘gone, who would the seventh joined comrades be? Whose dreams would fly them to Gaywyek? There 


‘was also the "Chariot of the Sun” for the horse-shy with a copy of 


Romano's vault fresco in 


Mantua ofthe undercarriage ofthe Chariots of both Sun and Moon. The sight from below of the flying, 


naked Apollo was a flawless way to honor the intoxicating beanté male. The calliope brought together 


all the airborne larking. It gathered it and gave it the form ofits classi, haunting melody in waltz time, 
"Nothing silent about our Gd" he muttered to sleepy Cael. "Let's gt on with this show, baby!” 
“Turing from the window, Robert Whyte Gaylord left the music room and its timeless treasures, 


closing the door silently behind him. In the newly vacated sunbeams, dust motes danced, the remains of 


time past, the sticrngs of time present, ad the harbingers of ime out of 
In hallways and foyers and cortidrs and bedrooms ia living rooms and studies and library and 
loos, Robert's voiee echoed with his command: 
Nota mouse 


‘Shall disturb this hallowed house. 
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Hand and hand with fairy grace. 

Wil we sing, and bless his pace. 

And the owners ofit blest 


Ever shall in safety rest..." 


EPILOGUE, 
1 foe fall of lifes treasures..." 
"Ahhhhbh...yes! fm drowning in them...” 
"Thhis..chis is all that heaven allows!” 


"Yes..all.hold still.don't move...make our love live forever. 


"Yes! Paradise together..forever...Paradlise...OW?™ 


‘THE END. 


